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There in a Den, remov'd from Human Eyes, 
Poſſeſs with Muſe,the Brain-ſick Poet lyes. 1 

Too miſerably wretched to be nam d, | 

For Plays, for Heroes, and for Paſſion fam d. 

Thoughaleſs be Raves his ſleepleſs Hours away; 

In Chains all Night, in Darkneſs all the Day. 

And if he gets ſome Intervals from Pain, | 

The Fit returns, he foams, and bites his Chain, 8 

His Eye-balls rowl, and he grows Mad again. 
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PROLOGUE, Written by Mr. Dryden 
H unhappy Man, who once has trail'd a Pen 
Lives not to pleaſe himſelf but other Men, 

Is always drudging, waſts his Life and Blood, 
Net only eats and drinks what you Think goods N # 
What Praiſe ſoe re the Poetry deſerve, 1 
Tet every Fool can bid the Poet ftarve : 1 
That fumbling Letcher to — is bent, 0 - 
Becauſe he thinks himſelf or Where is meant: * 
Name but a Cuc told, all the City ſwarms > 
From Leaden-Hall to Ludgate # in Arms. 
Were there no fear of Antichriſt or France, 


In the bleft Times poor Poets live by chance, 
Either you come not here, or as you grace a 


Some old Acquaintance, drop intothe place, 
Careleſs and qualmiſh with a yawning Face. 
You ſleep o're Wit, and by my troth you may, 
Moft of you Talents lye another Way. 
You love to hear ff ome prodigious Tale. 
The Bell that toll d alone, or Iriſh Whale. - 
New s is your Food, and you enough 2 | 5 
Both for your ſelves and all the World beſide: 
One Theatre there is of vaſt reſurt 
Which whileome of Requeſts was call d the Court, 
But now the great Exchange of News tis hight, 
And full of hum and buzz from Noon till Night - 
Up ftairs aud down you run as for a Race | 

d each Man wears three Nations in his Fare, 
So big you look, tho Claret you retrench, 
That arm'd with bottled Ale M you buff the French 
But all your Entertainment ſtill # fed | 
by Villains, in your own dull Iſiand bred : 

ould you return to us, we dare ingage 
To ſhow you better Rogues upon the Stage: | 
You know no Poiſon but plain Rats-bane-here, + © | 
Death's more refin'd, and better bred elſewhere: 7 | 
They have a civil way in [tal | Fo 
By ſmelling a Perfume to make you dye 75 
| A Trick would make you lay your Snuff-box hy. 
25 Murder a 7. rene tn, known and pr isd ther 23 { 25 
| That 'tis Infallible as is the Chair — bY 2 

But mark their Feaſts; you ſhall behold ſuch Pranks 
The Pos {ys Grace; but tis the Devil gives Thanks 


= Coſi Borgia, 8 of Alexander 
of Gandia. 
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Dramatis Perſone. 


M r. Betterton. 
Mr. Williams. 


P alante Duke the Sixth. 


Secretary of Florence. Mr. Smith. 


Machiavel, 
Paul Orſino, Head of the Factions Mr. Gillow. 

oF | againſt Borgia. 19 
Aſcanio Sforza, A Buffoon Cardinal. Mr. Lee. 
Vitellizzo, Chief of the Vitelli. Mr. Percival. 
Enua, | | 
Ange, | 
Cardinals, bs 
Bellamira, Daughter of Orſino. Mrs. Lee. 
Adorna, Her Kinſwoman Mrs. Price. 

and Confident. b 


Attendants, Sc. 


The Scene Rome. | 
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ACT IL SCENE Ls, 


et. 


Scene is a Chamber 1 State, at ene are dil, . li tele Ame- 
rican Boys with Boxes of Jewels in their bands; on each fide 


of the Stage, from the flat Scene to the Chamber, long Indian 
Screnes are ſj pread a at their full length. | 


b : 


Enter Aleizo, and Don Michael. | | 

D. Aich. R E theſe the Preſents, ſayſt thou, of the 
oY New Cardinal Aſcanio Sforxa? (late 

; Al. They are; he offers thus to Machiavy, 


Ao nd thinks that Gold may bribe him to bætraß / 

he Duke Valentinois. But, Michael, tell nme 

What does the World report of this Creation, 1 
Does it not rail, and grin, and bite the Pope? 7 

D. Mich. Has it not Reaſon? For, ate, our ſelves; 
Would any Man in his high Dignity-: 2 

So vilely ſell the Glories of the Church I 

1 Cardinals at once create! 


Aſcanis firſt, becauſe he bids him moſt: bod vt 
A fine effeminate Villain; bred in Brothels, 3 
Senſeleſs, illiterate, the Jearof n 
A blot to the whole See! One fitter far _ vi 2 he 
For Hoſpitals, that paints and patches up 
A wretched Carcaſs worried in the Stews. 5115 
But, ſee! the gaudy Pageant moves this — A 
How ſpruce he looks ! and with a * 
Surveys the gloating Image. FS 7 

Alonx. All Luxury 3.  : * 
I heard, the night ſucceeding his Creation, YT in 
That he got drunk, and kiſs d the Prelates round > * 
For joy — Bur, * he comes e and leave me 
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Enter Aſcanto Sforza. 
Aſcan. wen, Borgia, well! if Lam not reveng d! 
Was there bone elſe in Rome, but Bellamira ? 2 
Ah Bella, Bella, Bella, Bellamira 
I ſaw her firſt at Maſs, as I remember; 
Cherubin and Seraphin were nothing to her: 
On ſuch askin full of alluring fleſh ! 
Ah, ſuch a ruddy, moiſt, and pouting Lip; 3 
WM. Such Dimples, and ſuch Eyes! ſuch melting Eyes, 
Blacker than Sloes, and yet the ſparkl d fire, | 
Then ſuch a way ſhe had to roul *em round; 
24s thus, and thus—a thouſand amorous ways; 
And wink and gloat, and turn'em to the corner 
Alonz, My Noble Lord? 
Aſcau. My dear, my dear Ain! | 
: Nay, let me greet thee : twas the Father's Gde. 
But tell me, lovely, dear Alonzo, tell me: 
Thou haſt the fofteſt fine Complexion for 
A Lover; beſt take heedof walking late: + 
Tell me I ſay, or I will pinch thy Cheek? 
Moves he this way, or does he teem alone 
With ſome ſtate Birth? if fo, Pllwait agen. 
Alonx. Whom does your Eminence intend ? 
Aſcan. Thy Lord: | 
Whom ſhould [ mean, intend, or think of elſe | 
Thy Lord and mine. Well he's an Oracle intend 
Why Man, I dream of nothing elle! 
Alonx. But Wenches. 


; Aſcan. O Machiavel! there, there's a word, a ound,” 
| An Air, a blaſt, a Thunder clap of wit, 
Io rouſe our Foggy! thick- ſcullꝰd Cardinals: 
„Iu ſay no more; Would he were Pope, 

Head of the Chriſtian World, and I his Engine, 
lis particular member, to bring, to caſt, 
| To throw, diſperſe, convey the warmeſt 
3 Sprinklings of his benedi&ion. 

Alonz.” My Lord, I humbly offer'd your Addreſs, - 

| While with an Eye, ſwift as the Sun * piercing, 
e ran your Letter o're: and ſure it ſtirr'd him 
For ſtrait he turn'd, and darting me, he ask'd * 
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4 C ASAR BORGIA 9 
It the great Cardinal, meaning you, my Lord 
which ſhews the deep reſpect he bears your Perſun, 
" Knew not that Borgia was his beſt of Friends. | 
W Borgia, he cry'd again, to whom the Lords 
Of Florence ſent me their Ambaſſadour | 
With promis'd aid againſt the Rebel Or/ino. e 
Aſcan. Has he receiv d ſtay, I ſay, has he? here, 
Open thy Fiſt, now gripe me faſt, and cell me. © 
Alonz. 1 durſt not name your Preſents ; 
But, bowing, ſoon retir'd, and plac'd em here, 
That as he follows, he may view at once, 
All your Magnificence if ought of Earth .. 
His Temper holds, this Lightning will diſſolve it: 
But ſee ! He comes; be pleas'd, Sir, to retire, * 
And you ſhall hear the Zeal with which I ſerve you. 
Enter Machiavel. et wei 
Mach. Thus have I drawn the Platform of their Fates 
As oft I have beheld, by Maſters hand,  ' © 
A Tale in painting admirably told | 
Here a ſoft Dido {tabb'd into the Breaſt, 
A Hero there thrown headlong from a Window, 
| To meet her Lover wrack d upon the Shore: 
So have I form'd in more than Braſs or Marble, 
The Deaths of thoſe whom I intend to huſh. 
O, Cæſar Borgia! ſuch a Name and Nature 
That is my ſecond ſelf; a Machiavel ! | 
A Prince! who, by the Vigor of his Brain, __ 
Shall riſe to the old height of Roman Tyrants. 


Alone. He deeply thinks; nor dare I interrupt him, 
Till he comes forward. | 1 
Aſcan. Peace, and give him way--O ſuch a Headpiece 
Mach. In all my ſtrict Enquiries, all the Humours 
Which I have drain'd with more than Chymiſts Pains, 
I have not found a Temper fo compleat n 
To finiſh forth a Greatneſs as my Cæſarr. 
kFirſt; he's a Baſtard, got in a Fit of Nature 
dhe ſhock him from her Nerves in a Convulſion; 
is Father ſtampt the Bullion in a heat, 
And taking from the Mint the fiery Ore, 
His Image bleſt, and ery d, it is my own. 


* 
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to CAS AR BORG A. 
Jet more, a Prieſt begor him, andetis thoughe © » 
That Earth is more oblig'd to Priefts for Bodies, 
Than Heav'n for Souls ! nay, and a young Prieſt too, 
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Nothing to him hark———he goes on 
Mach. Why, what a ſtart of Nature is this Man 
Whom by Ambition, not by Love Il raiſe ? 
Therefore Aſcanio's new. golden World, 
I gravely take, for Ruin to the Bride, 
To her old doting Father, Brothers, Uncles 3 
And the whole Race of Orſin and Vitelli "LY 
Is fixt by Fate and me: No more! the fleeting Air 
May catch the ſounds, and walls themſelves have ears. 
Alonz, My Lord! the Cardinal Aſeanio [coming forward 
Is planted to your Order. (and bowing. 
Mach. Let him hear us — | _ 
Urge me no more,. for tis impoſſible - - © + 
Alonx. My Lord, he thinks not ſoõ 
He ſays your Voice is as the Mouth of Heav'n 
Stiles you a God, and in the extravagance 
Of his unbounded admiration, ſwears 
Nothing to you can be impoſſible. 
Mach. Extravagance indeed ! 
Yet ſuch extravagance expreſſes love, Fa 
And merits all my thanks: and had he mention'd 
- Ought but the ruin of my beſt of Friends, 
Fwould with all the Wings of expedition 
Have ſhot thro? a thouſand bars to do him ſervice. 
Alonz. My Lord he does not hint at Borgias ruin. 
Mach. Does he not wiſh that I ſhould break the Nuptials ? 
"Tis ſure the Marriage I at firſt diſlik'd; 
1 pierc'd the Charmer with a narrow Eye 
And found how Wit and Beauty threatn'din her, 
Wich all the ſabtleſt Graces, that might lull. 
Stubborn Ambition to inglorious Reſt: - 
But Love already had perform'd his part, 


S — — 
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7 e SAR 50 
| Y And laid the warring Borgia at her Feet, e 
How then ſhould I oppoſe his firſt Enjoyiment 5 i 1:11, x 
Wo was his Legate, and ſollicited 53.1 NI 

The Parents of the beauteous Bellamira. 66 ©; 
Alonx. At leaſt Sir, for the future, lay erde Rock ot 
That may diſturb the Progreſs of their Loves 
And fince you have alledg d tis for his Glory 'W 
This Marriage were undone; ſince it is Gy 48108 
Let it be hureful in the Conſequence. 9 

Mach. Thus [ ſhould prove indeed a Friend 1 to Fine, | 

Who hate Orſinos Race: Nay, I ſhould a& 
The trueſt part of Friendſ{hipto my Borgia, 
Snatching this Soft ner from His War-like Boſom,” | 
And turning him new bent, for Arms and very Dan os 19 
Ha! What new Scene of Gallantry is this: 413 
Whence, and from whom comes this Magnificence Fr 4 
0 And wherefore kneel theſe Offerers at my Feet? ; 
ard Alonza. They are the Children of the new - found World, 
ing. The Forms of Zemes, calPd the Indian Gods. 
Mach. Away with *em, and bid 'em cell their Lak | 
RE Mochiovel's Virtue never ſhall be bribd, \ 
And for their Service give em twenty Crowns: | 

But if thou dareſſ to rob em of a Spangle, | 

Lou know my Humour never ſee me more. | 
Alonz,. Doubt not my Lord, but ll obſerve zen 
Come in, my Lord II told you he would melt. 

Sir, the great Cardinal. So now they cringe; 
What, and embrace too! Oh thou damn'd, damn'd World, 
Theſe will be heard and make your Stateſmen kale; > 7 
When Orphans, Widows, and the crippled Souldiers - + ! 
\re elbow'd off, and thruſt away in Frowns, "LP with £1 
be Boys | 
Mach. My Lord, you make me wonder! Sure you v beak 
n Love yourſelf with old Orſinos Daughter! 

Aſean. Lov'd her, my Lord! witneſs theſe falling Tears! | 
Why do you thaw. my Nature with your Queſtions? © + + 
Vieneſs bright Stars! Witneſs your golden Planet? 
And all ye. Woods, and all ye purling Streams 
\nd Birds and Flocks, and Grots, and Rocks, and Flow E 
Nay, Sir, I tell you, ſhe was mine — 3-773 be | 
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- = For Crows and Daws to peck my Carrion Limbs. | 


hy ſhould | hold you long amongſt the reſt, 


' He's bent to enjoy her, and in that I footh him: 


And reft affur'd, that what ſo mean a Man 
As Machiavel with honour can perform, 


2 CASAR BORGIA 
If I could caſt my Coat, which had been done. 
For nothing tickles the preſent Pope like Gold, 
Dazles him that he weeps Indulgences, 

Forgives, abſolves, all for Omnipotent Gold, 
Diſpenſes Pardons ſometimes in a Fury, 

He ſends his AN- that roar like Thunder: 


When ſtrait a en Calm 1 
Come ore their Backs, and then they are ſtill as Lambs: 


That ſaw her Borgia, that unlucky Baſtard, 
Behold and lov'd her I, my Lord, was ruin'd. 
Mach. My Lord! I wiſh the Marriage may not proſper i 


For ſubtly offering once to bring him off, 

found pale Anger in his Face like Death, 
Whereon I feign'd compliance, and have wrought 
The Buſineſs to a head But let time work, 


To pay you perfect Service ſhall be done. . 
Aſcan. My Lord! farewel----when I proteſt and ſwear, 
Ev'n by the Altar of fair Bellamira, | 
My Lite is yours: Believe I am your Servant, 
Not a ſtep further by my Robe! your Captive, 
Your Eminence moſt humble Creature, Servant, Slave. Ex. 

Mach. I amty'd for ever. | Aſcanio walking. 
No dull Buffoon! thou walking lump of Luſt; 
Not to revenge thy ungor'd Appetite 
Shall Borgia kill her: But for his own Renown: 

He is my Champion Prince, Italian Tyrant, 

Not form'd to languiſh in a Womans Arms. 5 
Oh — is a ſault, were I fo fram'd for greatneſs, 
E're I would,amble in a Female Court, 

And cringe; andskip, and play the Ladies Cripple, 

I would be Gibbeted th' Common - way, 


* 


But I muſt rouze him, and Ill do't by Death, 
Ev'n by the bloody Death of her he doats on, 


TELE . Enter Adorna. ; 
"Here's one Ingredient I muft mix to maks 
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CESAR BORGITA 9 
The Portion Death The Wretch is deep in Lore 1 
With Borgia's Brother, the. young Duke of W i176 
That Way I make her ſure! 
| Ador. My Lord. 
Mach. My dear Adorna, | 
How goes the Marriage ene and 1565 treats 
The Gallant Borgia, great Valentenois, | © 
Romania's Duke his fair and Virgin Bride? < 
Ador. The Rites are to be ſolemniz d this Morning; | 
Tho? Bellamirs quite abhors the Marriage, * 
Who ſtill when Borgia humbly ſues for Love; 1 5 6 T . 
Anſwers him with Tears, and pays his Vous. 1548 o 
Wich Ominous Weeping. 2 i 
Mach. And how takes he that? 1 
Ador. He walks and muſes deeply, n to no Nu. 


But Paul Orfmo, whoſe-moſt watchful Wit + 
1 fear deſcries where he has lockt her Heart; 323 1 v7 
With a bent Brow ſhe eyes the Duke of Gandis, . G 
Salutes him not of Late: He came this Morning KO 


i Into her Chamber; dreadful was his Action, 
73 Unworthy of my Blood, he thundred out; 1:31 81 
But if the generous Borgia is refus dʒ 1 4 5 9 
Think not of Gandia, but of Blood and Dante « 8 Þ 
Mach. What inauſpicious Chancediſcover d to him 
LEx. A ſecret, which thought Conceal'ꝰd from all. 11 
king · ¶ But thee and me, and thoſe unhappy. Lovers??? 
Ador. I cannot gueſs; he paus d a while then Gd, 70 UU 
And ſtarting up in Chang charg d her riſe: T > 
Receive, he cry'd, receive him as a Husban g !) 
Whom the ſelected vertues of thy „ | 
Can ne're deſerve; adorn thee like a Bride, 
And meet him, tho* thy Treacherous heart is Mortgage: ; 
Meet him at leaſt with well diſſembled Love. 
Or by my hopes; Fil wreke m A anger on thee, | N 
With all the Torment that Italian Fur, | 
Could e er invent for an Adulterous Wreteh: * | 
ne cry'd I will, and after make thee nothing. | CE: 
Mach, Haſte thee away! charm with thy utmoſt Skill 
The mourning Ballamira, to obey him: Y 
The knot once , r _— _"__ diſpair. 
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vi So, go, and haſte | for the day grows upon us. Ex. Aderna, | 
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= 0D ON OED 
Leave me to work him then: -Millions to one 
But I ſhall make him thine. 4 {| 

* Ador. But did Duke of Gandia once joan ug —_ | 
Mach. Proteſt ! He did proteſt, and {wear, * vow. ” þ 


His Brother too! This Duke of Gandia legs. i, Fj 25 
For he is grown of late the:Rimans pe 
 >Warm'd in the very Boſom of the Pope, ut 5 
And dearer than my Borgia to his Siſter, 
The famons Lucrece, who can charm her: Father 
In all the heat of Excommunications, 
When he throws Bulls, like Thunderbolt about bim: 1 If 
She like a Venas to his angry. Fove. 
Moves with inceſtuous Fires, -folds her white! roar 
About his chafing Neck, ſtrokes his black Beard, 
And ſmooths his firrow'd:Cheeks to dimpled Guiles; IE 
The Brothers too enjoy d her. O Heav'n; "_ Earth? K 
Not the firſt day, 5 — ſuch infinite tine 15 
That Motion had th' irregular matter u 
When all the wandring Atoms hit at laſt 
Into this beauteous form, even when our 9 
Firſt mingled, was there ſuch a looſe of ny 
Such a triumvirate of Lawleſs Lovers, wo 
| Such Rivals as out-do even Laucian's Gods! 
Ha! the Or/in; here! and the Pizell;! + 
hey move this way in murmuring Cabals3 | 
| Methinks Death darkens every: Viſage there. 
Tis ſo They are no more Or this is n 1 0 
Or Macbiavel knows nothing of Mankind. Ex. Mach. 
Enter Orſino, Vittellozzo, Aſcanio, Atrian;Fan, Ange, 
three Cardinals, Oliveretto, Gravita, 
iel. 1 ſay agen, I do not like the Marriage," 
Were Bellamira mine, I'd ſell her off 
For Gold, I'd merchandize her tender Beauty 
With Infidels, and fend her to the Turk, 
Like an Andomada, to Gorge the Monſter, 
Rather than to wed her to perfidious a., lis & | 
' Orfin. Yoware too violent. - 5 av: 
A _ I think ot fo: (onen: Into S 
,owning Man will graſpatany thing 
Nay fink his Friend — wry ty . u Waves ''To 
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ro give him life; but you tho in the gul pn. 
Ride on to Ruine, tho? your Friends call out. 
= Ange. Nay, though they point che Whirle-pool juſt Pa 85 
That Won devour us all. [fo re yOu, 


1 Adrian Beſides tis Impions 9H 8 
Againſt all Right of Nature, Law of Reaſon, 08 e 
To act the Tyrant o re a Daughters Will. ved Þ ol *: 
* 4ſcan. She knows the Oruelties of Ceſar Borgia, 5 
Has heard his Rapes and Murders! Mercy on me! FO: 
How did he uſe the poor Fenetian Lad7/ß/ 5) | 


THe forc'd her in a Wood, nay in a Dicht 
as I am credibly inform d by thoſe. 0» 0 
That heard her ſqueak, in a Dry-Ditch deflowr'd: her! Re! | 
Add yet to this, my Lords, How, when the French, 

At ſacking of a Town, broke open Nosnerie, 2190 2 
He cruff'd at leaſt 40 the pretty ſt Rogues af = 
WThe Tendereſt quaking things! never broke up 1 
All ſpotleſs Maids, like Buds never blown upon, 105 it T : 8 
Nor touch'd even with the Tip of any Finger, ' £1117 bot bb 
And kept them for his Letcher. 3 
Orſin. Methinks my Lord Aſcanio my Lord Milling Us 
Or my Lord Cardinal, more Moderation by 

ould better fit a man of your Profeſſion kk 
I would not come to the old Argument. 

For then we claſh:: Borgia is now-my! — . 7b 
Therefore I pray once more forbear to tax hmm 

The Theme is great and worthy that we mention, 81d bt 

Romania's Duke and Nephew-to the Pope 

Aſcan. Prithee, old Paul: Prithee now bent ſo * 211 

ood Reverend Gray- Beard: If you name his me io 

Pronounce him right, ev'n as his Holineſs - / 4100) - 

Has own'd him to the World without a Bluſh, | + Ms. 2 / 

is natural Son, his Nephew or his B -blow, that i % 

n ſhore old Paul, his down right Baſtard. n Dt. 
Cin. Without a bluſh: Should I ſtand: up the Chamgion 

Of abſent Borgia, and unravel thee, 

Tell thee, Prieſt; thou Scandal to the Altar. 
hy Front, thy Eyes, thy Lips, each part of ches 
would bluſh with Scarlet deeper than thy Robe. 

*. Peace Dotard Paw" 1] IH +1 :.v&3 3 Las 
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I fay old ſtuttering Paul, thou' it ha the worſt owe e 
Therefore peace, peace Dotard. = 
Orſin. Ha! . 
Piel. Forbear: My Lord, Remember! 
Orfin. How dares he thus provoke me? 
Who knows, yet urges me, knows in his heart 
How I have pierc'd into his deepeſt Thoughts, 

Have had. Intelligence of all his Vices, . = 2 
Evyn of his cloſeſt, "darkeſt Deeds of Luſt. 
And dar*ſt thou call me Dotard? Saucy Church-man! | 

Thou that gav'ſt Whores Indulgences for Sin; 
So rank, that he frequents the common Stews; 
For a new Face will give his ſcarlet Coat 
To make the Strumpet fine. | 
Oliv. My Lord, Conſider where, to whom, of whom, A 7 
And what it is you utter? 
| Orfin. Place me, ſome Power, 
Upon Saint Peter's Vane, the very Ball, 

__ turn my Voice to Thunder, that I may 

ay open to the World the Helliſh Acts 
this Contagious Prelate. 52 e 
Aſcan. Spit, ſpit thy Venom; nay, nay, os him out 0 
Mark how he ſhakes now; by my Holy Dame [with't---- 


I have nettled him 3 Poor Raul I Pity the old Fool 
045 4foan. Then Prieſt, let me demand thee, Df « 
ls not the Cupping-Glaſs that burns thy Luſt, - ave 
And draws thy riſing Gall to ſuch a Bliſter, I our 
My Daughter” s Scorn, and loathing of thy Perſon ? ich 
Ha! is't not that? I think I have ſtung you, downed 
Worſe than the Neapoli Pox you . og ny 
Our Roman Harlots— Zefor 


Aſean. Why how now, Paul, whatdoft thou grow foul Chen 
Mouth'd now? by my Holy-Dame, had I a Sword 
Pd fick thee, Orſin Fd fo Whip thee, Paul, 

So flaw 8. and ſcourge thee, thou ſhouldſt eat chy Words. 
The Pox! why, how now? ha! the Pox faith! | 
The Pox to me! let me come at him—hah! 

Orſin. Ha wilt thou fight? 

So forward Prieſt! by Heaven Vl ſhave your Crown: 3 
4 5 1 back and let me mow this Poppy offs © 55 wh py 
| | U 
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This rank red Weed that ſpoils the Churches Corn- - 
Viel. Did ever Fury run to ſuch a height! ' 
hy, my, Lord Cardinal, know 1 * place, e 
Hand how 'tis privileg'd? 7 £104 4: Hr 34 
= 4/can. My Lord, lam ſilenc'd. 
An eaſie Man made up of Patience, I!: 

No Gall in me ! give me thy hand Old Pas: 
7 Henceforth w'are Friends, and as a Friend PII tell thee, 

Ev'n from my Heart, I' tell thee what I think 

hou art bewitchꝰt, Old Paul, beſotted, food ——— 

his Son-in-law of thine bas ſeal'd thine Eyes, 5114 IC 
And ſhortly I ſhall ſee thee walk the Streets 

ith a Dog and a D peedr> 1, ca ion not angry 
For tis in og PIl tell thee of a Dotage, 08 
\nd fo your ſervant noble'/itellozzo, 
inga and Enna Yours- Farewel, my Lord, 
And laſtly thine whoſe Neck is in the Nooſe, 
Old Woodcock, Orfin. : Lit Cardinal 


_ 
1 ; ; | 
* . 


D. Gravin. I am not us'd to fear, 
But yet methought Aſcanio's laſt Words 
Were dreadful to my Ears. 

Orſin. I have engag'd - B+. 

y Daughter, Life and Honour, and all my Fortunes | 

or the Duke Faith, and the Security | 

Of every Perſon here; -why ſhould we doubt him? 2 
ave we not ſeen his Labour in this Matter? TEE... 
our Thouſand Duckets, given us down in Hand, 

ith an Aſſurance of our former Pay; | 

ay more, he binds himſelf not to en | 

Any one of us to appear in Perſon | 

Betore him, but who pleaſes of himſelf : 

Therefore let me intreat you clear your Brains, 

Net all this day together at the Marriage, 

And pay him as he merits faithful Homage. 

Vitel. There's ſomething here fore · bodes, in ſpite of 

he Muſick that he makes, a harſh Concluſion, 
Orſin. For ſhame no more! the very Fears of Children 
Pecauſe he gives our Friends Allowances — 

und honours them with Charges, Governments, 
A their " we Neva his Dealing, 


1» 
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++ Since to your Intereſts I am link d by Fate? 


Even all the World, but thy unhappy Borgia. 


And ſhew thee all the Mixture of a Man, 


And ſwear he means to draw our Faction from us. $ 
Vitel. Henceforth ſay what you will, do what you pak | . 


I will no more oppoſe your ſpeciou n | 
But inſtantly go wait upon the Du | Ren 
Orſin. This day to add new Honours to the Marriage, 
Our Son- in-law, the Duke Valentinbit, ane 
Receives the Roſe before the Conſiſtory j 3 
A Grace which ſeldom is vouchſafed to Kings n 
Indeed the greateſt which the Sacred Head i» 
Of the whole Chriſtian World can give to "as 2 
The very higheſt Round of Human Glory. | 
Scene draws, and ſhews the Confiſtory: Borgia comes ec 
with the Role carry d before him in great Pomp. His Sou id H 
Seraphino led by Alonzo, Machiavel, os py; A1. Poe 
canio, and ſius Cardinals, G “. Vhe 
Borg. O Machiavel! was ever Pomp like this? Nit 
he Morning dawns with an unwonted Crimſon; 


The Flowr's more od'rous ſeem, the Garden Birds © _ 


Sing louder, and the laughing Sun aſcends { 
The gaudy Earth with an unuſual Brigheneſs Pens 
All Nature ſmiles, and the whole World is — % | Oy 


Mach, And why ſhould he, whom every Man concludes Vith 


The Darkly of the Times, whom bounteous Heav'n rej 
Has Crown'd with Glory in ſucceſsful Wars, | H 
Whom it now doubly Crowns with Beauty coo, or e 


The brighteſt of her Sex, Why ſhould he thwart % 

The whole Worlds Vogue, and think himſelf unhappy? 
Borg. Yes Machiave]! Thou worthi'ſt of rr 

To thee Vl! ſtrip my Heart, that ſecret Bed, 

With Vices, Virtues, every naked Thought, 


We are obſerv*d — Think me not over-fraik + 
Becauſe I love : Were Bellamira dearer ner 
Her Father bleeds; and all the Rebel-R ace 4 | 
Fll firſt inſnare the Fools: Then preach Fate * em: 
Mach. And let em know, juſt as the Cords are drawing 
None ought to offend his Prince, and after truſt nim. 
| Bug. * Lord Orſino: O forgive me, OE _ 
0 
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R BURGERS: 19 
ono have thus groſly fail'd to pay the Reverence 
I owe the beſt of Fathers, beſt of Friends: 32 
is Day, this glorious Day, for ever bleſt, 
And never to be loft in Times dark Legend, 
Crowns me your Son. Thus then 1 bend my Kn 
WV hich are not us'd to kneel but at the Altar: 
nd O! permit me thus to kiſs your Hand, 
Wind pay the Eternal Vows of my Obedience, ©, > 
Orſin. O riſe, my Lord, all Duty is out- done 
23 ith but one ſingle bare' Acknowledgment; 771 
et for a ſatisfaction to this Company, 
ay, do you love my Daughter Bellamir ? 
Borg. Ha! What ſays my Father? Dol live? 
Son p Heaven! Why do you wound me with the Queſtion ? 
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, Aſ- oes the poor ſuff'ring Fair One Virtue love, hi 
ho drinks the Brook, and eats what Nature yields 
ather chan feaſt in Courts with loſs of Honouiur?;̃ʒõ 1 


Do thoſe, who on the Rack for Heav'n expire, e | 
ove Angels, and Eternal Brightneſs there? 09 
Tis ſure they do: And oh-tis full as ſure, 

hat Czſar Borgia dies for Bellamira. e 
Orſin. No more; you Honour her and me too much? 
herefore this day I give her to your Arms 0 
Vith all the pleaſure of a proud old Father, 

'rejoy'd to fee his Daughter match'd above him: 
Heav'n, my Eyes grow full; here all our diſcord 

or ever end, all Jars betwixt the Or/ins, 

ſtelli, and the Duke of Valentinois, | 

e bury*dever in this ſtrict Imbrace. 4: 

Borg: Since you will have it fo, forgive my Duty 5 

t me grow bold, and as a Friend imbrace you 

Orfin. See here, my Lord, for ſcarce can I diſtinguiſh, 
rough the bright Joy that dazles my weak Sight, 
ſiverotto, and the Duke Graviana, © | A 

hen Vitelloæ zo comes to grace your Nuptials: 

| on their Knees acknowledge you their Prince. 


lades | 


* g. My Equals all; Nor ſhall chis Homage be, 
awings wear it ſhall not: Riſe my Lords; your Arms: 
= t me imbrace you round: By all things ſacred, 


Wear tliat none of you have been to blame, 


; Who 92 were 


+ CAESAR 5 O RG 14. 
Were you Confederates againſt my Arms? 


Ford you againſt your Wills to let him TRY 


- Unleſs you kindly ſtop him in his ſpeed, 
Would hurl him from ſome Precipice to Ruin. 


Which in the darkneſs of my heart can match ** 
But Bellamira. Take him Vitello roa, 
Take the dear Blood that trickles from my heart, 
The very Strings that wind about my * ; 


1 go to haſt the Bride: and let my Life 


On every part of him: His little Baſtard, - 
_ Bzeauſe he doats on him, ſhail ſtreight be mangled —— 
I' do'tI fay: Yes by my holy Dame, | 


Ha! whata Jerk was that ? it grates my Bones 3 


Hear to what ſottneſs and effeminate mourning 


For T will cell thee though thou'le ſcarce believe, 


1 have not had one hour of Free repoſe 3 


* 


You were: But Borgis's infinite Ambition 


His head ſtrong Youth, like a young fiery Horſe, 


Orſin. See Vitelloz29, how he takes our Ce 
1 himſelf. | 
Borg. Behold this Child, my Son! 


know not any thing the World calls "POE 0 


And let him for my part be Surety, 
As beauteous Bellamira is for yours. 


Orfin. Farewel, my Lord: With theſe Arendants here ö 


Be anſwer for the little Serapbino-. [Ex Orſina Vicell \ 


Aſcan He has her now, that delicate bit of beauty 
Which I reſerved for my own Lechery: 


He drills her from her old deluded Sire, 
Hell and ſhe melts! ſhe melts into his-Mouth :- 
But by my holy Dame l' be reveng'd 


I will revenge my loſs of Lechery —— 


Pray Heav'n it ben'e a Spice, a little Tang 


Of the Neapolitan Itch, O my holy Dame. [Ex. with Cardi- 
g. Now Machiavel, prepare to hear my Soul, nals 


All my dear Victories ac laſt are melted : 


Since firſt | faw the Charming BeWamira, 
The very Image of Charletta's ſcorn, 


Ev'n when at laſt I have refolv'd to joyn— 
Our nds and truſt her with * tender Glory, - 
| ye 
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re ſtarted from my Bed, at midnight rofe, c 
and wander'd by the Moon: Then laid me down | 
Upon fome dewy Bank, and ſlept till Morn. © 
WY AMzch. Therefore there. muſt be ſome ſtrange Circum- 
WT hat firſt induc'd thoſe Fears, ſome dang'rous hint ſtance 
For your ſuſpitions Ys TOY "TCR 
Borg. Yes Machiavel, _ 1 
There is, there is a cauſe for my ſuſpicions. 
Mach. Are your ſure of it? 
Borg. Moſt ſure Iam; ; 
Sure as reſerv*dneſs does imply averſion: 
Yet I, as if my Flames were Fire in Froſt, Ms: 
The more ſhe cools, ſcorch, rage, and burns the more 
Mach. 1 gueſs your meaning 1 


F<. k * 
=> 
bo 
S 


3 like Charlotta,, ſhe 3 
Has pawn'd her Heart - · but tis confeſs d you know him 
nete Borg. Ha! didil know the Name of him I dread? _ 1 
ens What God in Arms ſhould fave him from my Sword? 
tell. Here thou haſt rouz d the Lion in my Heart, | 
vi ralian Spite, Revenge and blaſting Fur 
Devoüurs my Soul! all Mildneſs fleeps like Death: | 
[1 boil like Drunkards Veins---Death! Hell and Vengeance! 
Mach, Suppreſꝭ this Fury 5 22 Bp 
Come! come! my Lord I find you are better skill d 
In Camps and Courts, and know not yet loves World. 
She is reſerv'd you ſay, when you approach her; N 
Why, let her weep too: Was it ever known 
A ſubtle Bride laugh'd on her wedding Day, 
Or clasp'd her Lover in the Eye o'th' World? 
I find you are unlearn'd! Sir----*cis their Trade, 
ard. be very Nature, Soul, and Life-blood of em 
nals o whine and cry, and turn their heads away, 


* 


When their hearts dote on what they ſeem to ſcorn! 
Borg. If it were ſo! e 6 | 
Mach. Why it was always fo,, _- 
Is ſo, and will be ſo to the Worlds end! 
ive me your hand, and take her on my word; 
have been bred in Courts; ſounded the humours 
Even of all Women kind: Therefore adviſe you 


3 — 
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Repair immediately to old Or/ino, | 5 
yu Who with his Beauteous Daughter waits your Coming. 


Ne. 


Were you Confederates againſt my Am? 
'  Forc'd you againſt your Wills to let him know, 


- Unleſs you kindly ſtop him in his ſpeed, - 
Would hurl him from ſome Precipice to Ruin. 


* himſelf. 


Which in the darkneſs of my heart can match him, 


| Take the dear Blood that trickles from a heart, 
The very Strings that wind about my Lite, 1) 


On every part of him: His little Baſtard, . 


Vil do't I fay: Yes by my holy Dame, 


Ha! whata Jerk was that ? it grates my Bones 3 


Hear to what ſottneſs and effeminate mourning 
For J will cell thee though chou'le ſcarce believe, 


The very Image of Cherlutta's ſcorn, 
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You were: But Borgis's infinite Ambition 


His head ſtrong Youth, like a young fiery Horſe, 


Orſin. See Vitelloxxo: how he 0 our Crimes 


Borg. Behold this Child, my Son! .. @ - | 
I know not any thing the World calls precious, 1 


But Bellamira. Take him Vitellox zo, 


And let him for my part be Surety, 
As beauteous Bellamira is for yours. I 

Orfim. Farewel, my Lord: With theſe Attendants hers 
I go to haſt the Bride: and let my Life ; 
Be anſwer for the little Seraphino; - Ex, Orſina Virelli . 


Aſcan lle has her now, that delicate bit of beauty 
Which I reſerved for my own Lechery: 


He dritlsher from her old deluded Sire, 
Hell and ſhe melts! ſhe melts into his / Mouth: 
But by my holy Dame l' be teveng d 


Bzcauſe he doats on him, ſhall ſtreight be mangled —— 
1 will revenge my loſs of Lechery ——— 


Pray Heav'n it ben't a Spice, a little Tang 


Of the Neapolitan Itch, O my holy Dame. LEx. with Cardi- 
Borg. Now Machiavel, prepare to hear my Soul, _ nals 


All my dear Victories ac laſt are melted ; 
Since firſt 1 ſaw the Charming Bellamira, 


| have not had one hour of Free repoſe 3 _ 

Ev'n when at laſt I have refolv'd to joyn 

Our Hands and cruſt her with * tender Glory, - 
| | ye 
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Mrtee ftarted from my Bed, at midnight rofe, + 
and wander'd by the Moon: Then laid me down 
Upon fome dewy Bank, and ſlept till Morn. ' ___ 
Aach. Therefore there. muſt be ſome ſtrange Circum- 
WT hat firſt induc'd thoſe Fears, ſome dang'rous hint ſtance 
For your ſuſpitions— „ 
Borg. Yes Machiavelli, : — 
There is, there is a cauſe for my ſuſpicions. 
Mach. Are your ſure of it? 
| Borg, Moſt fureI am; p 
Sure as reſerv'dneſs does imply averſion : 
Yet I, as if my Flames were Fire in Froſt, 1 
The more ſhe cools, ſcorch, rage, and burns the more 
Mach. 1 gueſs your meaning ; like Charlotta,, ſhe e 
Has pawn'd her Heart. but tis confeſs d you know him 
Le Borg. Ha! didil know the Name of him I dread? _ 5 
What God in Arms ſhould fave him from my Sword? 1 
tell. Here thou haſt rouz d the Lion in my Heart, „ 
vi I icalian Spite, Revenge and blaſting Fur 
Devours my Soul! all Mildneſs fleeps like Death : _ 
I boil like Drunkards Veins---Death! Hell and Vengeance! 
Mach, Suppreſꝭ this Fury | | | 


Come! come! my Lord- I find you are better skill'd 

In Camps and Courts, and know not yet loves World. 

Sheis reſery'd you ſay, when you approach her ; 7 

Why, let her weep too: Was it ever known 

A ſubtle Bride laugh'd on her wedding Day, 

Or clasp'd her Lover in the Eye o'th' World? 

| I find you are unlearn'd! Sir. - tis their Trade, 

Adi: Tbe very Nature, Soul, and Life: blood of em 
oaks To whine and cry, and turn their heads away, _ . 

When their hearts dote on what they ſeem to ſcorn! + 

Borg. If it were ſo ! | 


Mach, Why it was always ſo, _ 
Is fo, and will be fo to the Worlds end! 
Give me your hand, and take her on my word; 
have been bred in Courts; founded the humours 
Even of all Women kind: Therefore adviſe you 
Repair immediately to old Or/ino, FO 
're Who with his Beauteous * waits your Coming. 


3 | Bor, 5 
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Why all this thought groundleſs Jealouſy ? 
| Maſter this Gothick Fury in your Blood. 


Cbarlotta! O the very figure of her; 


Since all I have, or am, or ever would be, 


Mb he's 


Borg. Could ſhe be truly mine! the Wings of Winds“ WD 
Would be too ſlow. to waft me to her Arms! | : 'n. 

Mach. Once more 1 ſay, ſhe is and ſhall be yours, wy 
Truly... religiouſly, devoutly yours 5 


Let Manly Confidence and Roman Virtue 


Borg. By Arms! by all the Glories I have won! - 
Thou haft awak'd my Love, and Charm'd my fears. = = 


But fare the Beauteous Lines are ſofter here: 2 
And now 1 find tis ruin to forgo her No 
Mach. No more my Lord. Tis I that thus embark you he 
And if ſome ſtarting Plank ſhould flaw the nad .. 
To your deſtruction I am ruin'd too—-— 


Is to op yours; your ſworn unbyaſs d Friend, | 

g. Thou beſt of Men: A 
Thon art my Oracle, my Heav'n, my Genius. 
And as ſome God, ſhalt guide me through the World. 
Let's go to the Conquſt, tho through Death we gos ö 
Marriage and Death both new Experiments. 17 
Methinks I ſee the Taper in the Window, 
The buſie Nurſe unveils the weeping Maid, 
And 1 muſt naked paſs through Seas to reach her. 


O fatal Marriage! O thou difmal Gulph! © ; en 


Which like the Helleſpont doſt rore between = VE 
Me and my Joys: Is there no other way? ö he 
None, none, the Winds and the daſh'd Rocks reply + : . 8 - 
Why let em roar; and let the Billows ſwell; -  MGiv 


Till the rack'd Orbs be with the Deluge drown'd. 
Tis fixt 3 I'll plunges or periſh, or enjoy her?: 
Mach. Juſtly reſolvd; nor let a few falſe Tears Nor 
Melt you again to an untimely mildneſs. > 
Charlotta thus deluded you in France, | 
Which render'd all you Court ridiculous : - 


1 8 4 
«4 1 


Remember that, and thwleaſt the like diſgrace 4 ne 
Should happen new, drag her if ſhe refules ! 52 10 
Borg. 1 will, my Mechiavel- -----O Arms! O Glory! 2 Doſ 


What an Ecernal Reſt would Kar your Luſtre. 3 The 


-_ 
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Did not this Spirit of Ambition fire ge 
n tell her that the Lives of all her Race, 
Wh rc now within my Power. po 
Mach. Nay, threaten her! + 
Borg. I will do more than threaten ; | 
hink not the dreadful Cæſar will berows'd 
To threaten only; that's a ſleeping Borgia, 
A loving, dreaming, Conſcientious Borgia; 
But when. I wake there's always Execution 
Mach. It has been ſ -. 9 id 
Borg. And ſhall I ſwear again 
No Machiavel; ſhe muſt be mine or dye, 
WShould ſhe for Refuge to the Temple flie! 
I'd after her; there if ſhe ſcorns my flame, 
To the Dumb Saints I will my Vows proclaim; 
nd in their View reſolve the Glorious Game: 
Upon the golden Shrines I'll lay her Head, - 
And ev'n the Altar make my Bridal Bed-----F Zxz. Amboe. 


Enter Orſino and Bellamira in Mourning. 4 


1k 60%. HERE didſt thou get the daring thus to move me! 
2 By thy dead Mothers ſhrowd,not the firſt Night, 


ON 


When in her Youthful arms I graſp'd her to me, 

Was I ſo hot with Love as now with Rage, nut ied 

hou Young and Virgin Witch, thou new-found Fury? 
Bella. Ah! Sir, for I am afraid to call you Father, 

ive me my Death: give to theſe trembling Breaſts 

\ Thouſand Wounds ; or cut me Limb from Limb; 

Nut do not look ſo dreadfully upon me | 

Nor blaſt me with ſuch Sounds. Oh pity me 

WET here's not one fatal Sentence, one dread VVord, 
Hut runs like Iron through my freezing Blood. 

What have I done? Ah, what is my Offence? 

Ind tell me how, which way ſhall atone you? ; 

= 0r/n. O, thou vile wretch ! what is thy Offence ? 

Voſt thou not know it? Exquiſite diſſembler! * 

Thou leading Sore reſs! He-cat of thy Sex ! 9 


- 
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Dia 1 not charge thee, as thowfear'ſt my Curſe, : 


As one whom the Great Duke intends to honour 


In this Obedience: Say, declare, haſte, anſwer, 


For I have done much more: Torn off my Breaſts, 


ha 


' "_ 


Subtleſt of all thy kind, that ever rowPd - | 
Their falſe deluding Eyes, and in their Glaſſes 
Conjur'd for looks to cheat the ſimple World! 


— en 


But to take all evaſion from thy Guilt, + 


This very Morning to adorn thy ſelf 


By making thee his Bride ? 7 K 

Bell. Alas! you did, | | 

And I am come, Oh Heaven! and all you Powers 

That pity Womans Weakneſs, I am come 

My Lord as yon commanded ! and have vow'd, 

Tho' Death atrends my Nuptials, to'obey you. 3 
Orſin. Thou ly'ſt even in thy Heart, thou know'ſt thou 

Thou haſt maliciouſly, moſt grofly fail'd yt. 


—_—.. 2 


— 


Thou moſt ungrateful Wretch; Ah, how unlike 
Thy meek, thy Perfect bright and bleſſed Mother, 
Is this a Habit for a glorious Bride? | 
Doſt thou thus meet the generous Borgia? 
I know thy awkard Heart; thou mean'ſt by this 
To tell the World, thou doſt not like thy Husband, 
And daſh him at the Altar: But by Heav n, 
Whither thou, Murdereſs, now art ſending me, 
This ſhall not ſerve thy Purpoſe : In this drefs 
That blaſts my Eyes and ſtrikes my Soul with ſadneſs, 
I'll ſee the Prieſt tor ever make you one. 

Bellam. Ah! how have I deferv'd. this cruel Uſage ? 
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Did ever Daughter yet obey like me? 
Not ſhe who in the Dungeon fed her Father 
Wich her own Milk, and by her Piety 


Sav d him from Death, can match my rigorous Vireue "Pp 


My Breaſts,” my very Heart, and flung it from me, 

To feed the Tyrant Duty with my Blood. 
Orfin. Call'ſt thou the lawful Impoſition of 

A careful Father, that intends thee Honour, 

Tyrannical and bloody? Rage reſume me ; -. 

Here, ſeeſt thou this? O would che gallant Borgia 

Could fling thee from his Soul, as I from mine, 


CESAR BORGIA =; 
Wor ' tis Reſpe& to him that faves thy Life 
Aiſe by the Feaver that quite burns me u. 
d ponyard thee, till alfthy Robes were Crimſon : 
Net ſince thou haſt the Impudence to braye me, 
and call thy Father Tyrant to his face, 
chat have foſterd thee even from the Womb, * + 
uad bred thee in my Boſom, hear and tremble ; + _ © 
Hor 1 will curſe thee till thy frighted Soul WL. 
Runs mad with Horrour, till thy Mother ſtarts 
rom her cold Monument, to beg me ceaſe, 
hough all in vain. ; | 
| Bellam. 1 caſt me at your Feet ; | 15 
ea 1 g bay thr ſee me here 
Proveling upon the Earth. 9 | 
1 — 0%. Curs d be the Night, 
. ren Thouſand Curſes on that fatal Hour, 
hen my great Spirit trifled with thy Mother 
Hor the Production of fo falſe a Joy ! 
Bellam. O horrid blaſting Breath! 
Orſin. When Jam dead, l 
My troubled Ghoſt ſhall nightly haunt thy Dreams. 
HBellam. Ah, hold -- kiſs your Feet, and hug your Knees. 
= O-/iz. Though in thy Husbands Arms, ' draw the Car-  : * 
And ſtare thee into Frenzy; and thy Lord (tains. 
u Charm fo faft, thy Shrieks ſhall not awake him. 
= Bellam. Let Sir, forbear 3 tread on me, trample me. 
Orſin. And all the day, when other Spirits ſleep, 
l follow thee with Groans, and curſe thee ſtill : _ 
Nay, when thou ſeek'ſt for Company to ſcape me, 
Ill make thee ſcream. See there his Spirit ſtands. 
Beillam. Hear him not Heav'n ! | ; 
Orſin. After thy firſt Imbrace, 32 Mk 
ay thy Lord loath thee ; ſwear thon art no Virgin, 
nd caſt thee off as a maſt leud Adultereſs. | 
Bellam, If there he Saints or Angels: Ohl charge you 
0%. Or if thy Husband ſhould by chance retain thee, 
art burnings, Jealouſies incite him ſtill 
o plague thee with a Thouſand Hells on Earth, 
nd after end theg in ſome horrid manner. 
. "WE cam. Ponyard meas you promis d: Oh ſtab me 
For N | +2 Orſin. 
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1 ought thats humane chance to raiſe thy Ho pes, 


Orin. Eternal Barrenneſs ſhut up thy Womb; 


May it be Monſtrous at the curſt Production. 
* After · Birth, or ſome abhorr d Conception. 
t Enter Dake of Gandia in Mourning. 


Bellam. X have ſaid enough! my Heart, my Spirits fail} 1 F 
And I have now my Wiſh without a Dagger. (me, ap ©! 
Or ſin. What now? another Mourner ? Hell and ruries C 

They both have plotted to undo my Honour. n. 
Well Duke of Gandia but Pll call thee pridegroom D | 
Gand. Ha | how's this? the beauteous Bellarmira 41 
U pon the Earth. Help, help my Lord, ſhe 8 cold; er 
Your Daughter ſwoons. - q h 
Or ſin. 1 care not, let her Periſh; 1 n) 
And thou, who haſt ſeduc'd her, periſh with her: o 
Swoon with her, ſink with her, die both, and both be damm d. Ws | 
* "Ta, OrſinoY Wu 
Gand. Wake Bellemirs from this Sleep of Death: RS ©; 
Life of Palante's life! give me a Word 3 Th 
See thou art Safe, claſp'd in thy Gandia's Arms, 0 
Palante holds thee. Say what Murderer Ol 
Offer d this Cruelty, and VIl revenge thee ! 8 
Bellam. Where am I? ha! looſe, looſe me from your et 
Stand off; fly from me; fly, Palante, fly (Arms e 
For we muſt never, never meet agen: | 7 
The Poles may ſooner joyn: O lam loſt, tf 
By an inexorable Father ruin'd 3 An 
Curſed, blaſted; and for thee, unhappy Prince, 5 
Thou haft undone me, though not by by Will; B 
For ſure thou lov'ſt the wretched Beloms: he 
Yet by the conſequence of this Affection, G 
Thou haſt deſtroy'd my Peace of Mind for ever: ; B, 
Thou haſt been ruinous and mortal to me! 8 
As Robbers, Raviſhers, or Murderers! ©. 16 
Therefore be gone! fly from my Eyes for ever, nc 
And never let me ſee Palante more. en 
Gand. I go for ever from you, as you charge me, 0 | 
And for that purpoſe I did hither come; St 
But little choun he that you would drive me thus : my 


I hop 4 at t leaſt, that when 1 parted from you, * 
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ad bid you eee targwel,.-: ere 
ME bop'd ; but oh thoſe flattering hopes were vain ! 


, * 
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hat gentle Bel/amira ſhould have fightd ens” 
re dropt a Tears when I would take my leaye. - . 


nd never ſee her more. x 
(me, [ou rend the Plaiſter from the bleeding Wound. X 
irie, Gand. An elder Brother calls you to his Bed, 

And you perhaps will not be raviſt'd thither : 

SD Bellamirs ! Lhad once thoſe Vows 3 

0 hich thy frail heart does now reſign to Borgia. 
old; Mat | have ſtaid too long: Fare wel for ever; 14 
hen Jam gone, and thou for many years 5 


: njoy'ſt the Change thy Father forc'd thee to, 8 
Lor ſure I cannot think it all thy doing!) 


1 f happy Ceſar Borgia chance to fold these 
rfino tore cloſely in his Arms then was his Cuſtom), 


y to thy Heart with a felenting Thought, 
Thus, if our Fates had pleas'd, the wretched Gandis 
Would thus have lov'd me. But no more farewel. | 

W ou're pleas'd to baniſh me- - and Ill obey. _ Exiturns. 


Bell. Come back! come back !you ſhall not leave me thus 


„our et Fathers Curſe, and Jealous Husbands Rage, 
Arms Nove has a force that can ſurmount the World. 


Enter Borgia. 5 n 
then tis deſtin'd that you muſt be gone. 
nd leave me to the Arms of Cruel Borgia 8 
Borg. Ha! but obſerve: there may be more in this. 

Bell. If we two Lovers, whom for tenderneſs-. 
he World can never match, muſt part for eyer 

Gand. O, that for ever | | 
Borg. It's Apparition all; 
y Heav'n, a Dream; I ſwear, a very Dream. 

Bell. Yet take, O take this dying fare wel with thee ! 
nd whomſoeꝰ re thy Paſſion ſhall Eſpouſe, | | | 
Wemember ! O Remember this, and leave me: 3 
o Man was ever ſo by Woman lov'd, | 'Þ 
gs thou Palante art by Bellamira. | 
Gand. Stop there; for to goon will give me Death. 
thou haſt utcer'd Sounds of ſuch a ſtrain 


' 
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es CESAR BORGIA.. 
A As Nature cannot bear: like utmoſt Muſick,  - MA 
Which while it charms the Senſe, makes chill the Blood. 
No more! for by my glimmering joys, I fear bi 
Tho'lt ſing my Soul to Everlaſting Sleep 

Borg. Then let me wake you. 

Bell. O Heav'ns! we are undone ! 


Borg. ro non weep not! beauteaus Bellamirs ! 


For there is nothing toward you, but well; 
Fortune her ſelfnow ſmiles on your Deſign, 8 
And Heav'n and Earth conſpire to make you happy 
Theſe Mourning Habits on your Wedding Day, 
Had chance not guided me to hear your Loves, 
Would have bettay d the Secret 1 
Gand. O Brother! what muſt I expe& ? I know not 
Whether I ought to hope or fear. | 
Borg. Hope all: 1 | 

For curſt is he that parts whom Heav'n has joyn'd: 

I ſtand convinc'd that Love has made you one; 

And may thoſe Chaſter Fires that warm your hearts, 
Vie with the Stars for Immortality — | 
Gand. Speak it again, again confirm this goodneſs, 
For one ſo Noble ſure this World contains not: 
O!*cis too little but to name him Noble, 

For ſuch a Soul aſpires above the Clouds, 

So great, Ethereal, and fo God-like fram'd, 

He muſt look down on Kings; ſuch vaſt compaſſion, 
Such-an unheard Magnificence of Mercy 
As we muſt both adore : Kneel, Bellamira, 

For tis a God we talk with. | 
Borg. O you muſt nor. Fs 
4 Methinks fair Bellamira, who ſtill anſwers _ 

Wich the accuſtom'd Language of her Tears, 

| Methinks you ſhould have told me all this while; 

| Your Beauties were not doom'd for Ceſar Bur gia. 
Iis true, I often fear'd by your reſerv dneſs, 
| Your Heart muſt be ingag'd Or thou, Palante, 
= Had'ſt thou but told me when I woo'd her firſt, 

| 
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How many ſighs and ſorrows, hadſt thou ſavd me! 
I would not then have launch'd, but yielded up _ 
The Noble Fraight, this more than Indian Treaſure, 


:  _CASAR BORGJ14 _ 
d given thee all my intereſt in her Father. 2 
I , S Gard. Alas 1 fear*d ' 
seg. I hold you Sir excus'd: 
iy you be happy as your Souls can wiſh; - 
Mut 1 muſt beg you from this place retire | 
rr your own intereſt ; Or/ino here 
ntreated me to wait him, and tis now 
son this day, allotted for my Marriage, 
MJ fit to break the buſineſs of your Loves. 
et doubt not, O moſt happy lovely Pair, 
Mit Care and Time ſhall perfect all your Wiſhes. ; 
= Gard. Give me your Arms: I had deſign'd this Morning, 
ade deſperate with my Griefs, t'acquaint your Ear 
WF ich all the progreſs of my ruin'd paſſion : t 
hought that you would ſtorm, and uſe me ill, 
Ind had deſign'd I know not what to forfeit 
y life, rather than loſe my Bellamira: 
Wat you have ſo prevented me 
Borg. No more. 
Wow, faireſt Bellamira ! not one word 7 
m 1 ordain'd the Proxy of your Love, 
Vithout the Breath of thanks? 
hell. The bounteous Heavens | 
in on your head whole Deluges of mercies, 
dr this great goodneſs! Hear me, oh ye Powers. 
ear me upon my Knees; where e're he goes. 
uard him with bleſſings ! give him his own wikſhes :; 
to the Wars he paſs, Renown attend him, 
ind growing Conqueſt dwell upon his Arms; 
t him attain by a long courſe of Valour, 
nd gallant acts to the old Roman Greatnels 3 
ad when at laſt in Triumph he returns, | | 
ay all che ſighing Virgins ſtrow his way,(Ex.with Gandia. 
d with new Garlands Crown his coming Glory. ; 
1 ++...» Enter Machiavel. | 
lccb. Something's diſcover'd, and I gueſs the buſine(s?- 
ite> Lord, you're wanted, and the beauteous Bride. 
v. 1 Borg. I charge thee name her not upon thy Life. 
I Pre, tear, tear off theſe unbecoming Garments, 
t me my Horſe, and bid my Arms be ready; - 
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50 "CAS AR BORGIA _ 
Yes, Machiavel, with to morrows dawn, © ln 
Thou ſhalc behold me in another Dreſs. 
Breathing Defiance to theſe ſofter Wars. IJ M 

Mach. But why, Sir! why ? how comes this mudden nd 
Why have you charg'd me that I ſhould not ſpeak (tang P Boy 
Of Bellamira ? | Pear 

Borg. Cruel Aacbiavel! e! 
Why doſt thou bring the fatal enttmer wa het: 
Whom I would drive for ever from my Soul? - - 


Mach. This wondrous alteration of your humour, 
Muſt ſure afife from ſome as wondrous cauſe. Ma 
Have you diſcover'd ought? _ 
Borg. All, all's diſcover dd u. 
And uch an over ſight in thee; but where, iy 


Where now is thy profound Sagacity ? 
Where all thy Depoſitions, Promiſes, 
Warrants, Ingagements that ſhe ſhould be mine ? 
Chaſtly, religiouſly, devoutly mine ? 
Mach. And is ſhe not? 
Borg. By Heav'n quite oppoſite : n bs 
All 2 my boding heart preſaged to thee '' ' Ie C 
Before, has happen'd 3 happen'd in ſuch manner, _ 
As quite out-went my own Imagination. 
Mach. Who'ere he is that has ſupplanted you, AV. 
By your juſt Rage he was a ſecret Villain, | 
The cloſeſt Traytor that ere plotted miſchief, 
And juſtly has deſerv'd the ſtab you gave him. 1 
Borg. How, Macbiavel? ha, didſt thou talk of ſtabbing? _ 
| Mack. I neither think, nor know what's your intention, nd fo 
But that's your Countries Cuſtom in ſuch caſes: : | 
Beſides, Sir, when I did diſcourſe you laſt, 


You fell into Convulſions of Deſpair, 3 

With mentioning the very name of Rival, 

And thunder'd out whole Volleys of revenge. 18 88 
Borg. True Macbiavel: but could not ink my Rival Fare 

Should prove my Brother. wb, my m 
Mach. HA! 7 S110 4.0 — 
Borg. Raiſe, raiſe me Heaven, | . 405 


Some other Man that dares to take her fden: me, = 
To ſnatch the only Beauty I can lor, a 
Andi at the Altar too, from my imbraces; 11 


* | 
CSR BORG IM. 
Y I not end him, though he were Imperial, | 
vn in the middle of his Guards 
. = Arb. Your Brother! 
nd have you Confirmation that che wad bim ? INE 
B.. Why doſt thou wonder? I both ſaw and heard; 
BD: rd all his Vows, and her moſt paſſionate Anſwers : 
he loves him: Yes, theſe curſed Remembrancers, 
- Ttcſz: Eyes have ſeen it. O! ſhe doteson him, 
eds on his Looks ——eyes him, as pregnant Women 1 
gaze at the precious thing their Souls are ſet o. 
I 1h. And you perhaps will bear it from a br wot | 
ich all the meekneſs of an Anchorite, 
Man of quite another World! you'd beft / 
ho to the Wars, be ſhot, and leave his Brother 
he Heir of all, ſole Darling of the Pope. ge 
Borg. Tis certain, that 1 ſeem'd to appearance 
Nild and relenting ? begg'd em leave me n 
hat I might thin — 
Mach. Think! by your Holy Father, 
ou have no Blood, no Soul, nor Spirit left 
he Genius of your Houſe muſt bluſh at this; - 
Brother ! why, ſo much the more a + Villain. | 
Borg. O Machiavel \ 3 
W 4b. O Conſcientious Borgias 
all that's great, it is in him flat Inceſt 2 
here's for your Conſcience, if you will have Conſtience, 
he was betroth'd yours by her Father's Will, | 
bliſh'd tothe World, and what. elſe makes a Marriage? 
nd for a Brother thus to undermine you, | 
d carry it too? Are you Italian born? 
2got by one ? O, make ic not a Doubt, 
g1ieve, I groan, Lam mad to ſee you thus 
hat, to be made the Talk, the Jeer of Rome, © 
s Once you were at Paris by Cabrlotta : 
oll revenge thee.! cold as thou art and dead 
nd may this Steel be ſheath'd in Marhravel, 
that the treacherous Duke of Gandia ſcape me. ( Exiturns. 
Borg, Come back, I fay 3 for what is to be done, 
Il act my ſelf. Where was 1? or where am? 
0 * thou know'ſt *ris not my Conſcience 
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That lets the Villain live: I think thou haſt heard 
The fatal Jars w have had about my Silter : 
For I remember, being in her Bath, 
And. by her Women told we were at VVords, 
She. — in haſte half naked to the Pope, 
VVho came to part the Fray; and fore in fury, 
VVith horrid Imprecacions, who e're fell 
By th'others Hands, he never would have my | 
On the Surviver. This, my Macbiavel, 90 
Is Borgias Conſcience For to do a Murder, 
And not be ſafe, is Drunkards Policy. 
3 VVhat then is your intent? 
Borg. To follow Nature: 
For ſo do Flames that burn, and Seas chat drown; ol, 1 
Les, Machiavel, and care not what comes ont: 
So when Security, and black Occaſion | 
Point me to death, I will be rough as thoſe, 
And blood him, till he changes to a Ghoſt : 
Yeo ſince my Fathers threats bar preſent Murder, 
Fil find a way to rack him. 
Mach, Ha! you mend —— 
To take again your beauteous Prize ; that i is, 
The lovely Bellamira ſtill retains 
Some holds about your Heart. 
Borg. O, tis confeſs'd; | | 
And howfoe'ce my Tongue has plaid che Wan de | 
She Reigns more fully in my Soul than ever: 
She Garriſons my Breaſt,” and Mans againſt me 
Even my own Rebel Thoughts, with thou ſand Grand: 
Ten thouſand Charms, and new diſcover'd Beauties. 
O hadſt thou ſeen her when ſhe lately bleſt me, 
= W har tears, VVhat looks, and languiſhings ſhe N |; 
= - Love batb'd himſelf in the diſtilling Balm: 
= | And oh the ſubtle God has made his entrance 
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Quite through my Heart he ſhouts and triumphs too, 
And all his Cry is Death, or Bellamira. 
Mach. VVhy ! this is like the Spirit of your Father. 
You bring his graceful Vigour juſt before me, | 


Juſt, yea as wth he wore the wipe ns = 07: oy 
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& he walk'd, juſt. with that fiery Movement; 
WW ſparkled too his Eyes! fo glow'd his Checks. 
or fear Falanie, when ſhe's in your Arms, 
ben ſhe perceives the fervour of your Paſſion 

WE ning upon her naked Breaſts for Mercy. 
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| q hen with a ſadden Start let looſe your Love; 
Wa'p her as if you could no longer bear it: 
Waſp her all Night, and ſtifle her with Kiſſes: 
there are thouſand Ways! * 
org. Ten thouſand thouſand; _ 
_ KMlillions, and infinite, yer add to thoſe, 
I try 'em all; nor {hall a Drop of Mercy © 
l from my Eyes, though I beheid Palante 
cad at her Door. O Expectation burns me! 
Bellamira! Heart! how ſhe does inflame me? 
Mach. Then there's no need of warlike Preparations ? 


ad Bellamira with eternal Spring, 


eſt in blue Heav'ns, and breathing 


ops like a Cherubin in Smiles before me. 


at Bellamira ſaw you in this Height 


e fail like him who ſought the Indian World. 

is more; *tis Paradiſe I go to prove, 

d Bellamira is the Eat of Love: | 

ave her in my View; and hark, ſhe talks, 

d fee, about, like the firſt Maid ſhe walks: 

ir as the Day when firſt the World began 
d | am doom'd to be the happy Man.  {Exeunt. 
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Bing. Talk no more of War, for now my Theme“ all 
e War like Winter vaniſhes; tis gone, [ Love: 


Vernal Sweets, 
lach. Oh, that the World could but behold you thus: 


f dazling Paſſion, and becoming Fury! [hurl'd, 
Borg. | hus, to a glorious Conſt, through Tempeſts 
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Enter Aſcanio and Alonzo. 4 
Alons. Y Lord, this is an Act ſo newly horrid, . 
TE, So ghaſtly a Contrivance of Revenge, 
That Fiends themſelves would ſtart at the Propoſal. 
I ro do this; I, who have bred him up! 
'Oh Seraphino! nurs'd thee in my Boſom, 


To gaſh thy Cheeks, and tear out both thy Eyes! 8 2 
Aſcan. The Sums of Gold are order'd to be paid; * 
Half on your bare Conſent: On Execution * 
The whole. Alonzo, thou haſt no Compaſſion M 
When Intereſt comes in play: Don't I know, % 
At the Command of Machiavel, or Borgia, \ | 
Thou would'ft not ſtick ro poiſon ev'n the Pope? hes 
Come, come, diſſemble not thy Occupation, he 
Murder's thy Trade, and Death thy Livelihood; it! 
Therefore perform this Act of ſpritely Vengeance, the 1 
And Pll create thee noble [turn -. 
Alonz. *Tis ſure, ere long, when I have ſerv'd rhe ,, 
That they will end me too, for fear of talking; 44 
Therefore, my Lord, how- e er my Conſcience ſtings mem. 2 . 
For tis moſt true, I love the innocent Boy; en 
Send home the Gold- nqui 
Aſcan. Thou ſhalt along with me; ; PM 
Iwill not ſend, but pay it thee in Hand, [is that co, 
Full twenty thouſand Crowns — Why, what a Suſhe 2 
Full twenty thouſand Crowns! | Is Ti 
Why, 1 will tell thee, there are Rogues in Orders, nd p 
Monks, Fryars, Jeſuits, chat would kill their Fathers, Ne he 
Raviſh their Mothers, eat their Brothers and Siſters, hat p 
For half the Sum: What, twenty thouſand Crowns! A5 
Away, away! Come, come, pull out his Eyes, PAK 
And make a Cuptd of the little Baſtard. 4 
I fwear thou ſhalt; what, twenty thouſand Crowns! Aae. 
Alonz. My Lord, I am charm'd. 
Enter Machiavel and Adorna. 
Aſcan. My good Lord Machiavel. lo, 


Mach, My noble Lord, car m 


CASAR BOR 614 I 
The humbleſt of your Servants . ¶ Ex. Aſc. aud Alon. 1 
ow, my Adorna, now the time is coming 
hen thou ſhalt rival even the Queen of Love; N 
or, by my Life, a Bridegroom like Palan e 
Might maich an Emprels—— Bur he's thine; ng more. 
e ſworn he's thine: This Day, that gives his Brother 
hy beauteous Couſin, is the bleſt Fals: ruaner „ 
my Adorna's certain Happinels, 5 
Ador. Heav'n only knows the Iſſue of my Fare; 3. | 
Hut did not Love and languiſhing . 
ranſport me from my ſelf, I ſhould endeayour 
o help the poor deſpairing Bellamira, . _ | 
ot many Hours age ſhe, ran upon me 
WV ith Extaſies, even crying out for Joy, „ 
WH (pic of Fate, Palanre ſhall be mine; „ 
W hen told me all that you diſcours'd but now :?? 
V hen on that Minute cruel Borgia enter d 4 
ith old Ovſino, who commanded her, 
ch' midſt of Prayers and Tears, and ſhricking Sorrows, 
rait to attend her Husband to the Temple. 
Mach. Excellent! and how bears Palaure this! 
Adar. So much the worſe, becauſe quite unexpected. | 
Ind while I told it in moſt moving Terms, - + 7 
e ſtuck his Breaſt, and caſt his Eyes to Heav'n, -- 
nquir'd for you; then talk d of Blood, and vaniſh'd. 
Mach. | have been, ever ſince I came 3 85 
| Confident to both: I like the Method, + | 
he Machine moves exactly to my Mind, x | 
ils like a Ship well ballaſt through the Air. 
nd ploughs the riſing Miſchiefs clear before me. — 
e heard thee often talk of pretty Lettees 
hat paſt between Palante and thy Couſin. 
Ador. 1 have em all in keeping, by her Order. 5 
Mach. Let me peruſe em. ; | 
Ador. Will you be ſecret then? 7 
Mach. Awa 2 and fear not, they ſhall make thy Fortune: 
jon as the Marriage Rites are paſt, we'll, meet. 
Exit Adorna. 
lo, they come! The Duke of Gandia fro w; 


car my Ceſar, and muſt watch their * 
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% CAR BORGIA 
SCENE draws, and diſcovers the Progreſs of a ſtate) | 


Neceſſity requires your Ear. 


Mach. I apprehend: Let me embrace you. 
Why ſhall I leave you? But my Word's ingag'd 1 


<= 


Marriage; - Aſcanio, Adrian, Enna, Cardinals, grin 
before, Orſino following: Bellamira ſupported by two Vir 
gins inwhite: Borgiafollow'd by Vitellozzo, Alonzo, & 
Gand. Sir, I muſt ſpeak with you. e 
Borg. Tis inconvenient. | "7 „ 
Gand. Tis not our firſt of Jars. Remember Lucreci et 
Our Siſter Lucrece, and be then perſwaded - 


Borg. For what . 4 
Gand. If you dare walk aſide with me, I'll tell you, 
Borg. After the Prieſt — _ | _— 
Grand. No Sir — before the Prieſt - 
Fate hovers near us: you ſhall give me hearing. 
Borg. What Boy! how ſay'ſt thou; ſhall! —— © at 
Gand. Yes Sir, you ſhall. _ _ 
Borg. No more, for fear we ſhould be over- heard: 
PI inſtantly return, upon my Honour: EE wa 
Let me but wait Orſino to the Gate, 14 
And I'll attend thee; on my Word 1 will ih 
The Prieſt ſhall wait 'till thou have Satisfaction. MP7: 
275 I Exæunt all but Mach. and Gau ee 
Mach. What have you ſaid, my Lord? b 
— . ĩè 
I think thou lov'ſt me, yet a Proof were well; 
And ſince Occaſion now demands a Trial, Pet 
Refuſe not what my Friendſhip ſhall enjoin thee. / 
Mach.” Tis granted, though the Conſequence be Deu foo 
Gand. Begone, this Moment leave me to my ſelf. 


Call all thoſe pow'rful Provocations u, 
Your Wrongs, your moſt ignoble Injuries, 


To ſteel your Arm, and die your Victory Lint 
In Blood: Igo becauſe you grow impatient. _ 1 fo, 
No more, but Conqueſt, Death, or Bellamira-— kne 


Yet I muſt watch you hereabouts: For Borgia, ngen 
Though skill'd and gallant, yet may meet his Deat 
And that I muſt prevent, for I'll allow no Stroke 
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ate o Chance, though my undaunted Hero dares al! 
going hat Man can dare | 1 . 
Vin Gand. Why comes he not? > 


 &: WWcnow he's brave, renown'd in foreign Wars, 

aq to his Skill in Arms has ſuch a Courage, 

makes a raſh Man run upon his Ruin: 

crect et in his Height of Fury I can dare him, ” 8 

y Blood defies him mortally to Death. | == 

es Machiavel, I'll take thy Faral Counſel; | 3% 

he Word is Conqueſt, Death, or Bellamira. „ 

you, Y Enter Borgia. N 

Borg. oa Sir, you ſee I have obey'd your Suramons, 

au muſt be fatisfy'd, though Beauty ſtays, 

ough the Bride ſtays, though Bellamira ſtays: 

at is, tho' Heav'n with all its waiting Glories e 

ps at your Call, and ſtands to give you beating 35 

and. Y*have us'd me baſcly. Me | 

Jorg. No. 

— I fay you have, 5 

ichout a Provocation. 1 

org. That were baſe 3 

Gan eed: When unprovok'd I do a Weng een L 

l, when juſtly urg urg'd, want due Revenge. \ 

and. You've falſifyd your Word, betray'd me baſely, 

ray'd a Brother: O my Stars, a Brother! Fa | 
Wat would have burſt through all the Bars of Death, - 

d yielded all things to you, but his Love. 

fooliſh Eyes! Bur theſe are your laft Tears, 

1 I muſt mend your Courſe with Blood. 

Borg. He weeps! - _— 

is ever {cen Hypocriſie like this? en DO WE 

hou young impudent and blooming Liar, e 

o, like our Curteſans, are early practis d, 1 9 

in their Nonage taught the Arts of Vice. 1 

I forgo my Temper—Is this all? . 


1 


MN know I am in haſte, and cannot brook 

13 4 dnger Conference. 

' Deat and. I know you cannot, 

05. I ſhall force you: Yes, thou Tyrant Brother, 


du that art fallen from all the Height of Glory, 
. 03 To" 


— — LN andy 
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Io the low Practice of the worſt of Slaves, 
I will revenge the Honour thou halt loſt: 
Nor ſhalt thou paſs to Bellamiras Arms, _ 
Till through my Heart thou cutt'ſt thy horrid Way. 
Draw then ——— i 

Borg. I will not. | | 

Gand. By Revenge and Fury, ME 
Thou ſhalt not paſs but on my Rapier's Point. 

Borg. Think not, thou young Practitioner in Arms, 
That all thy Force, tho' levell'd at me naked, _ 7% 
Should ſtop me, if I once reſolv'd my Way: =. ; 

But I am calm; and wiſh thee, for thy Safety, 
To let me paſs. Thou talk'ſt a while go ME 
Of Lucrecs . but no more of that —— my Father, li 
O, fear'd I not his Thunder which fo oft 1 


Has menac'd me if e'cr 1 roſe againſt thee, = co 
Long, long ere,this, had'ſt thou been Duſt, even now; z- 
For that Abuſe which late thou gav'ſt my Ear, 3 

For that abhorr'd Conception of my Siſter, ole 
For that damn'd Mention, by the loweſt Hell, 7 
And by the burning Fiends, thou ſhould'ſt be Aſhes. B50 


Gand. Bluſh not, nor purſe thy threatning Brow, but G 
And dare not to deſpiſe the weakeſt Arm draw rig! 
That ſtrikes with Juſtice. Ves, ow thy Breaſt 4 
_ Elate, and haughty as thou carry'ſt it, 


I doubt not but my Sword ſhall write thee Traitor. hy 

Borg. No more: O that I had Zoth 
Some one renown'd, and winter d as my ſelf, y E 
T” encounter like an Oak the rooting Storm! Boy 
But thou art weak, and to the Earth wilt bend, ook 
With my leaſt Blaſt, thy Head of Bloſſoms down: 'll fe 
If by thy Hand I fall (as who cer div'd | ut f 


So deep in Fate, but ſometimes was deceiv'd?) Neve 
I do bequeath thee more than all my Dukedoms, 
Far more indeed than Worlds, my beauteous Bride ; 
But if I conquer thee, and ſhew thee Mercy, 
Never love more; nor after I am marry d, | 
Dare for thy Soul to ſpeak of Bellamira. DO Be 
Gand. I thank thee, and accept the Terms with Joy 
Which Blood muſt ratifie: And here I (wear, | 


e eee e | % 
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WF vanquiſh'd by thy Arm (though Death T hope, 
WV il, more than Oath, confirm the fatal Bargain) 

Por cvcr to renounce all Claim, and yield, 

y my Eternal Abſence, Bellamira. W 

Borg. Come on then: And ler Love and Glory ftecl 

hy unfleſh'd Arm: Think, on this Moment hangs 

y whole Life's Joy or worſe than Death, Deſpair 

=X would not win ſuch Beauty without Blood: 

Nut as the brave Gonſalvo, being not, 

lov'd not at all, nor chang'd his mighty Loox; 
SA: if the Gallantry of ſuch Demeanour | | 

ould charm coy Victory to raiſe the Siege: 

o would I with my Blood diſtilling down, 

RY nſwering her Tears, lead Bellamira on, 

nd woo her at the Altar with my Wounds. 

Gand. No more. | | 

0 Borg. Agreed. The Word is Bellamira.—— ; 

1 [ They fight, Gandia is mounded. 

Hold, hold Palante,' for thou bleed'ſt. ; 

= Gard. A Scratch. . 5 

Borg. My Father cries out, ſave him on thy Life. 

Gand. Guard well thy Life. 

Fight again. Borgia is wounded on the Arm, but diſarm Gan. 

Euter Machiavel. VF 

| Mach. What means this Noiſe of Arms? EY 

hy theſe Swords drawn? What now, my Lords. 

Both wounded? [Borgia throws Gandia bis Sword. 

d y Heav'n, 1 ſwear, you ſhall proceed no fur ther. 5 

Borg. Tis now too late to tell thee how we quarrell'd, 

Look to his Wound: Soon as the Cure's perform d, 

['ll ſerve the Duke of Gandia with my Fortune. 

But far from Rome; for he has agreed 

Never to ſee my Bellamira more, 

or me——T'll to the Temple. 

Mach. My Lord, you bleed. 

Borg. The Skin's but rac'd : . 

ould it were deep in the moſt mortal Part, 

DO Bellamira, when the Blood guſh'd forth, | 
ould fink upon my Breaſt, and ſwear ſhe lov'd me. 

But that's too much to hope; whate'er is doom d, 

; Ks Cc. 2 6 
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= CERN 
I ſwear this Night to graſp the conquer'd Prize: 
Ves, yes, Palante, hear, and fly for ever; 
All the white World of Bellamira's Beauty 
This, Night I'll travel o'er, to feaſt my Love; = 
The little Glutton ſhall be gorg'd with Revels, %. 
He ſhall be drunk wich Spirits of Delight, | 
With all that amorous Wiſhes can inſpire, - = 
And all the Liberties of looſe Deſire. __ [Ei:f 
Sand. VII after him, and at the Altar end him. I 
Was't not enough to wound and vanquiſh me, 
But he muſt triumph too? I rave and talk © 
I know not what; for he is generous, 
And nobly merits what his Valour won : 
Ves, happy Borgia; I will keep my Word; 
And, ſince thus loſt to all that I held dear 
Abandon this loath'd World. 
Mach. You muſt retire, | | 
Gand. | will devote the fad Remains of Life 
To the bleſt Company of holy Men! . 
Learn Contemplation, and, the Dreęs of Life 
Purg'd off, taſte clearer and more ſprightly Joys, 
Partake their Tranſports in the brighteſt Viſions, 
See opening Heav'ns, and the deſcending Gods; 
'Then as 1 view the dazling Tracks of Angels, 
Sigb to my Heart, and cry, See there, and there, 
In full Perfection thouſand Bellamira's. | 
Mach. My Lord, your Wound bleeds faſt. 
Gand. O Machiavel! ; 


When I am ſhut for ever from the World, Mac 
Thou tendereſt-hearted, gentleſt, beſt of Friends, Ado! 
Wilt viſit me ſometimes -*I know thou wilt. ie p 

Mach. Why do you droop thus? Lean upon my Arm on J 
All ſhall be well. Yes, I will find a Way, Io 2 


In ſpite of Fortune, yet to heal your Sorrows, 
And pour the Balm of Bellamirg's Tears | 
Upon your Wound. ; 12 
Gand. Could I but ſee her once 

Before l die! | 

Mach, Once, twice, a hundred times . 
Doubt not, you ſhall; but haſte to your Apartment. 
= 611 N Exit Gandi 
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-thinks if Miſchief had but this to vaunt, 
at, like a God, none knows her but her ſelf, 
eere enough to mount her o'er the World. 3 
oe my ſelf; and for my ſelf, I love 7292 
Fe wy Prince: Who does not love himſelf? © | 
Wlt-love's the univerſal Beam of Nature, | * 
q e Axel-tree that darts through all its Frame: : ' 
ad he's a Child in Thought, who fears the . beg 
WW Conſcience; and will rather loſe himſelf, 
ban make his Fortune by another's Ruin! | 
WL nicience, the Bug bears Roar, the Nurſes N 3 
Wur Infant Laſh, and Whip of Education. 7 
bj Enter Adorna. Eh 
s Genius, my Love, my little Angel, 
aſt thou the Letters? 
Abr. Firſt, my Lord, 
W | have Breath to utter, let me tell you, 
ever was Marriage ſolemniz'd like chis. | 
Mach, Go on. 
Ador. The Bride in Mourning Robes was led, 
rather born like a pale Coarſe along; 
aw her when ſhe firſt approach'd the Temple, 
Wow, ruſhing from the Arms of thoſe that held her, 
Wc threw her Body on the Marble Steps, Re 
hen ſtrait the Bridegroom with a kindled Face 
rew Hear, and bluſhing, ſtretcht his bloody Army 
rapt in a Scarf, and gave it to the Bride! 
en, bowing, wiſh'd the Prieſt perform his Duty. 
Mach, What follow'd?s - 
Ador. Urg'd, or rather brib'd before, 
he Prieſt, at old Orſino's Interceſſion, 5 
on join'd their Hands: All from the Temple haſte, 3 
ino and his Son in deep Diſcourſe, 6 
d Hellamira blind with weeping, led 
is Way. 
Mach. 1 am glad on't, for I wait to ſpeak with her. 
ithee produce the Letters: Come, I'know | * 
hou haſt em: Nay, 'tis thy own Intereſt. | 4 
Ador. See, Bellamira enters: Stay ſome time, — 
d I'll diſcoyer to your own n. 8 
| | . Emer" 


y Arm 


nent. 


Gandi 


A Sympathy unuſual join'd their Loves; 


4 CASAR BO RGIA. 
* Enter Bellamira. Wy * 
Mach. Madam, I would entreat a Word in private, 
Bell. Can Miſery, like mine, be worth DilcourſeÞ Wi 
Mach. The dead are only happy, and the dying: 

The dead are ſtill, and laſting Slumbers hold 'em; 

He, who is near his Death, but turns about, 


Shuffles a while to make his Pillow eaſie, - 


Then flips into his Shro wd, and reſts for ever. 
Bella. My Mind preſages, by the bloody Han 


That ſeiz'd me at the Altar. 
Macb. In their Nonage : 


They pair'd like Turtles, ſtill together drank, 
Together cat, nor quarrell'd for the Choice: 
Like twining Streams both from one Fountain fell, 
And as they ran, ſtill mingled Smiles and Tears: 2 
But oh, when Time had ſwell'd their Currents high, | 
This boundleſs World, this Ocean did divide em, 
And now for ever they have loſt each other. | 
Bella. For ever! Oh the Horror that invades me! 
Thou ſcem'ft to intimate ſome horrid Act: 
I charge thee ſpeak, how fares the Duke of Gandia? | 
Not anſwer me! Why doſt thou ſhake thy Head, 
And croſs thy Arms, and turn thy Eyes away? 
Has there been ought betwixt my Lord and him? 
Mach. There has, they fought, _ 
Bella. The Cauſe, the curſed Cauſe + 
Stands here, before thy Eyes ſhe ſtands to blaft thee: 
1 know tis: thus; Borgia for me was wounded ; 
And, oh my Fears, by his relentleſs Hand, 
Perhaps that poor deſpairing loſt Palante 
Is miſerably ſlain : If it be fo, > Sa 
Spite of my Father, I'll renounce my "Vows; 
Forgo, forſwear all Comforts in this Life, 
And fly the World. | 
Mach, Would I were out on't; 
Nothing but Fraud and Cruelties reign here. 
He is not lain; but, as his Surgeons bode, 
I fear him much. Oh would you be ſo kind 
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Mc ſee the Wounds he ſuffers for your ſake, 9 


te. d charm his Pains but with one parting View 
©» oore your Lord return.— TIES, | 
. ella. Alas! I dare not ; 


lach. He graſpt me by the Wriſt, and weeping, vow'd 
vould be a Heav'n, a lightning in his Grave, 
ere elſe he mult for ever lye unpity'd. 

ov, on my Soul, you muſt, you ought to ſee him, 
ho, ballancing the Scales of doubtful Life, 


+ 


es in your way: A Glance, one grain of Favour 


rns him from Death. Come, come, you muſt have 

adam, I'll wait and intercept your Lord. Mercy: 

Bella. A Viſit! juſt upon our Marriage too 

WW: 'cis the laſt that he ſhall e er receive; | 

Wherefore l'll go; Nature, Compaſſion, Fate; 

Ind Love, far more tyrannical than thoſe, | 
Worces me on: I feel him here; he throbs, 

Ind beats a mournful March. | | 

Mach. Fear not, away : 1 2 
guard the Paſſage: look not back, but haſte. 

| . Ex. Bellamira- 

I remember Story well, old Rome : | 

as free from all this Weakneſs of the Mind 


- . N — — 


or Women! Oh how flightly were they thought of, 
hen the great · Cato gave his Friend his Wife, 
o breed him Heirs, becauſe ſhe was a Teemer gz” 
nd after he was dead, again receiv'd her. 
his was before the Yandals made us Slaves, 
ho, mingling with our Wives, begot a Race 
hat nothing holds of the old Lion, Glory. 
oe a Enter Borgia. 
ut buſh, more work, and now I am compos'd. 285 
Borg, Welcome, my beſt of Friends, my Macbiauel? 
et me unlade on thee my fraught of Joy; 
or Bellamiras mine, her Vows are mine; 
er Father gave her, and the holy Man 
as link'd our Hands: Fortune perhaps, ere long, 
ay join our Hearty : However dearly bought, 
ſay, ſhe's mine. 
Mach. However dearly bought! "ty 
| . Zorg. 
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Borg. True Machiavel, moſt dearly; but alas, 
He that would reach the Mine, muff burſt the Quarry, 
And labour to the Center — Ha thou'rt cold; 

Start from this Lethargy, and tell me why, - 4 

Why doſt thou ſhake my Joys with that ſtern Look ? 

Speak, for to me thy Face is as the Heav'ns, 4 

And, when thou ſmil'ſt, I cannor fear a Storm: 

But now thy gather'd Brows prognoſticate 

Ill Weather : Lightning. ſparkles from thy Eyes : 

Speak too, though Thunder follow.  _ . 

Mach. On what Conditions had the Prince his Life 
Borg. It was agreed betwixt us ſolemnly, 

And bound by Oath, that he who was ſubdu'd 
Should never ſpeak to Bellamira more. 

Mach. I am ſatisfy' d. e 
Borg. O Machiavel! is this friendly, 

To hide the Cauſe of thy Diſorder from me? 
Thou ſaid'ſt, I am ſatisfy d; but at that moment 
I faw two Furies leap from thy red Eyes, 

That faid thou'rt not, thou art not ſatisfy d. 
This Coldneſs of thy Carriage! this dead Stil Ineſs, 
Makes me more apprehend than all the Noiſe 
That Mad - men raiſe: Speak then, but do nor blaſt me, 
Speak by degrees, let the Truth break away | 
In oblique Sounds; for if it come directly, 

I fall at once, ſplit, ruin'd, daſh'd for ever, 

So little am I Maſter of my Paſſion. 

Mach. Therefore I dare not tell you. 

Borg. Therefore 'tis horrid, al! 

Monſtrous ! *ris ſo; therefore thou dar'ſt not tell me: 
But ſpeak; though trembling thus from Head to Foot, 
I will be calm, preſs down the riſing Sighs, 
And ſtifle all the Swellings in my Heart: 
I will be Maſter far as Nature can. = 
Mach. If that you knew ſuch Fire was in your Temper, 
And thus would burn you up, why would you marry? 
Borg. Becauſe reſiſtleſs Love! reſiſtleſ Beauty, 
Hurry'd me on. But ſpeak, thou ſtav'ſt me off 
If thou haſt Senſe of Honour, tell me, Machiavel, 
Speak, I conjure thee, as thou art my Friend. 


7 
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cb. The Fault's not great, and you may pardon it; 

J panty: Fault, I think : Where did — RY 5 
our Bride? 8 A CO 7 

„. Why doſt thou ask? I know not where: 
is Way they led her; and as I perſwaded, | 
', though unwilling, judg'd it fit 8 

Wc ſhould retire again to her Apaitment, 

et her full Griefs might have a time to waſte. 
Wah. She is retir'd, my Lord. 

Borg. Ha! whither? ſpeak: _ 

We is retir'd where ſhe ſhould not retire! 

W:s true, moſt plain, moſt undeniable, 

now it by the Faſhion of thy Wit, | 

y Accent ſwears it; mouth thy Tale no more, 

t ſay diſtinctly whither ſhe's retir'd: | 
Wharge thee, pray thee, and conjure thee, ſpeaks  . 
r what, with whom, and on what new Occaſion? 
Mach. You have a Brother. 

Borg. O the perjur'd Traitor ! 
ave! what then 2 
ach. She's with him now. | | 
Borg, With whom? | Brother 
ach. Why with the Duke of Gandia; with your 
lante, Son or Nephew to the Pope. 

Vong What, Bellamira with him? Ponyards! Daggers! 
Mach. This way, but now, I ſaw her come in haſte; 
hether ſhe gueſs'd the matter by your Wound, 
now not, but with faultring Speech ſhe ask'd 
w far'd Palante, if he were in being? 
hereon I nothing mus'd, but in plain Terms, 
ith Moderation, told her what I knew: _. 
It had you ſeen the Starts and Stops ſhe made! 
Borg. No doubt ſhe did; ten thouſand Curſes, ch=— 
d on; for yet I am a fangleſs Lion. e 
Mach. Had you but heard when firſt his Wound I men- 
dw the ſhrick'd out; how oft ſhe forc'd me ſwear, 
d ſwear, and {wear again, it was not mortal! 
Borg. Undone for ever! O Deſtruction ſeize her! 
Mach. But when I told your Hurt, tbe ſeem'd ſcarce 
id leſſening Sorrow yielded to Attention; [ griev'd. 


8 
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Hh But ſure I am, ſhe {mil'd, and touch'd my Hand, 


And begg'd me, if you came this way, to hold you 


We fear'd but now, that moſt tranſporting Fury? 
Thou coftly Feaft, on which with fear we feed, | thee; 
Where, by the fatal Tyranny of Cuſtom, 


All Pity thus be dry'd from my weak Eyes : 
And gaze till Southern Fury ſteels my Soul, 


_ Skims o'er my poliſh'd Blade, in frowns to haſte me. 


At Princes Murders, Monſtrous Births forbode ; 


Iso the flow Murder that comes dragging on; 


: CAFAR BOROTE *® 
I do not ſay ſhe flatly did rejoice, uts n 


In Talk, while to the fick ſhe made a Viſit. | 
Borg. Thy Boſom be my Grave; bear me a while, 
Or I ſhall burſt. O Bellamira! Oh! [ Fire 

Mach. Raile, raiſe your ſelf, Ha, Prince! is this th: 


Borg. No more; *tis gone: O Marriage! now I find 
As if each Golden Diſh we taſte were poiſon d 


Our Honour, like a Sword juſt pointing o'er us, 
Hangs by a Hair. Ha! but it comes, tis faln! 
Like a fork'd Arrow ſtuck into my Skull. 

No more: I am deaf as Adders, and as deadly: 
Mercy! no more! thy Voice is quite uncharm'd; 


Here will I look my Mother's Softneſs off, 


*Till I am all my Father; *cill his Form, 
All bloody o'er from Head to Foot with ſlaughter, 


Mach. What mean yon, Sir? 
Borg. I know not what my ſelf! 
Off from my Arms; away, I've oftentimes heard 


The Heavens themſelves rain Blood: Why, let it rain! 

If my Heart holds her Purpoſe, with his Hand 

I'll ſwell the Purple Deluge. Vengeance! Death ani 
Vengeance! | —ͤ LR 

Mach. No, my brave Warrior! 'tis not gone ſo fat: 

Theſe Starts are but the haſty Harbingers 


The Miſchief's yet but young, an Infant Fury; 

'Tis the firſt Brawl of new- born Jealouſie: 

But I have Machiavellian Magick here, 

Shall nurſe this Brood of Hell to ſuch Perfection, 

As ſhall ere long become the Devil's Manhood: 

But hark! the Noiſe approaches, and the Time 0 
| uts 
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Enter Borgia, Bellamira and Gandia. 
Borg. Furies and Hell! yet ere thou dy 'ſt, proud Villain, 
et me demand thee how thou * abuſe Fs 
y Mercy thus? 
Gand. I give thee back the Title; k 


nd have a Heart ſo well aflur'd of TOO: 
hat I diſdain to anſwer. 


Borg. Die then, Traitor! 


Bella. Hold, Borgis, hold! Hear Bellamira ſpeak. 
Borg. Confuſion! off; and play not thus with Thunder, 
ft it ſhould blaſt thee too : Hence, off, I ſay: 
hough thou deſerv'ſt a Fate as ſharp ns ſudden, 

will take leifure in thy Death. Be gone. 

Bella. Behold, I graſp the Dagger, draw it m 155 
\nd gaſh my Veins, and tear my Arteries; 

ll 2 my Hand thus to the wounding Blade, | 
WV hile Life will let me hold, and force thee hear me. 


hus guilty too; once more forego my Ponyard. 
Bella, No: draw ir, Cruel; let thy bloody Deeds 
de ſwifter than thy Threats: 1 fear thee not; 


> * thus will wound my ſelf, or quite diſarm thee. | 
| w you ſhall hear me. 7 
we Is this poſlible? 
a! Borgia! where! where is thy Fury now ? 
| Vhere thy Revenge? O Woman in perfection! 
rain hou dazling Mixture of ten thouſand Circe's, 


n one rs 16 heap caſt by ſome hudling God, 
b anllow. dar'ſt thou venture thus; how dar'ſt thou do this? 
CEA heave thy Breaſts, pant, breathe, and think on Mercy? 
far; I Bella. My Acts have ſhewn the Care indeed I take 
To fave my Life: No, Prince, not for my own 
would be heard, but for your innocent Brother „ 
alante. 
Borg. Ha! Palante! Yes, I know thats 5 
There hangs thy Joy, thy Pulſe, thy Breath, and Motion, | 
Hood, Life, and Soul, thy Darling-Bleſſing' s here, 
\nd more than all the Joys of Heay*a hereafter. 
) World of Horror! O * on | 
Puts ö | The 


ats me in mind of Bellamira's Letters —— [Rt. 


Borg. Say'ſt, ha! wilt thou: dar'ft thou brave me thus? 
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Did'ſt thou once ask th' Occaſion of my Wound? 


Bor. 
ſu 
fore 
Boll 
he V 
ſwea! 
ever 


or ſp 


The Day when firſt I faw thee. | 
Bella. Would you but hear | 
Borg. Come off, I ſay! tear thy ſcarf d Wound, tear'tuyf 

With theſe diſtilling Drops; come glut thy Eyes, 

Glut em with Blood; for Borgia's Blood's thy Joy; 

For ſay — when at the Altar [ ſtood bleeding, 

Speak Tygreſs, barbarous.Wretch, thou ſhe Palante, 


No I remember thy uneafie Carriage, oc 
How often thou look'ſt back with longing Eyes! * 


How oft in ſecret thou didſt curfe the Prieſt, 
The tedious length of whole {flow Ceremonies 
Kept thee from flying to Palante's Arms. | 

Gand. Farewel, my Lord; think Bellamira guiltleſ 
And you ſhall never fce Palante more, | 

Borg. Stay, Sir; come back, I know your Wound's 
But the Reward I mean is worth your waiting.[ Trouble 
Here, take him, Bellamire; claſp him; 


ow b 
Bella 
ith ſ 

d gn 
at it 
s if W. 
d fro 


I give him thee, as our Phyſicians do if no 
Preſcribe laſt Remidies, to ſave thy Life! if n. 
1 give him thee to ſave thy gaſping Soul, . o reſi 
Which would be damn'd without him; yer obſerve d yo. 
There is a Decd that muſt, that ſhall be done, t my 
Before you laugh and kiſs. See here, my Boſom, Bag. 
Strike, and ſtrike deep, deep as Palante burns thee; eres 
For in thy Heart, hot in thy inmoſt Veins, ou ha 
I know the curs'd, the too loy'd Traitor lies. my t. 
Gand. I do renounce the Name, and to the Giver if no 
Retort it with an equal Indignation / d thel 
Borg. Retort it! What? £297 gha 
Gand. The Name of Traitor. th all 
r | 7” d fled 
Provoke me not, leſt as I am unarm'd, | ke ſull 
I cruſh thee with my Hands, and daſh thee dead. bella, 
Bella. Hold off, and hear me; noble Borgia, hear me! thou 
Hear me, my Lord, my Husband, hear me kneeling; 2. 
Thou, whom the Heav'ns have deſtin'd to my Arms, . tatre 
The conſtant Partner of my niceſt Thoughts, wel, 
Doom'd to my Bed, whom I mult learn to love, ove th 
And will, unleſs you turn my Heart to Stone. : "Saas 
| a | of L. 


8 >... 
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Borg. Ha! 32 | - 1 4 N 
| ſuch ſweet words ne er fell from that fair Mouth 
fore, nor can I truſt em now. (257 I 
Bella. If you call back | 
he Vengeance which your impious Vows let ſlip, 
(wear, thus ſinking on your Feet, I ſwear 
ever from this ſad Hour, never to ſee, 
or ſpeak, no, nor (if poſſible) to think 
f poor Palante more, 
Borg. Go on; go on; I ſwear the Wind is turn 
d all thoſe furious and ourragious Paſſions 
ow bend another way. 
Bella. 1 will hereafter, | 4 
ith ſtricteſt Duty, ſerve you as my Lord; — 
nd give you ſigns of ſuch moſt faithful Love, 5 
at it ſhall ſeem as if we languiſh'd long, Be. 
if we had been us'd to mingle Sighs, £23 
d from our Cradles interchang'd our Souls; | 
if no Breach had ever been betwixt us; 
if no cruel Father forc'd the Marriage; 
o reſigning as if always yours, 
nd you ſo mild, as if no other proof 
t my Diſhonour e' er could make you angry. 
Borg. O my Heart's Joy! Riſe, Bellamira, riſe! _ 
cre's nothing left, nothing of Rage to fright thee; 
ou haſt new-tun'd me, and the trembling Strings | 
my touch'd Heart dance to the Inſpiration, 
rer if no harſhneſs, nor no jars had been: | 

d theſe ſweet Sounds bur met my entrance here, 

y ghaſtly Fears and cloven Jealouſies, 

ith all the Monſters that made fick my Brain, 
d fled (ſo ſoft and artful are thy Strains,) | a 
ke ſullen Fiends before the Prophets Charms. 
ella, 1 came, tis true, my Lord, to ſee Palante, 


tull 


[tle 


19's 4 
uble! 


ar mel thought him on his Death-bed. 
ling; P. O, no more 3 = 
rms, I iatreat thee mention that no more; 


s well z and we have mutually forgiven! 
ove thee, Bellamira; therefore 
Error by; yes, for thy _ L love thee! 


Borg 0 L. II. 2 Teo 
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To glut my Fancy with thy endleſs Charms, ff 
And ſhark the Pleaſures of all Womin-kind : ' _ 
Thy fair Repentance, and thy gracefut Vows, l 
Have turn'd the Kagerneſs of ſworn Revenge 
* To furious Wiſhes for rhe promis'd Joy. - 
| Og Eurer Orſino. 1 


Gand. O blaſting Sight! O Dearh to all my Hopes. 
Life, thou art vile, and I will wait no longer. [live, A ./ 
Oy. Ha! Traitor Prince! — Why, Borgia, does he i 


Who has himſelf broke all the ties of Blood? 
Where is the lewd. Adult'reſs too, my Daughter? 
For I will ſtab em in each others Arms. 

Borg. Hold! Orſino! for Revenge is now | 
No more; thy Daughter is moſt Innocent, 
And melts into my Arms. O happy Night! 


4 Not to the weary Pilgrim half ſo welcome, ir N 
_ When after many a weary bleeding Step ipwr 
_ With joyful Looks he ſpies his long d-for Home. + 


See, ſee my Lord, the Effects of our Vexation! 
Thus comes to the deſpairing Wretch, the glad 
Reprieve: *Tis Mercy, Mercy at the Block: 
Thus the toſs'd Seaman, after boiſterous Storms, 
Lands on his Country's Breaſt, thus ſtands and gazes, |i 
And runs it o'er-with many a greedy Look; ; 
Then ſhouts for Joy, as I ſhould' do, and makes 


The ecchoing Hills and all the Shoars reſound. | thee, 8 Wt 
Orjin. Now Bleſſings on thy Heart; more Bleſſings on 
Than, on thy Diſobedience, Curſes. Take him Girl, PUT 


And lay him to thy Heart; the warmeſt Gift 
That Nature, or thy Father, can beſtow!—— 
Gand. Farewel, thrice happy Lover! never ſhall 
This Wretch again diſturb you. Bellamira, 


O Bellamira [ Exill 
Bella. O farewel, for ever OD b 
Borg. Why doſt thou weep? and pour into my Wound S 
New Oil to make em blaze? ws I 
Bella. I've done, my Lord; - 
| Let me but dry my Eyes, and I will wait you, : 
= F 


© 


ng. O ill compar'd! 
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Coonſtant, Belaniira, to thy Vows, © 
WT all we ſhine, Hs in-moſt Heay's, © 
ee fixt and brighteſt Stars with filent Glory 
IMF hcre never Storm, nor Lightnings flaſh, nor ſtroak 
MF Thunder comes; but if you fall in ought, 
een ſhall we fall like che caſt Angeln . 
ver to riſe again: Therefore I warn ther: 
lla. Fear not, my Lord. e 
he Borg. O! I muſt fear my Temper; 
W: 1 will purge it off with Reſolätion, 
nd with a Confidence thou wilt be mine. 
r ſhouldſt thou not: Hence Gordon Jealoulie ! 
m' ſt thou uncall d to ſet me on the Rix? 
one, I ſay, ſhe's chaſte, and I defic the. 
9 Ilagag me, Heav'n! plague me with all the Woes . 
at Man can ſuffer : Root up my Poſſeſſions, - ay 
Wipwrack my far-ſought Ballaſt in the Haven; 
e all my Cities, burn my Dukedoms down, _. 
r 1 Wolves howl in my defart Chambers; 
y the Earth yawn; ſhatter the frame of Nature, 


t the rack d Orbs in Whirlwinds round me move, | 


- 


t ſave me from rhe Rage of jealbus Love, Er, 
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oft Mulick, with an Fpichalawiun to Bogis and 


Bellamira. 


3 = 
B LUSH. not. redder than the Morning, | * 
Though the Virgins gane yo warning; 39 
Sigh not at the Chance befel' ye, © | 
Though they: ſmile, and dare nor tell ye. 
Maids, like Turtles, love zbe ching, ' | 
Bill and murmur in their Wooing. . | 
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Thus like you, they flart and tremble, 
And their troubled Foys diſſemble. 

3 _— 
Though your Beauties now are blooming ; 


Time at laſt your Joys will ſever, 
And they'll Part, they'll Part for ever. 


Enter Machiavel and Adorna. = 
| Mach, Say'ſt thou, ſo loving? . Jar 


His graceful Manner, when the ſighing Bride 

Was laſt Night by your Arms given to his Bed; "UNS 

When after ſhe was laid, quite drown'd in Tears, 

How, aw'd with trembling, he the Curtains drew, 

And kneeling by her Bed-Hde, took her fair Hand, bo 

With which ſhe ſtrove to hide her Bluſhes from him, Mhou 

And ſighing, ſwore upon tif ſo ſhe pleas'd, = 1. 

If her cold Heart refus'd him utterly, | ad; 

He would forgo his Joys, though Death enſu d. rat 

You muſe, my Lord. no 
Mach. This Day attend my Motion: ot 


Seon as my Purpoſe hits, which you muſt watch, lub 
I'll train the Bridegroom near Palante's Lodgings; | 


W hence, as you were before by me inſtructed, is t. 
Lou with this Letter (which from all the Pacquets t if 
I choſe, and notably ſuits our Deſign) v L 
Shall iſſue forth, and act as I inſpir d 
Adorn. 1 fear this Buſineſs, 
Left he ſhould kill me: In this height of Fury, 
Murder his Brother; or his innocent Lady. ill n 
Mach. I tell thee, though a Whirlwind drove him o Borg. 
I'll make him calm. The Conſequence of this Aae, 
Is thine : He drives Palante from the Palace, 
Who elſe may linger after Bellamira; d all 
And then thou know'ſt 
Adorn. I will about it ſtreight. ; 
If I get clear of this, uſe me no more, = 7 


» 


or 1 have ſworn to ceaſe | - rey; 

= Mach. Prithee, be gone—— © | 

ee me no more: For ſhe has ſworn to ceaſe, [Ex. Ador. 

o dip her Lady Finger in new Milchief : 

es. — thou ſhalt ceaſe to live when I have us'd thee, 
Poor uſeleſs thing. —Bur ſee the Bridegroom's here. 
| : Enter Borgia. 

y Lord, I give you Joy: Your Motion gives it, 

Four wondrous Gallantry, and ſprightly Action. 

ut has ſhe wholly yielded to your Wiſhes, 


WV ithourt the leaſt Reſerve? 
= Borg. Oh! 6: $4.1 : 
cannot tell thee ought but this, I am happy 0 
bove Expreſſion, bleſt beyond all Hope; | 

Ind ſure ſuch perfect Joy cannot laſt long, | -m 
eſt we be Gods., O thou great Chymiſt. Nature,, 1 
ho draw'ft one Spirit ſo ſublimely perfect, [fu thts one 
Shou mak'ſt a Dreg of all the World beſide. * | 
= Mach. Why, this at firſt | told you, bur you fear'd, | 
Ind puſh'd the Bleſſing from you with both Hands. 
grant you that ſhe lov'd your Brother firſt ; 
now he's young, and handſom, has a Wit 
oſt ſuitable to Woman's Inclination, 3 
ſubtle Genius, ſoft and voluble, 

hat winds with their Diſcourſe, and hits the Vein: 
is true, you are not of this ſubtle Mould ; 

It if you have enjoy'd her, tis all one, 

y Life ſhe loves you: So the Acs reſolv'd, 

ave them to manage. 'O ye know 'em not: E 
oſe ſubtle Creatures, when Neceflity 1 
rces Compliance, in a caſe like yours, # 17. 
ill make the beſt ont. [thou? 

Vorg. How Machiavel, the beſt on't! Ha! how mean ſt 
Mach. Why thus; ſhe may, cv'n Bellamira may, 
ight of her Father's Will, her Vows in Marriage, 
dall her After-Oaths, even in > Arms 


EtS 


him of 


ſtow her ſelf upon the Duke of Gandie. 
Vorg. Ha! 5 . - 
ach. I (ay not (pardon me!) ſhe does, or will; 
t to make good my former Argument, | 
8 1 Affirm 


A 7 . : * Py * 
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Affirm they may, they can, they will do thus. 
As for Example, though your Bellamira, 
CompelrFd as all Rome knows to this late Marriage, 
Admits you to her Bed; you cannot think, ' | 
But her Palante had been much more welcome. 

Borg. Heavn! 3 1 
Macb. Tis likely too her Fancy workt that Way 
] urg'd before, ſhe took you for Palante: ' 

.  *Tis dark, ſhe ſees you not; you arc his Brother, 
Form d in one Womb, of the ſame Fleſh and Blood; 
Therefore ſhe yields as to foreknown Embraces: - 

And as you gently draw with trembling Arms 
Her nicer Beauties to your heaving-Breaſts; 
She ſhuts her Eyes with languiſhing Delight, 


* 


p a 
2 Vo eee 2 
3 Fe 1 * e 
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it | And whiſpers to her Heart, it is Palante. 4 | Th 
1 Borg. Ceaſe Mac biavel; hold; as thoulov' my Li ; 
Il charge thee hold: O, tis moſt true I ſwear! - 
_ Thou know'ſt the very Depth of Woman kind - II 
They arc what thy Imagination paints em, | "_ 


Charmers and Sorcereſſes. O, VII tell thee, 
When I the chaſteſt, as I thought ber then, 
I am ſure the ſweeteſt of the Earth, embrac'd —— | 
"Twas with Complainings, Michiavel z ſuch Trembling 
T could have ſworn her cold as Winter Streams. 
But oh the Horrors thou haſt conjur'd up! 
Soon as ſoft Sleep had ſeal'd her melting Eyes, * © 
I heard her ſigh, (for till the Morn I wak'd). f 
Palante. Oh — what we have done, Palante? 
Mach. By Heav'n, that was too much. | 8 
Borg. O much, — much more. ä 
For ſtealing nearer me; her glowipg Arm, 
Caſt oer my Chek, thrice preſt me to her Breaſt; 
En that coy Arm, fo nicely ſtrange before. 


g | Familiar grew, and circled in my Neck, J 
; Wird all the Freedom of acquainted Love: 

And I too pity'd her, and thought that Nature we 

Work'd her imperfe&ly z but now I know, - W hi, 


1 find, I ſee, it was her Heart's Deſign, 
The black Contrivance of her blotted Fancy: 
Blood, Blood and Death; thus has ſhe ſer me down, 


= N [ | 
=> 1 
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WThrough the whole Courſe of her polluted Nights, ; 
ro be her Bawd, her moſt induſtrious Groom &. 
re Drudge of her damn'd Luſt-— Palanre's State — © | 
== Mach. Are you incens'd indeed? Or do you, Sir, Fw" 
put on this jealous Fit ro make you Sport? 

ror if fo ſmall a Spark thus makes. you glow, 
A little more will blow you into Flame: 
herefore be ſerious in your Anſwer. 
Berg. Ba? EY | 
Thou know'ſt before my Marriage how I fear'd, 
How when my Honour was engag'd by Vows, 
Like Flax my jealous Temper caught the Flame, 
WA nd ſcarce could all her melting Sorrows quench me! 
= Mach. I do remember well. r 
Borg. But now I have enjoy'd her; mark me, Macbiavel, 
Li 1 was Flax before, T am Powder now. 
WII And will fly up in general Conflagrationn 
For I would chuſe to ſcramble at a Door, | 
WMake my loath'd Meals out of the common Basket 

ith Dungeon Villains, wallow in the Stews, 
And get my Bread by poiſoning my firm Eimbs, 
Ere paſs an Hour with her I have eſpous d, 
f but in Thought conſenting with another. 4] 
= Mach. I am glad to find the Genius of your Climate 
Inflames you thus; my Lord, give me your Hand: 
Prepare your Soul, gather your Nebler Spirits, 
nd bid em ſtand to Arms, like Toys befiep'd, 
hat muſt receive no Quarter. AT 
Borg. Let me go: 2 SE, 
So deep thou threaten'ſt, that I fear ey'n thee; 
\nd from this Moment, like the fearful Plant, 
brink back my Arms from every human Touch: | 
But ſpeak, I charge thee, flip the ſtrugling Thunder, 
And foil my Soul. Ng CY 
Mach, This Morning, juſt before you enter'd here, 
| aw in haſte Adorna croſs the Garden. 
nd as ſhe ran, a Note dropt from her Boſom, 
Which I rook up, andin it read thefe Words; 
Mourn not, my dear Palante, for the time 15 
$ D 4 Draws 


od; 
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| Draws on, when ſpite of this inbuman Borgia 
We will be bappy. 
Bag. Yes, ſhe ſhall, ſhe SS 
In join em Breaſt to Boſom, ſtab em through, f 
And clinch my Dagger on the other Side. 


= _— 
FR a 
* 


m— This, as I oft perus'd in great Amazement, do 
1 ſaw her who had miſs'd the Note, come back, pat 
And briefly let her know that I had read it; AJ 
| With Menaces, unleſs ſhe told me all, 20 
1 Immediately to carry you the Letters. 4 
4 Why fhould I rack you longer? Your chaſte Wife Bor, 
—_— Has; with the Help of this her Kinſwoman, = x 
Concluded, on the Date of your firſt Abſence, — 4 
To admit your Brother. | = / 
Borg. 'Tis impoſlible / 1 
Tis mountainous to Faith; I'll not believe it: q 
For Hell it ſelf ne'er reem?d with ſuch a Falſhood. fac 
1 Enter Adorna. 1 
_— Mach. Ha as I live, juſt from Palante now, b 
1 The private Way from his Apartment, ſee ag fi 
1 Their Emiſſary comes. | Wd d: 
1 Borg. Oh thou vile Bad! Mac 
_ Thou Midnight Hag: Thou moſt contagious Blaſt, | 
WH Which ee with a Strumper's Breath Haine 
7 Blows to Palante, and he back to her : pyn 
Ly W hence com'ſt thou? Speak! What bear'ſt thos HS 7 
Or I will tear thee Limb from Limb. [produce iii C/. 
Adorn. O Heav'ns? [my Life Ner: 


I am betray'd, undone, for ever ruin'd; and | ſhall loſe 
Borg. Thou ſnalt be ſafe, I ſwear thou ſhalt, if thou con rds c 


9 feſs the Truth: Prir 
Wil But if thou hide ought from me, I will rack thee. bo, 
44Y Till with thy horrid Groans thou wars 50 Dead. Vero] 
wn Adorn. O my Lord! | en tl 
_— I do confeſs 5 Bellamira ſent me ac 
1 W. ſure no harm was in the Letter. 
5 1 | Borg. None, d gor 
” None at all; Hell knows her Innocence: | 
But peik— r the 
Aa 1. I have, my Lan: "confeſs'd already r De 
ill that 1 * to my Lord Machiavel. 2c 


Borg 
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org. Thou ly'ſt, damn'd Wretch! look here and dae 
not urge me; | „ 
ov me the Anſwer to the Morning Meſſage, 

l will cut thee to Anatomy, 

d ſcarch through all thy Veins to find it out. 

Adorn. O, fave my Life! behold, my Lord, this Paper: 
W hat it contains, I know not. ; | | A 
zoe. 'Tis his Hand. 4 

Mach. Be gone; and on thy Life no talk of this. . 


It, 


4 Exit Adorna. 
Borg. reads. Palante waits upon your Motion, Death 
== and Devils! | | 

Bd when you call, be comes; or the long Sleep 

I bußb bim ever. 65 Ne” 

F 5 goers / Poiſon! Fire. { Tears the Letter, 
oe, and ten thouſand Horrors on their Souls. 
lach. What now, my Lord? a 
Borg. Off——or I'll ſtab thee through! 
b I could manglc, tear up my own Breaſt, 
Wag forth my Heart that holds her bleeding Image, 
nd daſh it in her Face. 

Each. Talk no more on't; but do, Sir, do. 
WBorg, Yes, Machiavel, I will | will do Deeds 
ain'd as my Wrongs: I will, I will be bloody _- | 
Pyrrbus, daub'd in Murder at the Altar: #1 


9 


H lia, driving through her Father's Bowels; | 
ce ii Cæſar's Butchers in the Capitol; | 1 
Life {Vero bathing in his Mother's Womb; ; i | 
I lo: ich all ſucceeding Tyrants down to ours. | | 
1 co rds of the Inquifation, black Contrivers | 1 


Princes Deaths, and Heads of Maſſacres; —_— 
ino, Vitellozzo, Duke Gravina, 
verozto too; all, all at once, 
en the whole Race, a Hecatomb to Vengeance. 
ach, Hear me one Word. x 
Borg. Bid the Sea liſten, when the weeping Merchant, 
d gorge its ravenous Jaws, hurles all his Wealth, 
d ſtands himſelf upon the ſplitting Dec 
r the laſt Plunge. No more Let's ruſh together; 
r Death rides poſt, 0 
ch. Though Death ſhould meet me, | | 
FED 8 | More 


as 
hat 
FT Jo 
— 
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Is .CESUR' BORGTA.. 
More horrid than you name, I'd crofs this Fury, 
This blind, ungovern'd Rage: Sir, you ſhall hear m 
Borg. Barr'ſt thou my Vengeance? * 9M 
Mach. No II further it: 

- You ſhall have Proof fo plain, the World ſhall fay, 
The Pope bimſelt, dear as he loves your Brother, 
Shall ſay the Stroke was juſt. This Night Til bring y 

Into her Chamber, if with ſome Pretence | 


py or een 


And gaze upon their curſt inceſtuous Loves. 

Borg. Juſt reeking from my Arms O thou Adulterd 
Whoſe Name to mention, ſure would rot my Lungs, 
And blifter up my Tongue; Inſatiate Sylla ! 
; Bark'ſt thou for more? then let the Furies ſeize thee 


43 
| W hoſe burning Luſt damns to the loweſt Hell, Borg 
2 Smoaks to the Heav'ns, and ſullies all the Stars. nd al 
| Mach. Compoſe your Looks, ſmooth down that ſtu Mac 
| ing Hair, | Jnleſs 
| And dry your Eyes, which ſpite of this Diſtraction Borg 
41 I ſee are full, brim full of guſhing Tears. q 
4 Borg. Had ſhe not fallen thus, O ten thouſand Worſ Mac 
| Could not have ballanc'd her, for Heav'n is in her; Borg 
And Joys which I muft never dream of more; heir 
| I wcep, tis true: But, Maobiavel, I ſ wear, Ma, 
They're Tears of Vengeance, drops of liquid Fire: II th 
So Marble weeps when Flames ſurround the Quarry, Borg 
And the pil'd Oaks ſpout forth ſuch ſcalding Bubble: nd n 
Before the general blaze; for that ſhe dies, Mei 
Though clinging to the Altar; Guardian Gods, aw, 
Though ſtarting from their Shrines, ſhall not redeemb Well. 
Mach. Pretend to Night, nor is it bare Pretence; Thouę 
For, as I hear, the Sinigallian Victors | And t. 
Come on to wait you here: Pretend to her, Borg 
To Bellamira, you can ſcarce return Bur th 
In forty Hours. ; ence 
Borg. I will do what I may. Ma 
Mach. Away then. ire bu 

Borg. Ha! Methinks thou doſt not ſhare 


In my Reſentment, Machiavel, as thou ought'ſt: 


thou rt my Friend, and art indeed concern d. 
lieve my wWeary d Fury, beat my Vengeance, 


10 


rſe theſe Triumphers oer why Borgia's Ruin. 


hat murders with a Blaſt; or like the Vapours, _. 

Fhe choaking Stench, which thoſe that die of Plagues 

2nd with their parting Gram, then I would curſe em 

ith Accents that ſhould poiſon from my. Tongue, 

deliver'd ſtrongly through my gnaſhing Tecth; 

ore harſh, more horrible, 3nd more outragious, 

han Envy in her Cave, or Madmen in their Dens. 

Borg. Excellent Machiave/! more, more, to lull me. 

Mach. My Tongue ſhould ſtammer in myearme@tWords; 

y Eyes ſhould ſparkle like the beaten Flin. 

Borg. This hoary Hair ſhould ſtart, and ſtand an end, 
nd all thy ſhaking Joints ſhould ſeem to curſe em. 

8 Mach. Nay, fince you urge me, Sir, my Heart will 
Inleſs I curſe em! Poiſon be their Drink. break, 


Jy Borg. Gall, Gall, and Wormwood, Hemlock! Hemlock? 
"i quench em. | 

Wot Mach. Their ſweeteſt Shade, a Dell of duskiſh Adders: 

er; Borg. Their faireſt Proſpect, Fields of Bafdlichs: 


Their ſofteſt Touch, as ſmart as Vipers Teeth. - 

Mach. Their Muſick horrid as the Hiſs of Dragons, 
l the foul Terrors of darkrſeated Hell. | 
Borg. No more; thou art one Piece with me my ſelf: 

And now I take a Pride in my Reyenge. 


aw, by your Wrongs that turn my Heart to Steel, 
ell could I curſe away a Winter's Night, 

hough ſtanding naked on à Mountain's Top, 

\nd think it hut a Minute ſpent in Sport. 

Borg. Thou beſt of Friends i come to my Arms my Bro- 

zut the time calls, and Vengeance bids us part; LT , 
enceforth, be thou the Miſtreſs of my Heart, | Exiz. 

Mach. Now it grows ripe; the Or/ns, and Fitelli, 

ire bury'd by my Wit, without a Noiſe. | 

D *tis the ſafer Courſe, for Threats are a 

* 0 * p ut 


Mech. You bid me ban, and will you bid me ceaſe? 
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Ii up a friendly Rage, and curſe em, Aachiavel, . W 


Mach. Diſeaſes wait em: W herefore ſhould I curſe 
that my Breath were (ulph'rous as the Light ning Cem? 
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But there's no Danger i inthe Execution; 

For he that's dead, ne'er thinks apo erage 

What, hoa—— Alonzo !—— 

Enter Alonzo. 

Alone. Here, my Lord. : 

Mach. Are the Gloves brought Tent to the Perfume 

Alonz. They are. 

Mach. Where is Adorna? 

Alonx. She waits without. 

Mach. As you ſee her enter, | 
Bring me the Gloves: 'T'were eaſie ſtrangling her, 
Bur this is quainter. — O my bright rann R 

Enter Adorna. 

With confidence 1 ſwear the Duke is thine. 
Aab. May I believe it? 1 
Mach. Be judge, thy ſelf, whether I have been i ( 

Theſe were a Preſent from the King of Spain, ov 

To the Pope's Niece; of whom the fond young Duke 

Begg'd em for thee. 
Adorn. Ist poſſible ? 

Mach. Stay, Madam — we muſt change 

One Preſent for another. Lend me the Key 

To Bel/amira's Chamber. 

Adorn. For what? a 
Mach. Nay, if we barter words. 

Adorn. Here, here, my Lord. 

Now give me the dear Preſent. 

See, ſee, my Lord, they are emboſs'd with Jewels, 

And caſt fo rich an Odour, they o'ercome me 

Help me----my Lord---O help me · lend your Arm 

The Earth turns round with me! O Mercy, Heav'n: 

Di 


Mach. Remove the Body 
Then haſte, and find the Duke of Gandia out, | 
Ere he removes, as he intends to Night; 
Having Commiſſion from the Pope to lead 
Th' falian Armies; earneſtly entreat him, 
To honour me by making one laſt Viſit, 
Which equally imports __ as his Life, 


g Euter Borgia and Bellamira. 133 
A 77. Upon the inſtant, Faireſt, I muſt leave you, 
| rl Lord of Firmo, with the Duke your Uncle, 

e taken Sinigallia by ſurprize: 2 
I lat elſe, but meeting thy Victorious Kinſmen, 
Nuld draw me from thy Arms? yet thus divided 
neil for a Day or two, methinks I part, 

7 Souls are ſever'd from their warmer Manſions, 

W wander in the bleak and deſart Air. | 
Wellamirca! | 

gell. Why do you ſigh, my Lord? 

Wis your Pleaſure, let em wait you here; 

if my Preſence can diſpel theſe Clouds 

t make you ad, I will attend you thither; 


while Life laſts I will be all Obedience. [at Fate! 


n id indled both by Love, and by Ambition, 

Sr would I ſweep, like Tempeſts, with a waſte 

r all Tray, and Crown thee Emprefs 

> in the Heart of Rome — my bright Auguſta, 

'tis impoſſible. 1 by 
W-/]. Then you conclude, my Lord, I am not true. 
g. Why, art thou? Is there ſuch a thing in Nature 
due Wife? No, Bellamira, no | 
u would'ſt be monſtrous then, ev'n to deriſion: 


Juke: 


drive thee, like a Bird, without one 


hy own kind, | | 
ll. Once more upon my Knees, 
iew of all the Hierarchy of Heav'n, 
re atteſt my ſpotleſs Innocence. 
prg. Still Machiavel, ſtill let us keep to Death; 
Principle, that we are Duſt when dead; 
were there any Hell, or any Devil 
hot enough to make an Exhalation, 
uld he not fetch her now? would he not damn her ? 
believe thee guiltleſs: Therefore riſe 
ſince thou art ſo confidently clear, 
ar Bellamira, if 1 prove thee falſe, 


at cer I threat, nay, though l put in act x 


— 


772. Could'ft thou hold there, how might we laugh” 


the whole Flock of common Wives would whoot 
one Feather [thee, | 


_ Thoſe. 


— — — 


Will 1 tear off, though cleaving to the Shrine. 


939 ab - = 


62 C M SAR B 0 RE14- 
Thoſe Menaces; thou wilt not calf me Tyrant. We. 
Bell. F {wear by Heav*n' F will fabmit my Life 1d 


To the ſevereſt ſtroke of your ., pane ge ſe 

Borg. If then I prove thee falſe, O oitamira? ght t 
Not that Celeſtial Copy, ev'n thy Face, d re 
Shall ſeape; but I will race the Draught, as if d lov 
It ne'er had been the Paxtern of the Gods. | ſubt 
hell. Act what you pleaſe, but ſpeak no more, my Lot en n 
For every Words a blot, and ſtrikes nie dead: nov 


Borg. If thou art falſe, and if I prove thee fo, 
That Skin of thine, that matchlefs Weft of Heav'n, WF Cru 
Which ſome more curious Angel caff about rhee, 


Bell. Speak to him, Machiavel! O fatal Marriage. 
Jorg. Ii thou doſt play me falſe, think not of Mero 
Thy Father ſhall be burut before thy Eyes. 

Bell. O horrid Thought! 0 

Borg. Thy Uncles, Brothers, Siſters, 

All that have any reliſh of thy Blood, | 
I'll rack to Peath, and throw rheir Limbs before thee! 
Therefore look to't; beware, if thou art falſe, 

I'll take rhee unprepar'd, and ſink thy Soul: 
Therefore, I ſay again, beware! Pye warn' d thee; 
Body and Son}, ev'n everlaſting Ruin; | 
For ſo may Heav'n have Mercy upon mine | 
Army laſt gaſp, as I'll Have none off thine—— [ Ext 

Bell. O tis too plain! I am loſt, undone for ever. 
What, but one Night, ev'n the firſt Nuptial Night, 
So ſought, ſo courted, and ſo hardly won; 

And the next Day, nay, the ſucceeding Morn 

To be us'd thus Let me go, let me go, 
For I'll' proclaim him through the Streets of Rome 
The Traitor, Monfter—— O, I could ſhake the Wol 
With thundering forth my Wrongs; Hollow his Nau 
To the reſounding Hills! Borgia! Traitor Borgia 
Methinks that Word, that Spell, that horrid Sound, 


Thar groan of Air could cleave the Neighbouring Roche; F 
And ſcare the babling Eechoes from their Dens. ad m 
Mach. Perhaps ſome buſie Slave has whiſper'd him think 
I know not What, that chafes his Melancholly 


Againſt your Honour. Be 


e. That's impoſſible! e N 
l deny'd to admit him to my Bed, 77 
e ſeeming eauſe, ſome reaſon for Diftraſt 
ut then be given; bur the bright Heav'ns know 
ad rcfolv'd to take him for my Lord, 
d love him too, or force my Inclination, 
| ſubtly had he wrought by deep diffembling 
on my plain and undiſcerning Weaknefs : 
now he's'gorg'd; the Monſter ſhews himſelf, 
pears all Beaſt, and I muſt die, he cries, * 
| Cruelty! and all my wretched Race. 
Mach. Madam, you know how near a Friendſhip grows + 
wixt the Duke of Gandia, and my ſelf: 
er this Night you'll never ſee him more: 
, cre he goes, as he to Night is order'd, 
will unfold; if you permit him leave, 
e only means to ſave your Father's Life 
y, and the Lives of all your Family. 
Bell. O Machiavel! now, where is thy Advice? 
d not reaſon for my dreadful Fears ! 8 
Father dies; and by whoſe Hand but Borgia's? 
hat ſhall I do? where ſhall I go? and whirher ſhall I 
thouſand horrours ! O, inſtruct me, Afachizve), [run? 
I grow defperare? 
ach. Admit the Duke of Gamlia, 2 
is Night, for one laſt Conference: Your Husband / 
nnot return, unleſs he ride the Wind, * 
Wiorty hours | . 
Bell. Here I am loſt again: ; 
ould he return, and find Palante with me, 
hom I. have ſworn never to fee, diſcourſe, 
ver to hear of, ſcarce to think of more, 
at Mountains then ſhouldt hide me from His: Fury? 
Naur if fee him not, my poor old Father, 
ich all his Children, Brothers, and Relations, 
und, iP» Root and Branches, all muſt be cut down. 


Rocher, Heav'n, hear! I muſt kneel to thee for Succour; 
aid my Virtue, and ſupport my Weakneſs: | 
[him Winks I am inſpir' d; ſome Guardian Spirit 


hiſpers me, Save, O fave thy Fathers Life! 5 
g Bring 


eee BORGIA, 


Bring him then, 44achiavel, bring the Duke of Gand 
Yet ftay! methinks I ſee the Tyrant there. 

My bloody Husband, with his Ponyard drawn, 
Juſt at the Door: Stop, ſtop the Duke of Gaudia, 
He ſhall not come: Why, then thy Father dies; 

O horrid ſtate! weep Eyes, and bleed, O Heart! 
Let Nature burſt with theſe unheard of Suff rings! 
Forbid him, Machiavel; or let him come, 


All have their Fate, and I'll expect my Doom. dw yo 

N . [ Ex ſevera as in | 

Viſit, 

ACTYV. SCENE: 1. MS 

455 | a dar! 

Enter Machiavel, and Alonzo. Vw 

| ou! 

Alon. Y Lord, I have been diligent. ach. 

1 Mach, And always wert my ſubtle EmiſſanW!s for 

My Glance of Death, and Lanthorn to my Miſchieſi and. 

Alonz. I met the Duke of Gandia at the Head 

Of his new Forces, and acquainted him lach. 

As you directed; and he'll ſtreight attend you : ey v 

But as I whiſper'd him, Duke Valentine o Fai 

With a vaſt Train come up to take his leave, th th 

Being call'd (as Fame reports) to Sinigallia : at fog 
But had you ſeen the Embraces, heard the Vous | 

Which Borgia ſwore ſhould be inviolable, Borg. | 

And ratify'd em with a parting Kiſs. ach, 

Mach, Tis my own Borgia; a very Limb of me; eng. 1 

And when he dies, thou' lt ſee me halt, Alonzo. ve? A 
3 Enter Gandia. / ach. 

My Lord, moſt welcome! Alonzo— hence O Prin m 1 

[Ee. Alon”, thi: 

Was ever Slave ſo careful for his Lord, aring | 

That watch'd his Nod, as I have been for you? pping 

Gand. I muſt with ſhame to Death acknowledge i d out 

But didſt thou know, or couldſt thou gueſs bow near Nhat thi 

The loſs of Bellamira touches me, IF org. P 

Thou would'ſt forgive me. | ſhal 

5 Mali L.. ] 
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cb. J have excus'd you, Sir: _ ET 
d for a witneſs of my faſter Friendſhip, 
Wis Night have ſent the Duke to.Sinigallia, 
Wt you might take your laſt fare wel of Love, 
kd Bellamire,  _ 3 V 
Gd. And has the eruel Fair conſented to it? 1 
lach. She has conſented, rather by Conſtraint. 
an her own Will; I was forc'd to tell her, | 
dw you had ſignify'd to me, her Father 
as in great Hazard; but if ſhe vouchſaf d | 
Viſit, you would fatisfic her better. : i) 
Euter Alonzo. 3 
Gand. Ha! what's this? A ſudden fall of Spirits _ 
lonz. My Lord, he's in's Litter muffled up, | 
a dark Avenue behind the Palace; 1 f 


ral 


d bid me fly to tell you, Tarquin's Poppies - 

bound up all together in one Sheaf.. [The Time | | 

ach. Haſte thee, and make my Anſwer. thus [ 

Ils for their Heads. This Key, my Lord, admits you 

Gand, Tis now no Time for Thanks; but if I live 

0 1 „5 

lach. Why, this is true Iraliaul turning thun | 

ey with Machiavellian light of Hand, — 

70 Families of the beſt Sourbern Blood, 

th the firſt Prince in Rome, are quite extin& : © 

hat foggy Northern Brain would dream of chi? 
Borgia muffled in 4 Cloak. ' 

Borg. My Machiavel ! . by 

ach. My Prince, my God-like Borgia! _ 

org. Tell me, my Boſom-ſin, am I awake? 

ge? And may I credit this thy Summons? 

Mech. No ſooner were you gone, but your Chaſte Wife, 
om | imagin'd dead with what you utter d: 
V, this Wife, this heavenly Wife of yours, 
wing her Head, and wiping her dry Eyes, 

pping her Chin, to make bh Smile more ſcornful, 

d out, Lord Machiavel, you ſee, you ſee, _ 

at things theſe Husbands are; and left the Room? 

org. Racks, Racks, and Fire! Caldrons of molten Lead | 
ſhall I torture her? | £ mW | 

OL. II. . > E | Se Mach. 


far 
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Mach. Streight, by her walking Pacquet; 
She ſignity'd Ker Pleafure to the Duke, * 
Who ſoon approach'd, and with a matehleſs Boldnel 
Deſir'd my Friendſhip in this private Buſineſs: 
I ſmil'd, and promis'd that I would not ſee, 
Though I beheld! Adorna let him in, 
W hom fince I poiſon'd, left the ſhould betray 
The Secret of your coming. 


1 So 
i 
hei 
686. 


Borg. By Death and Vengeance Bor 
could turn Cannibal, and with my Teeth nd e 


Tear her alive. But let us talk no more. Ga 
Enter D. Michacl. 


What hoa, Don Michael! when I ftamp my Foot Bel 

' Againſt the Ground, bring forth the Priſoners, Jiſcrc 
And execute as I ſhall order. Ex. Mic Gar 
Mach. Paſs the back Way, my Lord; this Do Bel 

If that be ſhut too, force it open, while loc let 
ſet a Guard on this: Millions to one, nd te 
But when the hears your Voice, ſhe'll hide the Di O 
And then deny him boldly ro your Face. Bell. 
"Tis like thoſe ſubtle Creatures. Moy 
Borg. Damn em, Serpents! . | ze h 

W bat needs this Aggravation? Revenge! away * N 

| | | der 
Marb. Now like a Grey-hound barking in the Borg. 
Death ſtruggles for a looſe; 1 muſt be gone, p't 1 
And lurk in Shadows till rhe Murder's done. bell. 
Hark, *tis doing, the Doors are thunder'd down! here 
O! for an Earth-quake now to ſwallow all, Gand 
All that oppoſe my Tyrant, to the Center []WPink'! 
SCENE, draws. Borgia, Bellamira, Duke of Offi. + 
dia diſarm d: D. Michael, &c. t Bell 

Borg. Slave, run you down, and bar the Palace Bell. 
Let not à Soldier ſtir on pain of Death, alt fn 
Till 1 appoint. What's he you have difarm'd* ay, th 
Haſte, drag him forth, and put the Tapers near! Wet 
Lightning and Thunder! Ha! the Duke of Gandii ou P. 
Rage burn me up? It is not poſſible: hou th 
Woman, O Woman! d wit 


Bell. O Heay'ns! O all ye Powers! 
Is chere not one, one Door for Mercy left? 


2 
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Borg. Pull off his Robes, and bind him ro a Chair; 
I him with Fire and Wounds Les, Bellamira, 
e ere is a Flood-gate—-bur it is of Blood ; 
D Gate for Mercy wide, as thou haſt ſhown 
r Honour, Chaſtity, and Bridal Virtue. 
Wc here the Sluce 1 draw, through Doors of Wounds 
hy Vows; this ſulphurous ftench thy Kiſſes. 5 
Bell. Hold, hold, Tormentors! 
Borg. Seize the Fury's Arms, 
nd execute my Orders. 
Gand. O unmerciful! 55 
Borgia: When, when ſhall my Torments end? 
Bell. Ha! is it doing! Wretches, Villains, Do 
liſcreants, Sons of Hell, and Broods of Darkneſe“ 
Cand. Humanity can bear no more. My Heart, ſtrike 
Bell. Tis done; O the dark Deed is done! {| there. 
let me gather all the Rage of Woman, 
nd tell this Tyrant to his Teeth, he is a Villain. 
Gand. Mercy, gentle Borgia, Mercy! 
Bell. He gentle; then the Devils themſelves have Mercy. 
Monſter, rocky Villain, Tyger, Hell- hound. 
ze him you Fiends, and Furies damn Him, damn him, 
Wy Hell have infinite ſtories, and this Devil | 
damn'd beneath the botromleſs Foundation. | 
Borg. By Heav'n ſhe weeps: Here, dip her Handker- 
ip't in bi; Blood, and bid her dry her Eyes.  - [ chief, 
Bell. O thou eternal Mover of the Heavens, 
WV here are thy Bolts? | * 
Gand. I go, O Bellamira? hs 
hink'ſ thou, alas, that we ſhall know each other 
che bright World; I fear we ſhall not Oh! 
9724 farewel: Thy Bride is Innocent: . | 
t Bellumira live, and I forgive the ——— [Dies. 
Bell. He's gone; to Heav*n he's gone, as ſure as thou 
alt ſink to Hell, thou Tyrant, double damn'd: - 
ay, thou wouldſt have me rage, and I will rage, 
d weep, and rage, and ſhow thee to the World, 
ou Prieſt, Archbiſhop, Cardinal; and Duke, 
hou that haſt run through all Religious Orders, 
d with a form of Virtue cloak'd thy Horrors! 
E 2 | Thou 
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Thou proper Son of that old curſed Serpent, 


Who daubs the holy Chair with Blood and Murden it o 
But ſure the Everlaſting has a Chain | te 
To bind your Charms, and link you both together: f ſor 
Hell's Vicar, and his firſt begotten Devil, the 
Hotter than Lucifer in all his Flames. ſtill 
„ Euter Alonzo. | | pro. | 
Borg. What, hoa, Alonzo! ſtrangle the Priſoners, . 
Orſmo; Vitellozzo : Haſte, I ſay, tell 
Without reply. 2 | u an 
Bell. O ſpare him! ſpare my Father carr) 
And IL'Il. unſay, forſwear all that I have ſaid: wh 
O, H have play'd the Woman now indeed, r Bail 
A lying, fooliſh, vext, outragious Woman! rg. I 
To ſet your Wrath againſt the Innocent: ll. 1 
There was a ſeeming Cauſe for the Duke's Death my! 
And mine; But, oh! what has Orſino done? in Th 
Or/ino loves you: Oh, that good old Man! e yiel 
Vour Father For ſo a thouſand times pu ht 
I've heard you call him, ſeen you kiſs, embrace hi ou ir 
Therefore he muſt not, cannot die! , thu 
Borg. Alonzo) if my 
Alonx. My Lord! on m 
Borg. Slave, I'll ſtrangle thee [ Strikes Moe th 
With my own Hands if thou delay't my Vengcal. 
Say, Villain, what, not dead? 1 org. \ 
Alonz. My Lord, they ares * tear” 
And, if I live, you ſhall repent this Blow I bhow! 
Borg. Go, draw the Curtain, glut her Eyes with Dei h⁵ » 
And ſtrangle her: My Veins are all on Fire, duld re 
And I could wade up to the Eyes in Blood. Who! 
Draw. draw the Curtain. it wo! 
[Orſin. Vitellez. D. Gravina, Oliverotto, appear diſquſi ouds : 
Bell. Gorgon, Meduſa, Horror; | the! 
Vet I will thoot through Daggers, ruſh through Fhupme c 
To claſp him in my Arms. O wretched Paul, plung 
O noble Orfin, what, quite cold? pale, dead? ons. 
And you, dear Images, will you not give : 
One gaſp of Breath, one Groan, one laſt Farewel? g. 1 
Horror! Confuſion ! and eternal Shame * a 
| we | | it the 
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Wh: on thee for this Deed: I tell thee, Borgia, | 
W thee on thy Death-Bed, all on Fire, | | 
r ome Helliſh Poiſon had inflam'd thee; 4 
WE thee thrown ten Fathom in a Well, Es T- 
{till come up; like Ezna's belching Flames. 
27g. 1 hope thou wilt go mad, and propheſic ! 
J. Yes Tyrant, thus, thus to thy Face I brave thee, 
tell thee in deſpite of Threats, ere long 
u and thy holy Father ſhall be ſeiz d, 
carry d to the everlaſting Goal; _ ä 
whence not all your Spaniſb Cardinals, 
r Bailiffs in red Liveries, ſhall redeem you 
g. Die in thy Propheſie; Alonz?, end her — 
. Thus, on my Knees then And for Terror to 
my laſt Prayer, and mark my dying Words. [thee, 
in Thought, in Word, in private Ac 
e yielded up this Body to the Arms 
dught that's Mortal, but inhuman Borgia 
ou impartial and moſt awful Judge! 
, ſhut thy Gates of Bliſs againſt my Soul; 
if my tortur'd Virtue merits Glory, 
on my Frailties, ſee with what Joy 
ve this Life, and bring me to Perfection. | 
| [ She is ſtrangled. 
org. What, at her Death! ſhe that believ'd a Heay'n, 
tear'd a Hell, yet to depart a Liar: ö 
how know I that ſhe bcliev'd a Heav'n? 
7 with Hopes that in the pangs of Death 
uld reprieve her, might ſhe not deny 
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| 

Whoredom to the laſt ? But that's unnatural! 

at wouldft thou then? I will no more of this:; 

ouds my Brain: Hence, Alonzo bear, 3 

the Nuke of Gandia's Body to the Tyber 

dme cloſe Chair, tie at his Neck a Weight, 

plunge him to the Bottom. 7 1 

ous. My Lord *tis done. 8 | 5 

Ex. Executioners with the Body. 

07g. I ſwearl have been crucl to my ſelf, 

that 1 lov'd her, is as true, as ſhe. 

aſt the Senſe on't: She is cold already, 
| E 3 | Enter 


rel ? 
Lig 


Ruth to my Aid: I grow in Love with Death. 
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. Ny Enter Machiayel. Lr 
. - Mach. Ha! this is ſtately Miſchief ! what, my foi he 
Of Florence | but they are Dumb. Ha! gazing there, 
I like not that —— | | 
Borg. Her Lips are lovely till ; So 
The Buds, tho? gather'd, keep their Damask- Colour: 


- <—_ 


Ver, and their Odour too! habe Machiovel, 


I will recover her again! 
Mach, Again to Plague? 
To meet again another Duke of Gandia? | 
Borg. Death on that Thought: no, let her dye andi 
The damn'd Adultreſs! periſh the Thoughts of her. 
Ha, tell me, come: I will no more of her. 
How ſhall the Bodies be diſpos'd? I ſent 
My Brother to the Tiber. 858 
Mach. That's a trouble, 
PIl find an eaſier way for theſe, and her Nach 
That ſleeps within my Cloſet. Go, Don Michael, a 
Bury 'em all together in quick Lime; N 


She ſhall not dye! Run Slaves! fetch hither Spirits, . 


In ſome few Hours the Fleſh will be conſum'd : * 75 
Then burn the Bones, and all is Duſt and Aſhes. Mac: 


| Dram bere the Curtains on 
Borg. I ſwear this Body ſhall not be conſum d; Mit 
Il have't embalm'd to laſt a thouſand Years. 
O oo ! I ſwear, I know not why, 
But with a World of Horror on my Soul, | 
With Tremblings here, Convulſions of the Heart; 
As if I heard ſome God thus whiſper to me, 
Thou ou!hrſt to grieve for Bellamira's Death. 
Mach. My Lord, a very fond and fooliſh Fancy: 
Borg. I ſay, my Lord, your Policy is out: 1 
Furies and Hell! how ſhould you judge of Love, iK EY 
That never loy'd ? Thou haſt no taſte of Love, 
No ſenſe, no _reliſh—— Why did I truſt thee then! 
Had any Softneſs dwelt in that lean Boſom, | 
= Bellamira now had been alive: 
Though I had cauſe to kill her, thou hadſt none 
To ſet me on, but Honour, jealous Honour! 
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re the laſt Night! I tell thee, Palitician! „ e 
eben 1 run oer the vaſt Delight I curſe thee, 1 
ig curſe my ſelf; nay with 1 had been found 

re, Mead in her Arms; bur take her, bear her hence 

gad if thou lov'ſt me, drive her from my Memory. 

I [bey remove ber. 
ll me my Brother's Murder is diſcover'd z — 
What the four Ghoſts are up again in Arms:: 
Vany thing to make me mad, and loſe _ 

is Mclancholly, which will elſe deſtroy me. 
Aach. I hear the Pope has ſent to Sinigallia 

> call you back. | _— wa 
Borg. By Heav'n, I had forgot, . 

d thou moſt opportunely haſt remembred: 

u know twelve Cardinals were then created, +. © 
hat ſolemn Morn that | receiv'd the Roſe ; 3 
nd I will tell thee, half thoſe Fools ere Morrow, 

at bought fo high, hill veil their Caps for ever. 

| Mach. He mends apace; tis but another ſhrug, 

d then this Love, this Ague Fit is loſt. 

Borg. I (wear——]'Il to the Wars, and ne'er return 

o Rome, till I have brav'd this haughty French Man 
hat menac'd fo of late. | 

Mach. Why this is Borgia.” + 

dme, come, you muſt not droop; look up, my Lord; 
ethinks I ſee you Crown'd Rome's Emperor. 

o doubt, Sir, but among your glorious Plunder, 
oull find ſome Woman FS 

Borg. Ha! no more, I charge thee. 

{wear I was at caſe, and had forgot her: 

hy didſt thou wake me then, to turn me wild, 

id rouze the flumb'ring Orders of my Soul? 

o my charm'd Ears no more of Woman tell; 

ame not a Woman, and I ſhall be well. 

ike a poor Lunatick that makes his Moan, 

nd for a time beguiles the Lookers on; 

e reaſons well, his Eyes their wildneſs loſe, 

Ind vows the Keepers his wrong'd Senſe abuſe - 

t if you hit the Cauſe that hurt his Brain, 5 


i: 


l, 


* hen his Teeth gnaſh, he foams, be ſhakes his Chain, 


is Eye-balls rowl, and he is mad again. [Evovne. 


. 


Enter one Executioner with a Dark Lanthorn, follom d bl \ ould 

another at a diſtance; they part often, look up aud d me 

+ and. Hem: 10 the gt. rh = M. 

1 Exec. The Coatt is clear, and all the Guards are gone Ar inſt 

2 Exec. Hark, hark; what Noiſe was that? Ir Pri: 

1 Exec. The Clock ſtruck three: . 6 d you 
2 Exec. Sce, the Moon ſhines; haſte, and call ou d ho 
Jem to 'em; that's the Sign. _-- | Fellowhe Po! 

1 Exec. They come, they come. APY net d wh 
Enter Four Executioners more; Two carry the Body of t he 1 
Duke of Gandia in a Chair; the others follow, a bich 
ſcour behind. Be Borg. 

x Exec. So —— ſet him down, and let em bear theii ougb 
For I am weary Dpa rt, v 
4 Exec. And ſo am I: I ſweat, but *tis with Fear. ave « 

1 Exec. Make no more Words on'ty take him frou (ay | 

the Chair. is not 

2 Exec. A ghaſtly Sight. The Weight about his Ned y (pr 

Has bent him almoſt double: I'll not touch him — ever 

3 Exec. Cowardly Villain — Come, my Princely MHiite t. 
The Fiſhes want their Break-faſt. | (ter fixt 
4 Exec. Joyn all together, Px P t by 
And hurl him o'er this Wall into the Tiber. Guard r eve 
2. ENxc. Fly, fly---[ hear a noiſe : The Guards, he 5p- 
3 Exec. Fe lies, he lies; the Coynage of his Fears; th al 
Once more, I ſay, joyn all your Hands together. hat t 

, Remember the Reward, two thouſand Crowns purn al 
A Man: But for that Milk-ſop, I ſuſpect him; ſcro's 3 
Therefore let's watch our time, decoy him on; Mach 
And when this Buſineſs is a little o'er, - hat en 
Strangle him in ſome Corner, leaſt he prate - his M 
Of what's done. Now, now's the time, away—— ar in t 
[ They joyn all together ;, take bim by the Legs and Arms,anWcthou 
' Þurl him over the Wall into the Tiber: A noiſe is bea ing 
as of a Body falling into the Water=--They look about oni pproa 
more, then ſtart, take up theChair, and run out Scene ſtun a now 


ms 


| | law. tl 
SG: N35 bl. | tretch 

e . und b 
* Enter Borgia and Machiavel. kay & 
Maeb. Though Or/ino, the Virelli, and Colonni - 
Axe huſh'd; the Spaniard, and the French, no doubt 
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ould buy your Friendſhip at the deareſt rate. 

more; I yield you Lord of Tuſcany, 

a Maſter of ſuch Forces as might march 

inſt the haughtieſt Power of Chriſtendom : . 

t Prince, forgive me, if I am too free, _ 

> you remember whence this Glory comes, 

ould how this Golden Fortune is deriv'd? _ 

e Pope--from that rich Scource theſe Currents rowl ; 

d when another Pope ſucceeds, who knows 

t he may ſtrip you bare of all thoſe Honours 

WW hich this has given, and turn you to the World? 

Borg. No, Machiavel, I am prepar'd for Fate, 

Whough Alexander ſhould expire to Night. 

tt, who is left of all the Families 

ave defac'd, if a new Pope were made, 

ron {ay 1 wrong'd 'em; none that I remember; 

Wis not my way to lop; for then the Tree 

Jed y ſprout again; but root him, and he lies 

ever to bluſter, But I will tell thee, 

Me ite to unhinge that hold, no Pope ſhall c'er 

Wc fixt in Rome, while Borgia is alive, 

t by this Hand. The Geatry are all mine 

ard r ever, gain'd by Preſents and Preferments : 

Wc Spaniſh Cardinals are mine devoted, 

th all that are conſpicuous in the College: 

hat then can Fortune do? I laugh at her; | 

purn all thoſe Shrines and Altars, which weak Wretches, 

Jero's and Fools, devoutly raiſe to gain her. 
Mach. Vet hear me, Borgia, hear the oddeſt Story 

hat ever Melancholly told the World: M 

his Wag”: + being early in the Vatican, 

wal ar in the Library, at the upper end, 

5,auWcthought I ſaw two ſtately Human Forms, 

earl yjing at diſtance, wrapt in Linnea Shrouds; 

t on pproaching nearer with a ſtedfaſt Gaze, 

3 now I look upon the Prince I honour, - - | 

law the Figure of the Pope your Father * 

tretch'd on the Floor, pale, ghaſtly, cold and dead 

ind by his Side, with horrour upon horrour, 

nd double tremblings, ſaw my Lord, your ſelf, 


5 „ _ 
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My very Ceſar, like a new-laid Ghoft, | 
Syoln black, and bloated, while your inclos'd Eyes, 
All blod- ſhot, fixt on mine their dreadful Beams. Phleg 

Borg. Fumes, Fumes, my Machiavel, the effect . 
Groſs Humours, Fumes, which from thy thicker Bloꝗ 
Stream up like Vapours from a foggy Pool. = : 
_ . Mach. I am apt to think it but a leap of Fancy, 
A jading of the Mind, which, quite tired out 
With Thought's eternal toil, ſtrikes from the Road: 
Yer, as you prize your Life, let me conjure you, 
Beware Aſcanio, his long red Coat 
Hides a moſt mortal and inveterate Foe, 

Borg. I know him Machiavel, and ſooth him on, 
As he would me. But Borgia does aſſure thee, 
That he, that ſcarlet poiſonous Luxury, 
With his adherent Brothers, ſhall this Night, 
Even in the midſt of Kiſſes, Oaths, Embraces, 
Burſt in the Vatican, and ſhed their Venom. | 

Mach. Your Father is a Maſter of his Breaſt, 

The occaſion gives new Life, freſh Vigour to him, 
EKxen at the very verge of bottomleſs Death, 
He ſtands and ſmiles as careleſs and undaunted, 


Bring but half Ruin to our great deſigns: | 
Thar being ar laſt aſham'd of her own We 
Like a low-bated Flood, ſhe may retire 
To her own Bounds, and we with Pride o're-look he 
Enter Don Michael and the Butler. 
D. Mich. My Lord, your Servant waits as you 1, 
Borg. Are my Proviſions come? [ points 
Butl. They are, my Lord. 
Borg. Do you remember what I gaye in charge; 
Buzl, That none ſhould touch the gilded flask of * | 


* 
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„. I charge thee none, but ſuch as I ſhall order. 


en Michael, is my Father yet arriv'd? 

| an, . Mich. He is, my Lord, and gone. 

Blo g. Say'ft thou? „ | | 
TD». ich. When firſt he enter'd, quite o ercome with 


Whirſting, and faint with the hot Seaſon's Rage, Heat, 
> call'd for Wine, and though diſſwaded from it, 
rank largely, mingled with the Cardinals, 79%: 
d walk'd, and laugh'd, play'd with Columbus Boys, 
card their rude Muſick, and beheld em dance; 
hen on a ſudden ſtarting up, he ask d 

Wor you, my Lord; bow'd, as his Cuſtom is, 

With deep humility to all, defird'em 

o ſit, and fo went out but with a promiſe 

fa moſt quick Return x | 


ENE draws, and diſcovers a Chair of State under - 
Canopy, a large Table, with a rich Banquet and 
many Candles on t. 


rer Aſcanio, Adrian, Enna, Ange, wo Cardinals moro. 

Aſcan. My Lord, the Vatican Society, 5 

ho were oblig'd to ſacrifice this Night, 

s every looſer Genius ſhould inſpire, 

o Air, and Wine, and warmer Converſation, - 

prow dull for want of you: His Holineſs 

imſelf's retir dy Therefore let us intreat you 

Borg. O my good Lord Aſcauio, I am born 

W be at your command my Lords, I wait 

Wirrah, remember him —- charge thee fill 

f the gilt Flask to him — e 

Butl. My Lord I ſhall. 

W'his Wine is ſure the richeft of the World, 

Weccauſe he charges me ſo ſtrictly of it: 

What Cardinal's a Friend, and he muſt taſte it. 

Aſcan. Lord Machiavel, you have been charitable, I 
thank your Love; 1 

ay, with my Life, I thank you——- - Wt: 

Mach. My Lord--I wiſh you would explain yourſelf. 

Aſcan. It needs not Sir, for this the meaneſt know, 

he Rabble, baſe Mechanicks talk of Murders: A 


And vaniſhes; no more, my Lord, I thank you. 
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Iſawa ſweating Weaver in his Shirt, ea 
Ran puffing with his Shuttle in his Hand. 
To ask a neighbour Butcher of the News, 
Who with his Kaife in's Mouth abruptly tells 
Orfino's Death; yes, and his Daughter's too- 
Then comes a Taylor with his Hair tuck'd back, 
Boehind his Ears, on tiptoes, in his Slippers, 
And cries in haſte, the Duke of Gandia's murder'd: 
Then ſpits upon his Iron, caſts up his Eyes, 
Threads through the Company, as *twere a Needle, 


Nay, by my life, but for the Company, _— 
I'd kiſs the bottom of your Robe; your Lordſhip's ever: 
Yeur Highnels Servant: My Lord, let's drink a Health to 
His Holineſs--But in my Heart, I ſay the Devil take him. 
Borg. Lord Machiavel, you are my Gueſt to Night: 
Were the Society made up of Gods, 3.4 | 
As ſure it is of Saints, Spirits above 
The common Elevation; yet this Man 
I fay, my Lords, this Human Prodigy, | 
Would not be ſet to wait, but fix d among em, 
To dazle with the brighteſt Being here. 
Wine there! —— My Lord Aſcanio Sforza, _ 
Health to all here, and to the general Joy ——[ Drinks, 
Aſcan. Fine work, my Lords, fine work, I ſay, look to't, 
The Duke of Gandia's murder'd. 
Adrian. Tis the common Rumour. | 
Enn. The Pope this Morning in the Conſiſtory, 
W hen firſt he heard the News, leap'd from his Throne, 
Croſſing his Breaſt, and looking up to Heav'n, 
He vow'd hereafter moſt ſevere amendment, 
As from this time to faſt for Forty Hours, 
And all his Life wear next his humble Fleſh 
A Shirt of Hair. * | ; _— 
Aſſcan. A Shirt of Hair, bating Zucretian Nights: 
She ll not endure't; look you, her Skin's too tender: 
A Shirt of Hair, a very prickling Penance. 
Now, by my Holy Dame, meer Letchery : 
Don't l know bim? Slave, more Wine, I ſay; 
Fill up my Glats; Come, come, my Lords, tis 11 
0 
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o look about us, and reform the Church [ Drinks 
une it 1 ſay; or elſe like Babylon 
re zabel's W hore, twill run up all to Seed. 
1 ark you, Lord Ange: 1 * 1 
Ang. My Lord. 
Aſcan. My Lord of Enna too; we four are 
s one Soul: This Pope's a very leud 
Id wicked Head; — he's never well, but | 
= cn he's plotting Murders. Why, look you, Sirs, 
a Man cannot ſpeak his Mind of e 
ate Affairs, . but he muſt ſtreight be 
ogg'd by Hell-hounds, Blood-ſuckers, Decoyers, 
Raſcals, that watch to throttle him in ſome 
oy, corner, then quoit him like a Cat into 
W bc River, tis very fine; Now by my Holy-dame, 
may be our turn next by the Maſs it may; 
x | ſay, my Lord, it may — [The Indian Boys dance. 
a, my Lords, how do you | 
W.ike the motion? Very pretty, very fine. 
brave . Columbur ! More Wine there; a bigger 
Wl: I'Il drink Columbus's Health Now, by my 
oly-dame, I am frolickſome, and will be active. 
la, my Lords, ha, I learnt at Paris, when I was 
Stripling; yet theſe are pretty Children, very fine Boys-- 
Enter D. Michael. | 
D. Mich, My Lord, I grieve to bring you Mortal 
WV hich were I filent, yet in ſome few Minutes [News, 
uſt wound your Ears; your Father's dead. 
Borg. Hence,” M, in 
hou Boder of the blackeſt deed of Death! 
y Lords, this Villain ſay's the. Pope's dead; 
ent he not hence but now, ſound, firm, and healthful, 
Ind promis'd to return? 3 | M 
D. Aich. My Lord, he did: 
Put "tis moſt certain, ere he went from hence, 
s all our beſt Phyſicians give on Oath, $9047 
e was by ſome pernicious Traitor poiſon'd: 
Borg. O Machiavel, where is our Forecaſt now? 
y Heart miſgives me, and my Boſom's hot. | 
V ho. miniſtred ? who gave my Father Wine? 
D. Mich. 


inks, 
tobt, 


rone, 
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D. Mich, Your Servant: For when fiſt your Fathy 
His own Proviſions were not comm. enter 
Borg. O Confuſion! 


Anſwer me Villain! ha! fill'd you his Wine? | 
Butl. My Lord, I dig. [ trembl:ill 


Borg. What, from the gilded Flask? Why doſt thififF'his 
Horror conſume thee, 'gnaw thee, burn thy Entrails, y th 
Wilt thou not ſpeak ? Df ſc 

Butl. My Lord, by your ſtrict Charge, = 4/ 
That none ſhould taſte thoſeFlasks but whom you ordet bey 
I judg'd the Wine moſt Excellent, and gave nd 
m of it to your Father M. 

Borg. O damn'd Dolt! | Of vi 
Curſt, ſenſeleſs Dog! Now, Machiavel, where are u Bor 
Ha by the Furies that invade my Breaſt, 0 0 
And crumble all my Bowels into Duſt, Von 
I am caught my ſelf! Speak, tell me, horrid Villain Wor n 
Or I will have hi dragg'd in thouſand Pieces; cat 
Torn by mad Horſes like the fleſh of D : [TraitoWecat 
Thou gav'ſt me Wine too from the Flasks ! 1 En 
Come, double damn thy ſelf, and (wear thou didſt noi 

Burl. My Lord I muſt confeſs I gave the ſame A. 
To you, that was directed for your Nied, | Is 
My Lord Aſcanio. [pou ls dec 

Borg. Take thy Reward then, which the Devil th Aj 
Into my Breaſt, thas gives thee back again! and 
O Machievel, O do not look upon me: M: 
I am below thy Scorn, thus vilely caught, 11 
O baſely, Ge ſold by my own Wile. [D ang 

Aſca. Oh, oh, oh — I have my Share on't too, . Bo 
Thank — ire, Fire, Fire! oh my Guts Brimſtoſ¶Tis 
And Fire haſte there fly for Antidote. et tl 

Borg. None, none on Karth, ome 

I tell thee, Prieſt, can fave thy rotten Carkaſs; Ser, 
No Cardinal, lic down, lie down, and roar, And 
Think on thy Scarlet Sins, and fear Damnation. But a 

Aſca. Legions of Furies here, Hell is broke looſe, , £5 
And all the Devils are er'd in my Bowel. ut « 
Run Slave! and fora laſt Revenge, produce Ser 


His * Baſtard——that's ſome Pleaſure yet. 35 
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=p „O Mathidvel, thy Hand, I am all flames; 
ou ſhalt hear no noiſe: fir down, my Friend, 


2 = the Earth for there's my Manſion now, | 
Dt, and no more and yer methinks twas hard 
abe That this Elaborate Scheme of mighty Man, 
t tu This Parchment, where the Lines of Roman Greatneſs 


y thee ſo well were drawn, ſhould by the Hand 
f ſcribbling Chance be blotted thus for ever. 1 
Aan. 1 burn, Iburn, Ten I rofte, and my Guts fry, \ 
: hey blaze, they ſnap, t ey bounce like Squibs 5 

ind Crackers: I am all Fire | 


= Mc. Ist poſſible that you can beat the Pangs 
f violent Poiſon, thus unmoy'd? 

Borg. *Tis little 

o one reſoly*d: No, let the Coward Stateſman, . 

omen, and Prieſts, whine at the Thoughts of Death z 

or me, whoſe Mind was ever fierce and active,. 

WP cath is unwelcome, only for this Reaſon, NE 


rait ecauſe tis an eternal Lazinefs 
81 * Eurer Alonzo, leading i in Seraphino, with bis Eyes ous | 
t not and Face cut. | 


| Mach, I muſt confeſs my Mind, by what 1 faw 

is Morning, and by what has happen'd ſince, 
s deeply ſhock'd, even from her own Foundation. 
Aſcæ. Bear the blind Baſtard to his Father, go, 
\nd bid him laugh oh! 

Mach, Horror! new horror! 

y Lord, your Son, by that moſt bloody Cardinal 
angled and blind. 
oo, ls Borg. Why doſt thou wonder at it? 

Tis all the work of Chance, and trick of Fortune: 

et this methinks is horrible indeed. ; 
ome hither Bo | 
Serap. Alas, 7 hear your Voice, 
End cannot find the Way; 

But am like one benighted in a Wood. 

Borg, A Wood indeed; 5 
But oh the Brambles there have us d thee vilely. 

Serap. O Father, you are arm'd, and have a Sword 

ill you not, for your S&raphino's fake, 8 


zole, 
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Cut down thoſe Thorns that prick'd out both my Ex 


| his 
_ - know you will; for you were always kind ha 
3 And tender of me: Oft - times have you held me, ru 
= Faſt in your Arms, and ſmil'd, and plaid with me; at 
i Though you're a Prince, a very buſie Prince, rl 
| And calFd me little Eyes, little indeed, du, 
= For now they rc out, and all my Face is cut 0 gt 
1 | | Nay, they have ſtarv'd me too. ou | 
3 Borg. Death and Horror! hat 
= Serap. Why do you preſs me thus between your An n tc 
= As if youyov'd me {till? I am ſure you cannot. Wi: 
WW Pray let me hide my Face within your Boſom ; ith 
Wo For if you look upon me I ſhall fright you. Wo 2: 
=_ O! I've a Pain here juſt about my Heart! u! 
= When you, my Lord, a long time after me Nou 
= Shall dic, will you not-lay my little Bones A.. 
. By yours? Alas! my Pain encreaſes Oh [D Bor, 
Þ Borg. Revenge thee, Boy! I ask bur that from Fu Wor is 
= And ſee 'tis given me: Through a thouſand Wounds dd ſ. 
| . Thus, horrid Prieſt! purge out thy luſtful Blood, n fi 
| | a [ Szabs Aſc owl 
| | I And vomit thy black Soul | ſt u 
A Aſca. Oh! Devil! Devil! Devil WY. Ti 
—_ Borg. No, Machiavel, tis now fit time to rave; Wb fu: 
ky For I am now enrag'd to that Degree, | ork 
=” That I will live even in deſpight of Fortune, 8:2] 
* *_ Stars / Fates! and all the Juggles of a Heav'n. ey“ 
1 Hence, bear me, Slaves, and plunge me into Tyber, d 10 
5 | Deep as I ſunk the Duke of Gandia down! oak 
=O Till I have quench'd this Hell within my Bowels; blac 
5 1 Then flay me an Ox bide and ſwaddle me, puch; 
3 Like Hercules in the Nemean Skin. 5 en! 
Till all my poiſon'd Fleſh like Bark peels off, ps, 
And my bare Trunk ſtands every bruſhing Wind! Wc tot 
Enna. Where are our Guards? My Lords, I judge it dulge 
That Machiavel and Borgia ſhould be ſeiz d. Nr ieſt, 
Borg. Seize me! what ſawcy Prieſt durſt ſtart that MHiey ! 
Am I not Tyrant here? The Lord of Rome? oa! 
Does not France dread my Frown? and Spain adore MF Foc 
Who then dares talk of ſeizing me? What, he? 1 
— | O! 


pe, Hats and Ca 


ath, where's my Majcfty ? Or vail your Caps 


rl will trample you beneath my Feet; 
o, Ange! that could proſtitute your Siſter 

o gain a Hat? Lie there Lord of St. Peter:: 
ou Cardinal ad Vincula, you pack of Hell-hounds, 

: What trace me by the Blood. On, on I fay, DN 
Weli 
here, on his Throne, behold the Ma 


n to the brink of Hell: Thence plunge together 
e Maſter Devil 
ith a great pair of glowing Horns red hot 


gore you for your Lives Incontinence, 
Wu Raviſhers, you Virgin Pioneers, 
Age. Where are our Guards? 


Borg. Hark, I hear em coming: 


it Doots-Day ? Ha by Hell it is: 


d ſee, the Heav'ns, and Earth, and Air ate all 


Wn fire: the very Seas, Hike molten Glafs, 


owl their bright Waves, and from the ſmoaky Deep 
ſt up the glaring Dead: The Trumpet founds, 

d the ſwift Angels skim about the Globe 6 

d ſummon all Mankind. Rowe, Rome is call'dt - 
ork, work for Hell. Hoa, Satan! Belzebub ! 


WW: and Baal——W hence this Thunderclap? 


cy've blown us up with Wild- fire in the Air; 


Wd look how rhe balld Fryers in ruſſet Gowns 


oak like old Vultures, how the flutPring Feſuirs, 

black and white, chatter about the Heav'ns! _ 

puchins, Monks, with the whole Tribe of Knaves ! 

en let me burſt my Spleen! Look how the Taſſels, 
rdinals Coats, and Cowls and Hoods 

e toſt about the ſport, the ſport of Winds 

dulgences, Diſpences, Pardons, Bulls, fee yonder ! 


eit, they ly——rhey're whirl'd aloft. They fly, 25 


ey fly o'er the backſide o th* World, : 
+ 2 1 large, and broad, ſince call'd the Paradiſe 
ools. | | 33 


=  CcASAR BORGIA $1 

his wag⸗ tail Prieſt, with the black picked Beard, 9 
bat ſcowers the Country round for ffeckled Wenches ? 

r was it you, my Lord of Ema? Hah! TY TOE. © 


—— — 
1 


"82 CAS AR BORGIA. 


Enna. Tis juſt we give him way! this fit of Rage 
Has waſted him to Death, ſee he breaths ſhort. - 
The Taper's ſpent, and this is his laft Blaze. Fl 

Borg. Ha! Breath I ſhort ? Prelate thou ly'ſt : my Pu 
Beats with a conſtant Fire and ſprightly Motion,; 
The Strings of my tough Heart as ſtrong as ever: 
No I will live; in ſpight of Fate V1] live 
To be the Scourge of Rome: I'll live to act | 
New Miſchiefs, and create new wicked Popes, 
To ponyard Heritick Princes, that refule 
To 5 their Necks beneath the holy Slipper. 
Murder ſucceffively two Kings of France; : 
Britain attempt, though her moſt watchful Angel 
Saves the lov'd Monarch of that happy Iſle, 
And turns upon our ſelves the plotted Wound, 
hat ſinks me to the Earth: yet ſtill we'll on, 1 
And hatch rew Deeds of Darkneſs: O Hell, and Furia 
Why ſhould. we not, ſince the great Head himſelf 
Will back my Plots, joyn me in Blood and Horror, 
And after give me Bond for my Salvation I 
I (wear will ['Il bave it——nay, S 
Or | will thunder to your Holineſs: 3 
But hark he whiſpers, what a little Gold —— — ME © 
With all my heart: thus Devils buy Souls for trail 
I'll fee your itching Palm for Abſolution, | 
Gold for my Pardon, hey——'tis ſeal'd and given! 
And for a Ducat thus | purchaſe Heav'n Daß 
Mach. The mighty Soul there forc'd her furious Paſſꝗ 


{ 


ir, you ſhall 4 


And plunges now in deep Eternity — id 4, 
I fee, my Lords, you have reſolv'd ro guard me, LI 
And I ſubmit to ſtrict Examination: | 72 i 
By you to be acquitted or condemn'd. 5 U 
Yet this I muſt avow before you all, 15 lain. 
Though you ſhould caſt me to the Inquiſition, me 5 


Skili'd as I am in all Affairs of Earth, 
Enown both to Popes and Kings, and often honou Er 
With Cabinet Councils of Imperial Heads; read 

I here reſolve on this, as my laſt Judgment; | 
No Power is ſafe, nor no Religion good, 

W hoſe Principles of Growth are Jaid in . 


/ 
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EL L, then be ou his Judges ;what Pretener 
Made them roar out, this Play would give 
Offence? 6 | 
Jad he the Pope's Effigies meant to burn, 
nd kept for Sport his Aſhes in an Urn, 
6 ry if Reliques would perform, at home, 
art half thoſe Miracles they do at Rome; | 
Wore could not- have been ſaid, nor more been done, 
= damn this Play about the Court and Town: © 
Not he had ſhown their Philters, Charms andy 
'. Aa. | : 


| ay conjurd up Pope Jone to pleaſe the Age, =» 


ura NV had her Breeches ſearch'd upon the Stage. 

If 7% then, he brings a Scandal on the Gown, 

Ir, id makes a Prieſt both Leacher and Buffoon: 
V. was no Fool yet ever made a Flamen; 

i Dutneſs quite entail'd upon the Lay-men 

Wy was it ever heard in Rome before, = 

et any Prieſt was queſtion'd for his Whore? 

g more, the horrid Chair the Midnight ſhow—» 

as twas done two hundred Tears ago: 

"8c 0:17 points their ways of murdering then 

ou muſt damn, ſpare the Hiſtortan's Pen, 

nd damn thoſe Rogues that act em ver again. 

t Dominicks, Franciſcans, Hermits, Fryars, 

ball breed no more a Race of Zealous Lyars.; 

Hains, who for Religion's Propagation, 

me here diſguts d in ev ry mean Vocation, 

nd ſit in Stalls to (py upon the Nation. 

a Emiſſaries ſhall their Trade forbear, 

read no more Savoy Reliques, Bones and Hair, 

all ſell no more like Baubles in a Fair: 


4 "4 F 5 Mor 


; 


| 


And not for Cola give bores the Extreme Un | 


"TJ EPILOGUE. 


. under Ground ſpall ceaſe to Earth like . : 
And Father Lewis leeve his lurking Hals 7 
Cet no more Thirty Pounds for 4414 Stor. 
Of freeing a Welch Soul from Purgatory. 
Jieſuits. in Rome ſhallguite [foe their Functio 


— er ar 9 


J - «INOS 

High Engliſh: Whores, that haue all Vices paſt, 
Shall ceafe ta turu true Catholicks at laſh, 
When Poets write, tho by exatteſt Rules, : 
Aud are not judg diy Knaves, and damm d 'by Fool 


ett | 
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| Father of his Country. 
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ectit equos, curruque volans dat lora Secunda. Virg. 14 
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4 To the Right Honourable | | -- +2 _ | 
E181 of Dorſet and Middleſex, 


One of the Gentlemen of His Ma- 
Jeſties Bed-Chamber, &. 


MY LORD, 


S 
' 


— ——— * 


II H an Aſſurance I hope becoming 
sche Juſtice of my Cauſe IL lay this Tra- 
gedy at your Lordſhip's Feet, not as 
a common Perſecution, but as an 
Offering ſuitable to your Virtue, and 
worthy of the Greatneſs of your 
ime. There are ſome Subjects that require but 
f the Strength of a Great Poet, but When 
eece or Old Rome come in play, the Nature, 

t and Vigour of foremoſt Shakeſpear, the Judg- 
nt and Force of Johnſon, with all his bor- 
7ed Maſtery from the Ancients, will ſcarce 
ice for ſo terrible a Grapple. The Poet muſt 
ate his Fancy with the mightieſt Imagination, 
muſt run back ſo many Hundred Fears, take a 
3 F 4 juſt 


dhe Imperial Fury of this Old Roman Gold. Thali 


ing the Voice, or ſtraining the Lungs. In ſhe 


TTP. 
the leaſt Theyght of Ours; for if his Eye ſhoul 
ſwerve fo low, his Mufe will grow giddy will 
the Vaſtneſs of the Diſtance, fall at once, wn 

for ever loſe the Majeſty of the Firſt Deſign. He 
that will pretend to be a Critick of ſuch a W ler 
muſt not have a Grain of Cecilius, he muſt le a 
Longin throughout, or nothing, where even tl 
niceſt, beſt Remarks muſt paſs but for Allay i 


muſt be no Droſs through the whole Maſs, f 1 
Furnace muſt be juſtly heated, and the Bull 
ſtamp'd with an unerring Hand. In ſuch a Will 
ting there muſt be Greatneſs of Thought withol 
Bombaſt, Remoteneſs without Monſtrouſne L. 
Virtue arm'd with Severity, not in Iron Bodiyff 
Solid Wit without Modern Affectation; Smoalf 
neſs without Gloſs, Speaking out without crall 


my Lord, he that will Write as he ought op 
Noble an Occaſion, muſt Write like Yeu. Bu 
fear there are few that know how 10 Copy « 

ſo. Great an Original as your Lordſhip, be — 
there is ſcarce One Genius Extant of your 6 
Size that can follow you paſſebus £quis; thati 
the Felicity and Maſtery of the Old Poets, or « 
half Match the Thoughtfulneſs of your 80 
How far ſhort 1 am caſt of ſuch Inimitable Ex 
lence, I muſt with Shame, my Lord, confeſs I am! 
too too ſenſible. Nature, tis believ'd (if Lam! 
flattered, and da not flatter my ſelf ) has not h 
niggardly to me in the Portion of a Genius, t 
I have. been fo far from improving it, that | 
Half afraid I have loſt of the Principal. It bela 
1 | 


odefi 


aunt. 


And 
Bold 


4 


P 


DEDICATION 


ho then for the Future to look about me, to ſee 
zou ether Lam à Lag in the Race, to look up to 
| 1 Lordſhip, and ſtrain upon the Track of ſo 
g Glory. 1 muſt acknowledge, however I 
Wc bchav'd my ſelf in drawing, nothing ever 
ſented it ſelf to my Fancy with that Solid Plea- - 
eas Brutus did in Sacrificing his Sons. Before 
ead Machivel's Notes upon the Place, I con- 
Wded it the greateſt Action that was ever ſeen 
Woughout all Ages en the greateſt Occafion, For 
„ own Endeavour, I thought I never painted 
vii Man ſo to the Life before. Wes 
| W. 3 | ; 
ths & Tarquinios reges animangue ſuperlam 
nc Letoris Bruti, faſceſyue widere receptos? 
Jodi Infelix utcungue ferent ea facta Minares £ 
moal i | 
No doubt that Divine Poet imagined it might be 
d great for any People but his own, perhaps I have 
| nd it ſo, but Jobnſon's Catiline met no better 
Nee, as his Motto from Horace tells us. 


His non plebecula gaudet, Oc. 


ay, Haleſpear's Brutus with much ado beat 
ſelf into the Heads of a blockiſh Age, fo knot- 
were the Oaks he had to deal with. For my 
n Opinion, in ſpight of all the Obſtacles my 
odefty could raiſe, I could not help inſerting a 
unt in the Title Page, Celoque, GSW. 


And having gain d the Liſt that he deſen d, 
Bold as the Billows driving with the Wind, 
He loos'd the Muſe that wing'd his free-born 

Mind, On 


\ , - 


i 
3 


„„ WEDTCATTON 
On this I arm d, and reſolv'd not to be tir} 
with the little Exceptions of a ſparkiſh Genera 


4 


on, that have an Antipathy to Thought: But ali bs 
how frail are our beſt Reſolves in our own O 
cerns? I ſhow'd no Paſſion outward ; but wheth 2..; 


through an Over-concelt of the Work, or becai 
perhaps there was indeed ſome Merit, the Fu 
burnt inward, and I was troubled for my dun 
Play, like a Father for his dead Child. *Tis 
nough that I have eas d my Heart by this Deda 
tion to your Lordſhip. I comfort my ſelf 1 
whatever our partial Youth alledge, your L 
ſhip will find ſomething in it worth y our Obi 
vation; which with my future Diligence, Re 
lution to Study, Devotion to Virtue, and youll 
Lordſhip's Service, may render me not altogeth 
unworthy the Protection of your Lordſhip, 


little 


8 S.0 HH DD IR RE©RTTTT _I- 


My Lord, 


our Lordſhip's moſt humble 


and devoted Servant, 


Nat: Les. 


-PR0 


PROLOGUE, 
6 Written by Mr, Duke. 0 
WD; bas the Tribe of Poets on the Stage | . 
A CGroan d under perſecuting Criticks Rage; 1 
ib tbe ſound of Railing and of Rb imm 9 
th Bees united by the tinkling Chime, 
are ſtinging Inſects ſwarm the more, 
322 7s greater than it was before. 
5! you leading Voters of the Pit, : 
Wo infect others with your roo much Wit, 
well · a ffected Members do ſeduce, 
auß ih your Malice poyſon balf the Houſe, 
our Ill-manag d Arbitrary Sway 
be 10 more indur d, but ends this Day. 
„ abler Conduct we will chuſe, 
Lore indulgent to a trembling Muſe; „ 
(„. for Ends of Government more fit, | of 8 


„hall Rule the Boxes and the Pit, 

Laws to Love, and Influence to Wit. = 

me one Man of Senſe in all your Roll, 3 

1 ſome one Woman has not made a Fool. Sed ke 
Buſineſs, that intolerable Load, 3 

r which Man does Groan, and yet is Proud. 
b better they can Manage wou d they pleaſe, : 
not their want of Wit, but love of Eaſe. _ = 
ſpite of Art, more Wit in them appears, 7 'Y 
we boaſt ours, and they diſſemble theirs : 95 
once was ours, and ſhot up for a while, 

ballow in à hot and barren Soil; 

when tranſplanted to a richer Ground, 

in their Eden its Perfection found. 

tis but juſt they ſhou'd our Wit invade, 

t we ſer up their painting, patching Trade 

or our Courage, to our Shame tis known, Ts 

hey can mij it, they can pull it down. 

heir own Weapons they our Bullies awe, © \ 
b let them make an Antiſalick Lam, | 
ribe to all Mankind, as well as Plays, | 
wear the Breeches, as they wear the Bays. | | 
| —— Dra- 


PR 
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MEN. 


” Ucius Junius Brutus, 

| Titus, 3 
Tiberius, 
Collatinus ö | 
Valerius, 
Horatius, 
Aquilius. 
Vitellius. 
Junius. 
Fecilian Prieſts, 
Vindicius, 
Fabritius, 
Citizens, Cc . 


WO ME N. 


Sempronia, 
Lucretia, 
Teraminta, 


SCENE ROME: 


Dtramatis Perſonæ. 


Mr. Betty 
Mr. Smith, | 


Mr. ili 


Mr. Percival. Mr. Freeny 


Mr. Willa 


Mr. G:1lou, 


Mr. Nakes, 
Mr, Feron, 


n ſor 
ing t 
Lady $118 lom 
Mrs. Bette = 
Mrs. Bar t, no 
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222 Junius Brutus; 


Yr 


il | 


aj Father of his Country. 
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CTL SCENE 1 


Enter Titus and Teramints. _ 
TITUS. me 


Teraminta, why this Face of Tears? + 
PI Since firſt 1 ſaw thee, till this happy Day, 
Thus haſt thou vaſt thydielancheff | 
Ein in the Court retir'd; ftrerch'd on a Bed 
In ſome dark Room, with all the Curtains 

drawn, 

n ſome Garden o'er a Flowry Bank | 
ing thy y Sorrows in the murm'ring Stream z + = 
me pathleſs Wilderneſs amuft ing, | 3 

king the moſſie Bark of ſome old Tree, 

ooring, like a Sybil, on the Leaves: | 

at, now the Prieſt ſhould join us! O, the Gods? 

it can you proffer me in vaſt Exchange 5 

this enſuing Night? Not all the Days 3 

row ning Kings, of Conquering Generals, 1 

all the Expectation of hereafter, 

h what bright Fame can give in th'other World, 

id purchaſe thee this is Night one Minute from * 
er. 


94 Lucius junius Brutus "i 
Ter. O, Titus! if ſince firſt I ſaw the Light, e. 
Since I began to think on my Misfortunes, r. 
And take a Proſpect of my certain Woes, vn 
If my ſad Soul has entertain'd a Hope 
Of Pleaſure here, or harbour'd any Joy, 

But what the Preſence of my Titus gave me; 

Add, add, you cruel Gods, to what I bear, 

And break my Heart before him. » 
Tit. Break firſt th? eternal Chain; for when thi 


— 


Cold as thou art, I'll warm thee into Bluſhes. 
Tier. © Titus! may 1, ought I to believe you? 
Remember, Sir, I am the Blood of Tarquin; 
The baſeſt too. | WE. 

Tir. Thou art the Blood of Heav'n, 
=_ The kindeft Influence of the teeming Stars: 
No Sccd of Tarquin; no, tis forg'd t' abuſe chee: 
_ A God tby Father was, a Goddeſs was his Wife; 

The Wood-Nymphs found thee on a Bed of Roſe 
Lapt in the Sweets and Beauties of the Spring, 

Diana foſter'd thee with Nectar Dews, 

Thus tender, blooming, chaſte, ſhe gave thee me, 


To build a Temple ſacred to her Name; : ! + Of 
Which I will do, and wed thee there again. 4 
Ter. Swear then, my Titus, ſwear you'll ne'er up ſon 
Swear that your Love ſhall laſt like mine for ever; . Pr! 
No turn of State or Empire, no Misfortune, my 
1 Shall e' er eſtrange you from me: Swear, I ſay; , go | 
_— Thar, if you ſhouldprove falſe, I may at leaſt 4 2 


/ Have ſomething ſtill to anſwer to my Fate; 


12 


* 
— Kos % 


> þ 


Father of bis Country. 5 

ecar, ſwear, my Lord, that you will never hate me, = 

Wt to your Death ſtill cheriſh in your Boſom e 

ee poor, the fond, the wretched Teraminta. 

Ii. Till Death! nay, after Death, if poſſible. 

solve me ſtill with Queſtions of this Nature, - 

W hilc I return my Anſwer all in Oaths: d 

Worc than thou canſt demand I ſwear to do; <3 
is Night, this Night ſhall tell thee how love the: 

hen Words are at a Loſs, and the miite Soul © © 

urs out her ſelf in Sighs and gaſping Joys, ' 

e graſps, the Pangs of Bliſs, and murmuring Pleaſures, 

ou ſhalt confeſs all Language then is vile, 

d yet believe me moſt without my Vowing. 8 

Ener Brutus with a Flamen. 

ſee, my Father with a Flamen here! i 

e Court comes on; let's ſlip the buſie Croud, © ;', 1 

d ſteal into th Eternal Knot of Love. [Exennt, _ * 


Ha. My Lord, he did. ö | 
here he, with Collatine, and many others, 


1? bcen ſome Nights before. 
; brut, Ha! if before, . 5 
y did he come again? 
la. Becauſe, as Rumour ſpreads, | | 
fell moſt paſſionately in Love with her. 
„rt. What then? „ HEE 3 
e, la. Why, is't not ſtrange? | 
Roſs ut. Is ſhe not handſome ? 
— (a. O, very handſome. 7 
55 rut. Then 'tis not ſtrange at all. . | 
e mc, In, for a King's Son to love another Man's, Wife! 
-  * Wy: Sir, l've known the King has done the ſame, 
h, I my ſelf, who am not us'd to caper, 
er uM ſomerimes had th'unlawful Itch upon me: a 
over; prithee Prieſt, come thou and help the Number. 
A my old Boy; the Company is not ſcandalous:  *” 
5 s go to Hell together; confeſs the Truth, . 
7 


ſt thou ne er ſteal from the Gods an Hour, or ſos 
numble a new Prayer —— 


———— — * - 


With 


* 


| 


fp 
- 
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=. My Lord, your Servant. Is thisthe Fool ? 1 
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-  Lucrece is fair; but chaſte, as the fann'd Snow 


»s Lein Tunius Bruins; 


Late entertain d, and carly gone this Morning? f 
Tbe Maro ruffled, wet, and dropping 'Tears, m 
As if ſhe had bolt her Wealth in eoche Bla 
As in the Body, on ſome great Surprize, 


From every part the Life and Spirits down: 


80 lies this Starry, Cold and Frozen Beauty, pac: 
Still warch'd and guarded by her waking Virtue, WF juſt 
A Pattern, tho? I fear mimitable, F Wen un 


All Follies, Scoffs, Reproaches, Pities, Scorns 


-— "CC = i 
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With a young flemiy Whore in 2 Baudy Cottier? H. 
hi. 

et him be What he will, he ſpoke the Truth: Madma 0 
If other Foo be thus, they 'te dangerous Fellows. EH 
Brut. ſolus. Occaſi on ſeems in view; ſomething then 
In Tarquin's laſt Abode at Collatine s: | 


k Storm! 
The Heart ftil} calls from the diſeolour'd Face, | 
80 Lucrece comes to Rome, and fummom all her Bla 


Twice bolted o'er by the bleak Nothern Blafts: 


For all ſucceeding Wives. O Brutus! Brutus! 
When will the tedious Gods permit thy Soul 
To walk abroad in her own Majeſty, 


And throw this Vizor of thy Madneſs from thee? ab. | 
O, what but infinite Spirit, propt by Fate, Lucre 
For Empire's Weight to turn on, could endure, rut. 
As thou haſt done, the Labours of an Age, amo 


Indignirics almoſt ro Blows ſuſtain d. ä Fab. \ 
For twenty preſſing Years, and by a Roman? Prut. | 
To act Deformity in thoufand Shapes, rode 
To pleaſe the greater Monſter of the two, a: B 


Thar cries, bring forth the Beaſt, and let him tumbę ids at 
With all Variety of Aping Madneſs, 
To bray, and bear more than the Aſſes Burden; en ber 
Sometimes to whoor-and ſcream like Midnight Ow P!oki 
Then ſcrew my Limbs like a diſtorted Satyr, 
The World's Grimace, th'cternal Laughing-ftock C. N 
Of Town and Courr, the Block, the Jeſt of Rome; ut. 


Vet all the while not to my deareſt Friend, do the 
To my on Children, nor my Boſome Wife, (em a 
Diſcloſe the weighty Secret of my Soul. EY ) 


/ ' ; * 


— 
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Father of bis Couniry: 297 
Noms, O Mother, be thou th'impartial Judge 

W his be Virtue, which yet wants a N amm. 
Which never ary Age could parallel, 

Ed worthy of the foremoſt of thy Sons. 

mm Enter Horatius, and Mutius. "= 
Wt. Horatius, heard'ſt thou where Sextus was laſt, 
. ves, at Collatia: Tis the Buz of Rowe; [Night? 
more than gueſs'd that there has been foul Play, 
e, why ſhould Lucrece come in this ſad manner © 
old Lucretius Houſe, and ſummon thither 

Ir Father, Husband, each diſtin& Relation? 

7 Enter Fabritius, with Courtiers. wg” 
II. Scatter it through the City, raiſe the People | 
id Valerius out: Away, Horatius. [Exeunt ſeverally." 


: Come, come, we'll divert our ſelves; for tis 
W juſt, that we who fit at the Helm ſhould now a 
n unruffle our State Affairs with the Impertinence of a 

pl. Prithee. Brutus, what's a Clock? | 
rut. Clotho, Lacheſis, Atropos ; the Fates are Three: Let 
m bur ſtrike, and I'll lead you a Dance, my Maſters: 
ab. But hark you, Brutus, doſt thou hear the News 
Lucrece ? . 
Brut. Yes, yes; and I heard of the Wager that was 
among you, among you whoring Lords at the Siege 
dea; ha, Boy! about your handſome Wives. | 
Fab. Well; and how, and how? - wes ; 


> 2 


rut. How you bounë d from the Board, took Horſe, | 


— 


” 


rode like Madmen, to find the gentle Lucrece at Col= _ 
a: But how found her? Why, working with her 
ids at Midnight. Was not this Monſtrous, and quite out 
he Faſhion ? Fine Stuff indeed, for a Lady of Honour, 
en her Husband was out of the way, to fir weaving 
| pinking, and pricking of Arras? Now, by this Light, - 
Lord, your Wife made better uſe of her Pincuſneon. 
ab. My Wife, my Lord? By Mars, my Wife! © 
Nome; Nut. Why ſhould ſhe not, when all the Royal Nur- 
do theſame? What? What, my Lord, did you nor 
dem at it, when you came from Collatia to Rome? 
tins, your Wife; and yours, Flaminius ? with Tullia's 
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ab, Prithee let's talk no more on t. Look, here's Lord 


* — _ 
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Boys, turning the Criſtals up, daſhing the Windo r: 
| od the Tas defying! Now, by the Gods, I thi 7 
' *rwas Civil in you” diſcreetly done, Sirs, not to ine: 
rupt em. Bur for your Wife, Fabritius, VI be ſay 2 
for her, ſhe would not keep em Company. mes 
Fab. No marry would ſhe not; ſhe hates Debauch Ii. 
' How have I heard her Rail at Terentia, and tell rut. 
next her Heart upon the Qualms, that drinking Wil. 
ſo late, and tippling Spirits, would be the Death of 
Brut. Hark you, Gentlemen, if you would bur bel 
cret now, I could unfould ſuch a buſineſs; my.Lifeolif 
a very Plot upon the Court. f 
Fab. Out with it; we ſwear Secreſie. | 1 
Brut. Why thus then. To morow Tullia goes to 
Camp; and I being Maſter of the Houſhold, have c 
mand to ſweep the Court of all its Furniture, al ary! 
ſend it packing to the Wars: Pandars, Sycophants, ul 
ſtart Rogues, fine Knaves, and ſurly Raſcals; Flatten 
eaſie, ſupple, cringing, paſſing, ſmiling Villains; 
all to the. Wars. | 1 
Fab. By Mars, I do not like this Plot. 
Brut. Why, is it not a Plot? A Plot upon your (el 
your Perſons, Families, and your Relations; even 
your Wives, Mothers, Siſters, all your Kindred? 
Whores too are included, Setters too, and Whore- 
curers; Bag and Baggage; all, all to the Wars. i 
_ hence, all Rubbiſh, Lumber out; and not a Bawd 
left behind, to put you in Hope of hatching Wu ar 
1 hereafter. | 9 os 
Fab. Hark, Lartius, he'll run from Fooling to di 
Madneſs, and beat our Brains out. The Devil takel 
. Hindmoſt: Your Servant, ſweet Brutus; Noble, Hon 


rable Brutus. | [Ea hake 

| Enter Titus. h fro 

Tit. Tis done, tis done, Auſpicious Heav'n has joint is 

| / And I this Night ſhall hold her in my Arms. m dex 
Ob, Sir! . ing 
h Brut. Oh, Sir! that Exclamation was too high: k on 
[ | Such Raptures ill become the troubled Times ghr 


No more of 'em. And by the way, my Titus, lood-1 
Renounce your Teramintæ. l 


74 
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of bis on. 


.:. Ha, my Lord! 1 
hid Brut. How now, my Boy? 
nter, Your Counſel comes roo late, Sit. 
u. Your Reply, Sir, 
mes too ill-manner'd, pert and ſawey, Sir. 105 
i. Sir I am Marry'd. 0 Saf 
. What, without my Coowledge? 
. My Lord, I ask your Pardon; but that Hymitn- 1 
e. Thou lyſt: that Honorable God would os 1 
ee ſbavwdy Flamen ſhuffled you together; 
e ol 4 pus locked you, while the Bachanels 1 | 
t g your deteſted Epirhalamium. he! 1 
ich of thy Blood were the curs'd Witneſſes? 
tot o would be there at ſuch polluted Rites 
C orte, Baboons, ſome chatt' ring old Silenus; . | \ 1 
:, ai Satyrs, grinning at your ſlimy Joys? | 1 
ats M. Oh, all the Gods! we Lon your Sons Marry 
7 ar guin's —* 
rut. Baſtard. . 
.. No, his Daughter. 
out. No matter: V | 2 - ol 
any of his Blood; if it be his, | 1 | 
Fre is ſuch natural Contagion in it, | | 
= : Congenial Devil in his Spirit, 
e, Lineage, Stock, that but to own a Part 
bis Relation, is to profeſs thy ſelf | | 
rn Slave of Hell, and Bondman to the Furies. | 
du art not Marry'd. WE | y 
. O, is this poſſible? * = 
Change that I behold? No Patt of him 
ſame; nor Eyes, nor Mien, nor Voice, nor Geſture! 
ut. Oh, that the Gods would give my Arm the * 4 
ſhake this ſoft, effeminate, lazy Soul  .. 
h from thy Boſom. No, degenerate Boy, 
is not the ſame; the Gods have wak' him | | 
n dead Stupidity, to be a Scourge, 
ing Torment to thy Diſobedience. + 
k on my Face, view my Eyes flame, and tell me ' 
ght thou ſeeſt but Glory and Revenge, JEN, 95 
lood-ſhot Anger, and a burſt of Fury, A 8, 
G 2 When 
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Fes, yes, my Lord, 1 have a thouſand Frailties; 


As not to have divulg'd them. 


Bee ſatisfy d thou art the firſt that know'ſt me: 
A thouſand Accidents and fated Cauſes 


Of Junius Brutus catches bright Occaſion. 


1 DO Lucius Junius Brutus; 
When I but think of Tarquin. Damn the Monſter; 
Fetch him, you Judges of th' eternal Deep, 
Arraign him, [tain him, plunge him in double Fir 
If after this thou ſeeſt a Tenderneſs, l 
A Woman's Tear come o'er my Reſolution, 7 
Think, Titus, think, my Son, tis Nature's Fault, 
N 2 Roman Brutiis, but a Father now. ; 
it. Oh, let me fall low as the Earth permits me, 
And thank the Gods for this moſt happy Change, 
That you are now, altho' ro my Confuſion, 
That awful, Godlike, and Commanding Brutus, 1 
Which I fo oft have wiſh'd you; which ſometimes 
I thought imperfectly you were, or might be, 1 
When I have taken unawares your Soul « 
At a broad Glance, and forc'd her to retire. _ = 
Ah, my dear Lord, you need not add new Threat 4 
New Marks of Anger to compleat my Ruin, L 
Your Titus has enough to break his Heart, 
When he remembers that you durſt not truſt him: 


The Mould you caſt me in, the Breath, the Blood, 
And Spirit which you gave me, are unlike _ -- 
The Godlike Author; yet you gave'em, Sir: 
And ſure, if you had pleas'd to honour me, 
Timmortalize my Name to after Ages, | 

By imparting your high Cares, I ſhould have found 
At leaſt ſo much Hereditary Virtue | 


Brut. Riſe, my Son; 


Ruth againſt every Bulwark 1 can eaiſe, 

And half unhinge my Soul. For now's the time, 
To ſhake the Buliding of the Tyrant down. 

As from Night's Womb the glorious Day breaks io 
And ſeems to kindle from the ſetting Stars: 
So from the Blackneſs of young Tarquins Crime 
And Furnace of his Luſt, the Virtuous Soul 


I ſee tlie Pillars of his Kingdom totter: 
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Father of his Country. 101 
e Rape of Lucrece is the Midnight Lanthorn 
hat lights my Genius down to the Foundation. "Þ 
ave me to Work, my Titus; O, my Sonz 
r from this Spark a Lightning ſhall ariſe, 
at muſt ere Night purge all the Roman Air: 
ad then the Thunder of his Ruin follows, 
more; bur haſte thee to Lucretivs: : 
ne, car the Multitude, and muſt among them. 
1 Fay, my Son. PE | e 
i. Bound, and obedient ever. ' © [Eri z 
: Enter Vinditius with Plebeians. — 
We Cir. Jupiter, defend us! I think the Firmament is b— 
Jona light Fire. Now, Neighbour, as you were 
Woe, as to the Cauſe of Lightning and Thunder, and 
the Nature of Prodigies.” © © 
Wir. What! a Taylor, and talk of Lightning and 
Wunder? Why, thou walking Shred, thou moving 
tom, thou upright Needle, thou ſhaving edging 
rr, chou Flip-flap of a Man, thou vaulting Flea, 
u Nit, thou Nothing, doſt thou talk of Prodigies 
en I am by? O zempora! O mores! But, Neighbours, 
was ſaying, what think you of Valerius? 
lll. Valerius, Valorius ! 9 
in. I know you are piping hot for Sedition; you 
for Rebellion: But what's the near? For look you, 
„ we the People in the Body Politick are bur the 
s of Government; therefore we may rumble and 
mble, and croke our Hearts out, if we have never 2 
id: Why, how ſhall we be nouriſh'd? Therefore 
y, let us get us a Head, a Head, my Maſters. I 
ut. Protect me, Fove, and guard me from the Fantom! 
this ſo horrid Apparition be? | | 
is it but the making of my Fancy? 4 
in. Ha, Brutus! What, where is this Apparition? 
Cit. This is the Tribune of the Celeres; br 
otahle Head - piece, and the King's Jeſter. 
ut. By Fove, a Prodigy ! 
ind. Nay, like enough; the Gods are very angry, 
ow they are, they told me fo themſelves; 
look you, Neighbours, I for my own Part [a half. 
e ſeen to Day — and Nineteen Prodigies and 
| G 3 Brut. 
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What, art thou blind? Why, yonder, all o Fire; 


O Neighbours, look, look, look, on his filthy Noſiri 
Like a burning Caldron: With ſuch a ſwinging Tal, Þ 


_ »- Intends this Night to give them an Oration, 


And burſt the Hearts of thoſe that have defery'd rhe! 


102 Lucius Junius Brutus; 
Brut. But this is a whole one. O moſt hortible! 
Look, Vinditius, yonder, o er that part | 
O' th' Capitol, juſt, juſt there, Man, yonder, look, 
Vin. Ha, my Lord! | 
Brut. I always took thee for a quick-ſighted Fella 


It vomits Lightning; tis a monſtrous Dragon - 
Fin. O, I ſee it: O Jupiter and Juno! By the Gods I ſei 


T has Eyes like flaming Saucers; and a Belly 


And O, a thing, a thing that's all o Fire! 
Brut. Ha! now it fronts us with a Head that's mai 
Wich Tarquin's Name: And ſee, tis Thundersſtrud| 
Look yonder how it whizzes through the Air! 
The Gods have ftruck it down; 'tis gone, tis vaniſhi 
O! Neighbours, what, what ſhould this Portent me 
Vin. Mean! why, it's plain; did we not ſee theM 
Upon the Beaſt? 7arguirn's the Dragon, Neighbour, 
Tarquin's the Dragon, and the Gods ſhall ſwinge hin 
Al. A Dragon, a Tarquin. 0 
7 Ciz. For my Part | ſaw nothing. is 
Vin. How, Rogue? Why, this is Prodigy on Prod 
Down with him, knock him down; what, not ſet 
Dragon? . | 
1 Cit. Mercy: 1 did, I did; a huge monſtrous Dr 
Brut. So; not a word of this, my Maſters, not fory 
Lives? . * 
Meet me anon at the Forum; but not a Word. 
Vinditius, tell em the Tribune of the Coleres 


[Ex. Vindit. and k. 

Euter Lucrece, Valerius, Lucretius, Mutius, He 
minius, Horatius, Titus, Tiberius, Collatinus. 
Brut. Ha! in the open Air? So near, you Gods! 
So ripe your Judgments? Nay, then let em break, 


Lucr. O Collatme! Art thou come? 
Alas, my Husband! O my Love! my Lord! 


Father of his. Conntry. i, 


Coll. O Lucrece! See, I have obey'd thy Summons: * _ 
ave thee in my Arms; but ſpeak, my Fair 

Wy, is all well? FF 

Lucr. Away, and do not touch me: 1111 6 

Wand near, but touch me not. My Father tool! 

cretius, art thou here? 5 * 

W Luc. Thou ſeeſt | am. 1555 

aſte, and relate thy lamentable Story. 4 3 

Luer. If there be Gods, O; will not they revenge me? 

aw near, my Lord; for ſure you have a Share 

theſe ſtrange Woes. Ah, Sir, what have you done? 

[hy did you bring that Monſter of Mankind  ' 
e other Night, to curſe Gllatzia's Walls? : | 

hy did you blaſt me with that horrid Viſage, : 

d blot my Honour with the Blood of Targuin? 

Gil. O all the Gods! | en 


_ | Alas, they are far offi ot ei ; 1 
held ſure they would have help'd the wretched Lucrecs. = 
' * ar then aud tell it to the wondring World, | 0 


ſt Night the Luſtful Bloody Sextus came 
te, and benighred, to Cyllatia, . 
ending, as he ſaid, for Rome next Morning; 

t in the dead of Night, juſt when ſoft Sleep | 
id ſeal d my Eyes, and quite becalm'd my Soul; 
ethought a horrid Voice thus thunder'd in my Ear, | 


— 


crece, thou' rt mine, ariſe and meet my Arm; r]ĩx’0.ᷣ 


Lei hen ſtrait I wak'd, and found young Tarquin by me, 4 
t herß Robe unbutton'd, red and Garklin Lys, 7 7 -* 
e fluſhing Blood that mounted in his Face, 4 
etrembling Eagerneſs that quite deyour'd him \ 
ith only one grim Slave that held a Taper, 
40 that dead Sülinelz of the murd ring Night, =. © 
nel ociently declar'd his horrid Purpole © 
gs 1 Gl. O, Lucrece, O! - „ | 
80 %. How is it poſſible to ſpeak the Faſſion, oY 
„ Fright, the Throes, and Labour of my SoulF e e 
7 * . Cllatine! half dead I rurn'd away 6 


"'W hide my Shame, my Anger, and my Bluſhes, | 
hile he at firft with a diſſembled Mildnels © 
tempted on my Honour z=— N 


104 Lucius Junius Brutus 
But haſtily repuls'd, and with Diſdain, = 
He drew his Sword, and locking his Left Hand 
Faſt in my Hair, he held it to my Breaft : 
en rage Gods, tbe Ficnds and Furies, 
fl refus'd him he would give me Death, 
And ſwear he found me with that Swarthy Slave, 
. Whom he would leave there murder'd by my Side. 
Brut. Villain! Damn'd Villain! 
Lucr. Ah Collatine! Oh Father! Junius Brutus! 
All that are kin to this diſhonour'd Blood, 
How will you view me now? Ah, how forgive me? 
Vet think nat, Collatins, with my laſt Tears, 
With theſe laſt Sighs, theſe dying (Groans, I beg you, 
Aldo conjure my Love, my Lord, my Husband 
«| O think me not conſenting once in Thought, 
| 1 'Tho' he in Act poſleſs'd his furious Pleaſure : 
For, oh the Name! the Name of an Afultrcſs!— 
But here] faint? Oh help me: 
Imagine me, my Lord, but what I was, 
And what I ſhortly ſhall bez cold and dead. 
Coll. Oh you avenging Gods! Lucrece z my Love, 
I ſwear I do not think thy Soul conſenting ; 
And therefore I forgive thee. 
Lucr, Ah, my Lord! 
Were l to live, bow ſhould I anſwer this? 
- All that I ask you now is to revenge me; 
Revenge me, Father, Husband, oh revenge me; 
Bevenge me, Brutus; you his Sons revenge me; 
Herminius, Mutius, thou Horatius too; 
And thou Yalerius; all; revenge me all- 
Revenge the Honour of the Raviſh'd Lucrece. 
All. We will Revenge thee. 
Tucr. I thank you all; I thank you, noble Rowan! 
And that my Life, tho? well I know you wiſh it, 
May not hereafter ever give Example 
Io any that, like me, ſhall be diſhonour d, 
To live beneath ſo loath'd awInfamy 
Thus I for eyer looſe ir, thus ſer free 
' My Soul, my Life and Honour all together : | 
Pevenge me; Oh Revenge, Revenge, Revenge. [7 
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Father of his Country, 105 
Struck to the Heart, already motionleſs, _ _ 0 
I. O give me way t embalm her with my Tears; 

r who has that Propriety of Sorrow? NY 
ho dares to claim an equal Share with me? 
Brut. That, Sir, dare I; and every Roman here. 
hat now? At your Laments? Your puling Sighs? 

d Womans Drops? Shall theſequir Scores for Blood? 
r Chaſtity, for Rome, and violated Honour ? 
yy, by the Gods, my Soul diſdains your Tears: 
\cre's not a common Harlor in the Shambles 
t for a Drachm ſhall ourweep you all. 
vance the Body nearer: See, my Lords, . 

old, you dazled Romant, from the Wound 
this dead Beauty, thus I draw the Dagger, 
ſtain'd and recking with her Sacred Blood, 
us to my Lips I put the hallow'd Blade, 
— $ yours Lictetius, Collatinus yours; — 
yours Hermjnius, Mutius, and Horatius, 
d yours Valerius: Kiſs the Ponnyard round: _ 
dw join your Hands with mine, and ſwear, ſwear all, 
this chaſte Blood, chaſte ere the Royal Villain 
xt his foul Spirits with the ſpotleſs Maſs, 
ear, and let all the Gods be Witneſſes, 
at you with me will drive proud Tarquin out, 
Wife, th' Imperial Fury, and her Sons, 
th all the Race; drive em with Sword and Fire 

the World's Limits, Profiigate accurſt: | 

ar from 3 never to fuſer them, 
r any other King, to reign Roms. — 
Il We 5 * , 
gur. Well have you fworn ; and oh, methinks I ſee 
e hovering Spirit of the raviſſid Matron 6 
dk down; ſhe bows her A” Head to bleſs you, 
d Crown th' Auſpicious Srament with Smiles. 

us with her Body high expos'd to View, | 

rch to the Forum with this Pomp of Death. yn 
ucrece! OB! | | | 
en to the Clouds thy Pile of Fame is rais'd 
Ne Fons is free thy Memory ſhall be prais'd: 


e? 


ole 


10 Lucius Junius Brutus; 


IB Senate and People, Wives and Virgins all, 
Shall oncea Year before thy Statue fall; | 
9 Curſing the Tarquins, they thy Fate ſhall mourn: 
But, when the Thoughts of Liberty return, 15 
| Shall bleſs rhe happy Hour when thou wert * 12 
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SCENE The Forum. 


- Tiberius, Fabritius, Lartius, Flaminius. 
Tih. LAbritius, Lartius, and Flaminius, | 
3 As you are Romans, and oblig'd by TarquhMWi y. 
T dare confide in you; I ſay again, 
T ho' I could not refuſe the Oath he gave us, u th 
I diſapprove my Father's Undertaking: ole 
I'm Loyal to the laſt, and ſo will ſtand: 
1 am in haſte, and muſt to Tullia. 1 
- Fab. Leave me, my Lord, to deal with the Multi 
Tib. Remember this in ſhort. A King is one 1 he 
To whom you may complain when you are wrong l, th 
The Throne lyes open in your Way for Juſtice: 
You may be angry, and may be forgiven, ave l 
There's room for Favour, and for Benefit, E. 
Where Friends and Enemies may come together, I aſon: 
Have preſent Hearing, preſent Compoſition, | | 
Without recourſe to thaſſtutigious Laws; ght g 
Laws that are cruel, de incxorable, - - KH wit 
Luhat caſt the Vile and Noble all together; 
| Were, if you ſhould exceed the Bounds of Order, 
_ . . There is no Pardon: O! tis dangerous, utter c 
= To have all Actions judg u by rigorous Law. ; 
What, to depend on Innocence alone, 
Among ſo many Accidents and Errors 
That wait on Human Life? Conſider it; 
Stand faſt, be Loyal, I muſt to the Queen: 
Frl.ab. A pretty Speech, by Mercury! Look peace 
Tarrius, when the Words lye like a low WIe 
round, cloſe and ſhort, ſquar, pat and pithy. 
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Father of bis Com. wow 
. But what ſhould we do here, . Fabritius? The 


ultitude will tear us in Piece. 
25. "Tis true, Lartius, the Multitude is a mad thing? 
range blunder- headed Monſter, and very ans * 
t Eloquence, is ſuch a thing, a fine, moving, florid. 
hetical Speech! But ſee, the Hidra comes: Let me 1 
ne; fear not, I ſay fear not. Ee eh 
Enter Vinditius, with Plebeians. 
in. Come, Neighbours, rank your ſelves, plant 
Ur ſelves, ſer your ſelves in Order, the Gods are very "I" 
ry, I'll fay that for em: Pough, pough, I begin to 
at already; and they'll find us Work enough to | 
„ Tn tell you that. And to ſay Truth, I never lied 
uin, before I ſaw the Mark in his Forehead: For 
K you, Sirs, I am a true Commonwealthſman, and 
not naturally love Kings, tho' they be good; for 
y ſhould any One Man have more Power than the 1 
ele? Is he bigger, or wiſer than the People? Hs i 
more Guts, or more Brains than the People? What 
he do for the People, that the People can't do for 
mſelves? Can he make Corn grow in a F amine? 
1 he give us Rain in Drought? Or make our Pats \ 
I, tho' the Devil piſs in the Fire? -.. "= 
Cir. For my part, 1 hate all Courtiers; and I think ü 
ave Reaſon forr. pus = 3 
2 „Fhou Reaſon? Well, Taylor, and what's thy 1 
alon? „ 1 
Cit. Why, Sir, there was a Crew of em t'othex 0 
be got drunk, broke wy Windows, and handled * a 
in. How, Neighbours? Nay, now the Fellow has f 
aſon, look you: His Wife handled ! Why, this is 4 
atter of Moment. 34 +. _s 
| Cir. Nay, I know there were ſome of the Prin- | 
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, for I heard Sextus his Nane. 
Vin. Ay, ay, the King's Sons, my Life fort; ſome of 
> King's Sons. Wall theſe roaring Lords never do 


Good among us Citizens: They ate ever breaking | 
Peace, running in our Debts, and ſwinging our WV %g i 


Fab. * 
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| 
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| 108 Lucius Junius Brutus 
' | © Fab. How long at length, thou many-headed Monſi 
Vou Bulls, and Bears, you roaring Beaſts and Banda 
Porters and Coblers, Tinkers, Taylors, al! 'n 
You Raſcally Sons of Whores in a Civil Governmeglfi 
How long, | ſay, dare you abuſe our Patience? 
Does not the Thought of Rods and Axes fright you 
Does not our Preſence, ha, theſe Eyes, theſe Faces 
Strike you with trembling? Ha! 
Vin. Why, what have we here? a very Spit- fire; th 
Crack fart of the Court. Hold, let me ſee him near 
Yes, Neighbours, this is one of em, one of your Rolf 
_ ing Squires that poke us inthe Night, beat the Wad 
and deflower our Wives. I know him, Neighbou 
for all his Bouncing and his Swearing; this is a Cou 
Pimp, a Pawd, One of Tarquin's Bawds. | 
Fab. Peace thou obſtreperous Raſcal; I am a M 
of Honour. One of the Equeſtrian Order, my Nan 


Fabritius, 
=_ Vin. Fabritius ! Your Servant, Fabritius. Down vi eg 
_— him, Neighbours; an upſtart Rogue; this is he thi in 1 

il Was the Queen's Coachman, and drove the Chariot wi, 
ver her Father's Body; Down with him, down with ur 
all; Bawds, Pimps, Pandars. ——_ 
Fab. U Mercy, Mercy, Mercy! | 15. 

J. in, Hold, Neighbours, hold: As we are Gre 7 

let us be Juſt, You, Sirrahz you of the Equeſina a 

Order, Knight? Now, by Joue, he has the Look d 5 9 
Pimp; I find we can't fave him, Riſe, Sir Knig * 5 
= \ anqd tell me before the Majeſty of the People, what hai 9 e 19 
1 ! you to ſay, that you ſhould not have your Neck bro age 
is down the Tarpeian Rock, your Body burnt, and yol 15 | 
= | Aſhes thrown in the Tiber? | 56.08 
= Fab. Oh! oh! oh! | ** 
: | 8 Vin. A Courtier! a Sheep-biter. Leave off J N 00 


=_ blubbering, and confeſs, * 
3 Fab. Oh! I will confeſs, I will confeſs. 
| Vin. Anſwer me then. Was not you once ! 


* 


Queen's Coachman ? 
Fuͤab. I was, I Was. 


Or 


ba Father of his Country. 


Vin. Did you not drive her Chariot over the Body 
her Father, the dead King Tullus? 9 


Vin. So much the worſe. Have you not ſinde a- 
ſed the good People, by ſeducing the Citizens Wives 


Fab. I have, I have. 5 70 „ 
iin. Have you not wickedly held the Door, while 
Wc Daughters of the wiſe Citizens have had their Vet- 
Ws broken up? _ „„ . 
Fab. Oh, I confeſs many a time and often. 


ghly deſerving of the Commonwealth, you have re- 
v'd the Honour of Knighthood? | TY 
Fab.” Mercy, Mercy, 1 confeſs it all. | | 
.. Hicherto 1 have helpt you to ſpell, now pray 
t together for your ſelf, and confeſs the whole Mat- 
in Three Words. BEE 


, o 


c b. I was at firſt the Son of a Carman, came tothe 


— 


Tab. Oh Mercy! Help, help. 
Vin. Hang em, Rogues, Pimps, hang em I ſay 


oy hy, look you, Neighbours, this is Law, Right, and 
1 ſtice: This is the Peoples Law, and I think that's 
0 4 tter than the Arbitrary Power of Kings. Why, here 
d e Trial, Condemnation, and Execution, without 


dre ado, Hark, hark, what have we here? Look, 
k, the Tribune of the Celeres/ Bring forth the Pul- 
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1 Fab. 1 did, I did; tho it went againſt my Conſcience. 


Court for the King's Sons? Have you not by you—ũĩ 
awds Tricks been the occaſion of their making Aſſaule 
the Bodies of many a virtuous diſpos'd Gentle woman? 


Yin. For all which Services to your Princes, and ſo 


% 
Ie es —_— 


N 
[ 


N 
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110 Lueius Junius Brutus; 
| 44 Trumpity, ſound a Dead March. 


Cl 

Enter Brutus, Valerius, Herminius, Mutius, Horau F 

| Lucretius, Collatinus, Tiberius, Titus, with the f 

F Lucrece. , 7; | * 

5 Val. 1 charge you Fathers, Nobles, Romans, Friend * 

ET Magiſtrates, all you People, hear Valerius. alli. 
This Day, O Romans, is a Day of Wonders, r. 
= The Villanies of Tarquin are compleat: - ro 
g To lay whoſe Vices open to your View, Wat t 
—_ . To give you Reaſons for his Baniſiment, t to 
Wich the Expulſion of his wicked Race, bla. 
I) bc Gods have choſen Lucius Junius Brutus, o dr 
The ſtupid, ſenſeleſs, and illiterate Brutus, W ſuch 
Their Orator in this prodigious Cauſe: Stec 
3 Let him aſcend, and Silence be proclaim'd. Nas 
Vin, A Brutus, a Brutus, a Brutus! Silence ther yer 

Silence, I ſay, Silence on Pain of Death. ill th 

4 Brut. Patricians, People, Friends, and Romans iii ding 
8 Had not th' inſpiring Gods by Wonder brought m king 
|; From clouded Senſe, to this full Day of Reafon, h pot 
Whence, with a Prophet's Proſpe&, I behold W thoſ 
The State of Rome, and Danger of the World; Public 
Let in a Cauſe like this, methinks the weak, Wis 01 
Enervate, ſtupid Brutus might ſuffice: ' e and 

O the Eternal Gods! Bring but the Statues then 
Of Romulus and Numa, plant em here PT. 1. A) 
On either Hand of this cold Roman Wife, then, 

Only to ſtand and point that Publick Wound; it. 1 
O Romans, Oh, what Uſe would be of Tongues! t Tor 
= 2 W hat Orator need ſpeak while they were by? Al. 
Mould not the Majeſty of ec 0d Forms ut. Y 
Inſpire your Souls, and arm you for the Cauſe? $ Ford 
Would you not curſe the Author of the Murder, {WConqu 
And drive him from the Earth with Sword and Fügt are 
But where, methinks I hear the People ſhour, Slaves 
I hear the Cry of Rome, where is the Monſter? Soldie 


Bring Tarquin forth, bring the Deſtroyer out, ers of 
By whoſe curs'd Off-ipring, Luſtful Bloody Sæxtun ¶ d you 
This perfect Mould of Roman Chaſtity, - e you 


| 3 
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s Star of ſpotleſs and immortal Fame, 

is Pattern for all Wives, the Roman Lucrece, 

as foully brought to a diſaſt'rous End. | 

in. O, Neighbours, oh! I bury'd ſeven Wives with 

y, I never wept before in all my Life. [out crying, 

ut. O the Immortal Gods, and thou great Stayer 

Jalling Rome, if to his own Relations, | 

r Collatinus is a Tarquin too,) - 

WV rongs ſo great to them, to his own Blood, 

War then to us, the Nobles and the Commons? 

t to remember you of his paſt Crimes, 

black Ambition of his furious Queen, 

Wo drove her Chariot through the Cyprian Street, 
ſuch a damn'd Deſign as might have turn'd 
Steeds of Day, and ſhock'd the ſtarting Gods, 

as they are, with an uneaſie Moment: | 

yet to this, oh? add the horrid Slaughter 

Wl the Princes of the Roman Senate, 

ding Fundamental Right and Juſtice, 

rt me Sking the ancient Cuſtoms, Statutes, Laws, 

Wh poſitive Pow'r, and arbitrary Luſt; | 

W thoſe Affairs which were before diſpatch'd . = 

Fublick by the Fathers, now are forc'd | il 

Wis own Palace, there to be determin'd DE ö 

Pe and his Portentous Council pleaſe. i 

then for you. 

u. Ay, for the People, come, 

then, my Mirmydons, to pot with him. 


Ati 


1 \ 


; it. I fay, if thus the Nobles have been wrong d, | 
ues! It Tongue can ſpeak the Grievance of the People? | 
> . Alas, poor People! 2 | 
* ut. You that were once a Free · born People, fam d 1 


s Forefather's Days for Wars abroad, _ | 

Conquerors of the World; Oh Rome! Oh Glory! | 

ad Fut are you now? What has the Tyrant made you? | 

Slaves, the Beaſts, the Aſſes of the Earth, 

Soldiers of the Gods mechanick Labourers, - | 

vers of Water, Taskers, Timber-fellers, 

Sextun d you like Bulls, his very Jades for Luggage, 

ſe you with Scourges down to dig in Quarries, 1 
0 


og 
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Io cleanſe his Sinks, the Scavengers o' th' Court; 
While his lewd Sons, tho' not on Work fo hard, 
Employ'd your Daughters and your Wives at Home 
Fin. Yes, marry did they. „ 
Brut. O all the Gods! What are you Romans? Hi 
If this be true, why have you been ſo backward? 
Oh ſluggiſh Souls! Oh Fall of former Glory! 


ſt wi 
pu G 
jou F 
xt v 
at By 
r to 


rut. 

That would not rouze unleſs a Woman wak'd you! aſpire 
Behold ſhe comes, and calls you to revenge her; ke m 
Her Spirit hovers in the Air, and cries g let 
To Arms, to Arms; drive, drive the Tarquins out. no 
Behold this Dagger, taken from her Wound, pine 
She bids you fix this Trophy on your Standard, ö reac 
This Poniard which ſhe ſtabb'd into her Heart, Guil, 
Ard bear her Body in your Battel's Front: th a | 
Or will you ſtay till Tarquin does return, make 
To ſee your Wives and Children dragg'd about, him 
Your Houſes burnt, the Temples all profan'd, Ch: 
The City fill'd with Rapes, Adulteries, ile w 
The Tiber choak'd with Bodies, all the Shores Wiring 
And neighb'ring Rocks beſmear'd with Roman Blooiolve t 
Vin. Away, away, let's burn his Palace firſt. it th 
Brut. Hold, hold, my Friends; as I have been th Inſp]. A 
Of this molt juſt Revenge, ſo I intreat you, I Maled 
Oh worthy Romans, take me with you till - ink tl 
Drive Tullia out, and all of Tarquin's Race; Crow 
Expel em without Damage to their Perſons, rut, C 
Tho? not without Reproach. Vinditius, you th the 
I rruſt in this: So proſper us the Gods, Il as y 
Proſper our Cauſe, proſper the Common-wealth, War; 
Guard and defend the Liberty of Rome. leave 
Vis. Liberty, Liberty, Liberty. 12 
All. Liberty, Se. LEA. T. 


Val. O Brutus, as a God we all ſurvey thee; 
Let then the Gratitude we ſhould expreſs | 
Be loſt in Admiration. Well, we know t. 7 
Virtue like thine, ſo fierce, ſo like the Gods, | 
That more than thou preſents we could not bear, 
Looks with Diſdain on Ceremonious Honours ; 
Therefore accept in ſhort the Thanks of Rome: 1 the. 

| — . | 0L, 1 


Father of his Country: © N * "9M 


ſt wich our Bodies thus we worſhip thee, 

gu Guardian Genius of the Commonwealth, 

me. ou Father and Redeemer of thy Country; 
rt ve, as Friends, with equal Arms embrace thee, 

Hit Brutus may remember, tho? his Virtue 

Ir to the Gods, he is a Roman ſtill. 

Brut. And when I am not ſo, or once in Thought /-+ 

ſpire the Bondage of my Countrymen, 

ke me, you Gods; rear me, O Romans, piece-mealy 

| let your Brutus be more loath'd than Tarquin. Fs 

now to thoſe Affairs that want a View. 

zine then the Fame of what is done 

; reach'd to Ardee, whence the trembling King, 

Guilt and Nature quick and apprehenſive, 

th a bent Brow comes poſt for his Revenge; 

make Examples of the Mutiniers: a 

him come on. Lucretius, to your Care 
Charge and Cuſtody of Rome is given, 33 

ile we, with all the Wag, that can be rais d, 

ing the Targuins on the common Road, 

Blooliolve to join the Army at the Camp: 

at thinks Valerius of the Conſequence? 

al. As of a lucky Hit. There is a Number 

Malecontents that wiſh for ſuch a Time: 

link that only Speed is neceſſary 

Crown the whole Event. 

ut. Go then your ſelf, 

th theſe Aſſiſtants, and make inſtant Head 

Il as you can, Numbers will not be wanting 

thy Mats his Field; I have but ſome few Orders 

leave with Titus that muſt be diſpers'd, 

Brutus ſhall attend you. 

a. The Gods direct you. | 

[Exeunt with the Body of Luctece: 
Manent Brutus, and Titus. 

mt, Titut, my Son? © ve 

t, My ever honour'd Lord. 3 | 

ur, 1 think, my Titus, MT” 
by the Gods, I dare proteſt i it to thee, es + 


ve thee more than an of m Children... 3 
L. II. TH $$ „ 


ut. 
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Tit. How, Sir, oh how, my Lord, have 1 deſerv'od 
Brut. Therefore | love thee more, becauſe, my 8 
Thou haſt deſerv'd it; for to ſpeak ſincerely, | 
/ There's ſuch a Sweetnels {till in all thy Manners, 
An Kir ſo open, and « Brow ſo clear, 
A Temper ſo remov'd from Villany, 
With ſuch a manly Plainnels in thy Dealing, 
That not to love thee, O my Son, my Titus, 
Were to be envious of ſo great a Viitue.. 4 
Tir. O all the Gods, where will this Kindneſs af 
Why do you thus, O my too gracious Lord, b 


Diſſolve at once the Being that you gave me; b Caſl 
Unleſs you mean to ſcrew me to Perfor mance dwn t. 
Beyond the reach of Man hoſe 
Ah why, my Lord, do you oblige me more hou 
Than my Humanity can cer return? ich 
Brut. Yes, Titus, thou conceiv'ſt thy Father rig ou ſt 
T find our Genii know each other well; | Tit, ( 
And Minds, my Son, of our uncommon Make, give 
When once the Mark's in View, never ſhoot wide, e to 
Bur in a Line come level to the Whate, 22 
And hit the very Heart of our Deſign; „ Ti 
Then to the ſhocking Purpoſe. Once again ope 
I ſay, I ſwear, L love thee, O my Son; grap 
/ Tlike thy Frame, the Fingers of the Gods out t 
I ſee have left their Maſtery upon thee; ſtrug 
They have been tapering up thy Raman Form, d tug 
And the Majeſtick Prints at large app-ar: I ba 
Yet ſomething they have left for me to finiſh, d as 
Which thus I preſs thee to, thus in my Arms ſet y 
I faſhion thee, I mould thee to my Heart. is ſpe 
What? Doſt thou kneel? Nay, ſtand up now a X08 mak 
Shake from thy Lids that Dew that hangs upon en ou v 
And anſwer to th' Auſterity of my Virtue. Ir. C 
Tit. If I muſt die, you Gods, Jam prepar'd: h 1a | 
Let then my Fate ſuffice; but do not rack me Bru. 
With ſomething more. . is tha 
Brut. Titus, as I remember, dre tl 
| You told me yon were Marry'd. tler 
Tit; My Lord, I did. ll o'c 


Brur. To Teraminta, Targuin's natural Dayghter, 
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vd 
y or Tirus, Sir, your moſt unhappy Son, (6 

Join d for ever. | "103 
Brut. Nog Titus, not for ever. 
ot but I know the Virgin Beautiful; 
r did oft converſe her when | ſeem d 
ot to converſe at all: Yet more, my Son; 
hink her chaſtely Good, moſt ſweerly Fram'd; 
ithout the ſmalleſt Tincture of her Father; 
t, Titus, — Ha! What, Man? What, all in Tears? 
t thou ſo ſoft, that only faying yer 
u daſh'd thee thus? Nay, then L' plunge thee down: 
wn to the bottom of this foohfh Stream, 
hoſe Brink thus makes thee rremble. No, my Song 
hou art mine thou art not Tereminta s. 
if thou art, I {wear thou muſt not be, 
jou ſhalt not be hereafter. 
it. O the Gods! 3 | 
reive me, Blood and Duty, all Reſpects 
tc to a Father's Name, not Teraminta's! 
Put. No, by the Gods I ſwear, not Teraminta s; 
„ Titus, by th' Eternal Fates, that hang 
ope Auſpicious o'er the Head of Rome, 
grapple with thee on this Spot of Earth 
bout this Theme till one of us fall Dead: 
ſtruggle with thee for this Point of Honour 
d tug with Teraminta for thy Heart, 
I have done for Rome; Yes, ere we part, 
Fd as you are by Wedlock join'd and faft, 
ſer you far aſunder: Nay, on this, 2 9 
is ſpotted Blade, bath'd in the Blood of Lucrece, 
make thee ſwear on this thy Wedding Night 
zou wilt not touch thy Wife. | 
ir. Conſcience, Heart and Bowels, 
h 1a Man? Have I my Fleſh about me? 
Brut. I know thou haſt too much of Fleſh about thee; 
s that, my Son, that and thy Blood | fear, 
dre than thy Spirit, which is truly Roman 
t ler the heated Channels of thy Veins 
er, I ſtill am obſtinat} im this: e e 
H 2 Thou 


my 


* 


N 


ter 
zb ; 


\ 
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Thou ſhalt renounce thy Father or thy Love. 
Either reſolve to part with Teraminta, 


To ſend her forth, with Tullia, to her Father, * 
Or ſhake Hands with me, part, and be accurs'd . 
Make me believe thy Mother play d me falſe, 4 2 
And, in my Abſence, ſtamp'd thee. with a Targuin, vs , 


Tit. Hold, Sir, I do conjure you by the Gods 
Wrong not my Mother, tho' you doom me dead; 
Curſe me nor till you hear what I reſolve; _ 
Give me a little time to rouze my Spirits, 
To muſter all the Tyrant-man about me, 
All that is fierce, auſtere, and greatly cruel, 
To Titus and his Teraminta's Ruin. 
Brut. Remember me; look on thy Father's Suff rin 
What he has born for Twenty rolling Years; 
If thou haſt Nature, Worth, or Honour in thee, 
The Contemplation of my cruel Labours 
Will ftir thee up to this new Act of Glory: 
Thou want'ſt the Image of thy Father's, Wrongs; Wh Farth 
O rake it then, reflected with the Warmth 
Of all the Tenderneſs that I can give thee: 
Perhaps it ſtood in a wrong Light before, 
III try all Ways to place it to Advantage. 
Learn by my rigorous Roman Reſolution 
To ſtiffen thy unharraſs'd Infant Virtue : Ws wi 
I do allow thee Fond, Young, Soft, and Gentle, 
Train'd by the Charms of one that is moſt Lovely; 
Yet, Titus, this muſt all be loſt, when Honour, 
When Rome, the World, and the Gods come to claim 
Think then thou heard'ſt em cry, obey thy Father; 
If thou art falſe, or perjur'd, there he ſtands 
Accountable to us; but ſwear t' obey; 
Implicitly believe him, that, if ought 
Be ſworn amiſs, thou may'ſt have nought to anſwer, 
Tit. W hat is it, Sir, that you would have me (well 
That I may ſcape your Curſe, and gain your Blelluy 
Brut. That thou this Night wilt part with Teram! 
For once again I ſwear if here ſhe ſtays, 
What for the Hatred of the Multitude, . 
And my Reſolves to drive out Tarquizs Race, "g bile'y 


E. of bt Coney. 2 

r Perſon I is not ſafe. 

it. Here, take me, Sir, 

ic me before I cool: I ſwear this Night 

at | will part with (oh!) my Teraminta. | 

*. Swear too, and by the Soul of Raviſh'd Lacrecs, 
on thy Bridal Night, thou wilt not touch her. 

it. J ſwear, ev'n by the Soul of her you nam d, 
Raviſh'd Lucrece, oh th' Immortal Gods! 

ill not touch her. | 

rut. So; I truſt thy Virtue: 4 

I by the Gods I thank thee for the Conqueſt.. 

e more, with all the Bleflings I can give thee, 

ethee to my Arms; thus on my Breaſt, 

hard and rugged Pillow of thy Honour, 

n thee from thy Love: Farewel; be faſt | 
bs thou'ſt ſworn, and I am thine for ever. [Exit. 
t. ſolus. To what thou'ſt ſworn! Oh Heavy n and 
Earth what's that? 

t have I ſworn? To part with Tims? 

art with ſomething dearer to my Heart 

my Life's Drops? What! Not this Night enjoy her? 
dunce my Vows, the Rights, the Dues of Marriage, 
ch now I gave her, a the Prieſt was Witneſs, 

d with a Flood that ſtream'd from both our Eyes, 
ſeal'd with Sighs, and Smiles, and deathleſs Kiſſes, 
fter this to Wear thou wilt not touch her! 
all the Gods, I did forſwear my ſelf 

hearing that, and will forſwear again: 

touch her! O thou perjur'd Braggard, where, 
re are thy Vaunts, thy Proteſtations now | 


117 


a Enter Teraminta. L 
omes to ſtrike thy ſtaggering Duty own: 
uy al'n, 'tis gone. Oh Teraminta, come, WP 
gelinde my Arms thou only Joy of Titus, 24h 

* 


55. i. I. Cargs thou Maſs of hoarded Sweets, ; 


our of all Life's ha appy N Moments; 
ſhall I ſay to thee? | / 


oy any thing; 


5 — 
We tn of all the Horror That u me, 
H; 


— 


„s assis Jenes Brutus; 
Falls upon every frighted Faculty, 


* 
| 
9 
* 
1 


Shruging, 2s if ſhe long d to be at reſt; 


And hardly ſcap'd my ſelf to find you here. 


Why, what care we? Let us enjoy thoſe Pleaſum 


And puts my Soul in Tune. O Titus, oh! fear | 
Methinks my Spirit ſhivers in her Houſe, 


With this Forefight, to die thus in your Arms 
Mere to prevent a World of following IIls. 

Tir. What HI, my Love? What Power has Fort 
But we cap brave? Tis true, my Teraminta, [y 
The Body of the World is out of Frame, 
The vaſt diſtorted Limbs are on the Rack, 
And all the Cable Sine ws ftretch'd to burſting, 
The Blood ferments, and rhe Majeſtick Spirits, 
Like Hercuſet in the invenom'd Shirt. 
Lye in a Fever on the horrid Pile: 
My Father, like an Mſculapirs 
Sent by the Gods, comes boldly to the Cure; 
But how, my Love? By violent Remedies; 
And ſays that Rome, e' er yet ſhe can be well, te 
Mult purge and caſt, purge all th' infected Humm ltr 
Through the whole Maſs and yaſtly, vaſtly bleed 

Ter. Ah, Titus! 1 my ſelf but now beheld 
Th' Expulſion of the Queen, driv'n from her Pali 
By the inrag'd and madding Multitude, 


Tir. Why yet, my Teraminta, we may ſmile. ich y 
Come then to Bed, ere yet the Night deſcends 
With her Black Wings to brood o'er all the Wali 


The Gods have giv'n; lock'd in each other's Am 
We'll lye for ever thus; and laugh at Fate. 
Ter, No, no, my Lord, there's more than you! 
There's ſomething at your Heart that I muſt find; [ nu 
I claim it with the Privilege of a Wife: 


Keep cloſe your Joys, bur for your Griefs, my Tit wy 
muſt not, will not loſe, my Share in them. po | 
Ah, the good Gods, what is it ſtirs you thus? - Des 


Speak, ſpeak, my Lord, or Teraminta dies. 
h Heav'ns, he weeps! Nay, then upon my Knetl 


K 
thus conjurę you ſpeak, or ꝑive ach. . K 
Ti. Riſe, ee, One FI Roter (Nt 


That J have raſhly ſworn againſt my Love, 

fear that I ſhould give thee Death indecd. bs 
Ter. Againſt your Love! No, that's impdſlible; 
ow your God-like Truth: Nay, ſhould; you ſwear; 
ear to me now. that you forſwore yaur Love, 
Would not credit it. No, no, my Lord, 

Xe, I know, I read it in your Eyes, 

du love the wretched Teraminta ſtill: 

Wc very Manner of your hiding it, 

te Tears you ſhed, your Backwardneſs to ſpeak 

hat you affirm you {wore again your Love, 

ume, my Lord, you love me more than ever. 

Tit. By all the Gods I do: Oh Tereminta, 

Heart's Diſcerner, whither wilt thou drive me? 
tell thee then. My Father wrought me up, 

ow not how, to ſwear I know not what, 

at I would ſend thee hence with Tullia, Fr 
ear not to touch thee, though my Wife; yet, oh, 
't thou been by thy ſelf, and but beheld him, 

ou would'ſt have thought, ſuch was his Majeſty, 

ut the Gods Lightned trom his awful Eyes, 

d Thunder'd from his Tongue. 

r. No more, my Lord: | 

d conjure you by all thoſe Powers 

ich we invok'd together at the Altar, 


mou 
leed, 


5 ] beg you by the Love I know you bear me, 
Wal et this Paſſion trouble you no farther; © 
eum my dear Lord, my honour'd God-like Husband, 


n your Wife, and one that ſeeks your Honour: 
Heav'n I would have ſworn you thus my ſelf. 
at, on the Shock of Empire, on the Furn 
State, and Univerſal Change of Things, 
lye at Home and languiſh for a Woman? | 
Titus, he that makes himſelf thus Vile, 7 
him not dare pretend to ought that's PrinceljßB; 
be, as all the Warlike World ſhall judge him, 0 
e Drolſ o' th' People, and the Scorn of ings. 
Enter Horatius. | 
ves you thus in Gharge 
22 1 is ready; 
age" "2s 
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And I am ordered to Conduct your Bride, 
While you attend your Father. 
Tit. Oh Teraminta! 
Then we muſt part, 
Ter. We muſt, we muſt, my Lad. 
Therefore be ſwift, and ſnatch your ſelf away) 
Or I ſhall die with lingring. | | 
Tit, Oh, a Kiſs. 
Balmy as Cordials that recover. Souls, - ! 
Chaſſe as Maids Sighs, and keen as jnging Moti 
Preſerve thy ſelf; TT well to that, my Love; 
Think on our Covenant: When either dies 
'The other is no more. | 
Ter. I do remember, 
But have no Language left. 

Tit. Vet we ſhall meet, | 
In ſpight of Sighs we ſhall, at leaſt in Heay'n: 
Oh Teraminta, once more to my Heart, 

Once to my Lips, and ever to my Soul. 

Thus the ſoft Mother, tho* her Babe is dead, 
Will have the Darling on her Boſom laid, 

Will talk, and rave, and with the Nurſes ſtrive, 
And fond it ſtill, as if it were alive; 

Knows it muſt go, yet ſtruggles with the Croud, 
And ſhrieks to ſee em wrap it in the Shroud. | Exani 


8 III. 4 J 


chllatinus, Tiberius, Vitellius, Aguilius. 


H Expulſion of the Targuins now mult ſtant 
Their Camp tobe ſurpriz'd, while Tarquin be 
| ſcolded from our Walls! I bluſh to think 
Thar ſuch a Maſter in the Art of War 
Should fo forget himſelf. ON 
Vit. Triumphant Brutus, ' | 
Like ove when follow'd by a Train of Gods, 


' To mingle wich the Fates, er dere 
Aſcends the * *C 
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Father of | his Country 5 4 


in that Capitol which the King builr 

h the Expence of all the Royal Treaſure; 
ateful Brutus there in Pomp appears, 

| firs the Purple Judge e of Tarquin's Downfall. 
114i]. But why, my Lord, why are not you there too? 
re you not choſen Conſul by whole Rome? 
are you not ſaluted too like him? 

ere are your Lictors? Where your Rods Sg 4 
re you but the Ape, the Mimic God 

his new Thunderer, who appropriates 

pſe Bolts of Power which ought to be divided? 
ib. Now by the Gods I hate his upſtart Pride, 
Rebel Thoughts of the Imperial Race, 
abje&t Soul that ſtoops to Court the Vulgar, 
Scorn of Princes, and his Luſt to th People. 
Mlatine, have you not Eyes to find him? 

y are you rais'd, but to ſer off his Honours ? 
aper by the Sun, whoſe ſickly Beams 
ſwallow'd in the Blaze of his full Glory 

like a Meteor, wades th' Abyſs of Li | 
ile your faint Luſtre adds bur to the IN 


on his Courſer, mark'd you how he bow'd 
this, on thar Side, to the gazing: Heads 


t gap'd with eagerneſs to ſpeak, but could mots | 

aſt their Spirits low'd to Admiration, | 

| that to Joy, which thus at laſt broke forth 

tus, God Brutus, Father of thy Country! 

Genius, hail! Deliverer of loſt Rome 

Id of the Common- wealth, and Sword of Juſtice ! 

; Scourge of Tyrants, Laſh for Lawleſs Kings! 

hail, they cry'd, while the long Peal of Praiſes, 

mented with a thouſand Ecchoing Cries, | 

like the Volly of the Gods along. [branc8. 
. No more on't; I grow ſick with the Remem- 


Lyenrur'd from bheCaſer nrsmore than | 
book at Brutus, nay, that! . 


Win Upon 


tawes the World. When late through Rome he paſod, | 


and; the Streets, and all imboſs'd the Windows, | 
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= + Lucius Junius Brutus ;. 


Upon the Walls, and from the Houſes tops 

Hung down like cluft'ring Bees upon each other, 

How did they all draw back at Sight of you, 

| To laze, and loll, and yawn, and reſt from Raptyy 
Are you a Man? Have you the Blood of Kings 

| And ſuffer this ? | 

ul. Ha! is he not his Father? 

Tib. | grant he is. CY | 
Conſider this, and rouze your ſelf at Home: 
Commend my Fire, and rail at your own Slacknek, 
Vet more, remember but your laſt Diſgrace, 
When you propos'd, with Reverence to the Gady 
—_— A King of Sacrifices ſhould be choſen, | 
And from the Conſuls, did he not oppoſe you? 
_— | Fearing, as well he might, your ſure Election; 
_ . Saying, it ſmelt too much of Royalty; 

_ And that it might rub up the Memory on 
wy Of thoſe that lov'd the Tyrant? Nay, yet more, 
= That if the People choſe you for the Place, 
1 The Name of King would light upon a Tarquin: 
2 Of one that's. doubly Royal, being deſcended 
W From two great Princes that were Kings of Nm? 
_ l. But after all this, whither would'{ thou d mote 
__ _ Tib. I would to Juſtice, for the Reſtauration 

Of our moſt Lawful Prince: Yes, Cillatine, | 

1 look upon my Father as a Traitor; 

I find that neither you, nor Brave Aquilius, 

Nor young Pitellius, dare confide in me: 

Burt that you may, and firmly, to the Hazard 

Of all the World holds precious, once again, 

I ſay, 1 look on Brutus as a Traitor 
No more my Father, by th' Immortal Gods. bis des 

And to redeem the time, to fix the King 
5 his Imperial Throne, ſome Means propos d 


hat ſavour of a gevern'd Policy, 

Where there is Strength and Life to hope a Fortum 

Not to throw all upon one deſperate Chance; 
II on as far as he that laughs at dying. 


| to my Arms: Q. thou ſo truly BravG | 
F: dh R hats 


Thou may d. . "I 


Father of bis Cu. as _ 
wilius, and Vitellins, O embrace him, = ; 
d ask his Pardon, that ſo long we fear'd 

truſt ſo rich a Virtue. But behold, 

Enter Brutus and Valerius. 

u appears: Young Man, be ſatisfy'd, 

bund thy Politick Father to the bottom, 

ing the Aſſumption of Valerius; | 

means to caſt me from the Conſulſhip. 55 

t now I heard how he cajol'd the People 5 
ich his known Induſtry, and my Remillneſs, 

at till in all our Votes, Proſcriptions, Edicts, 

anft the King, he found I acted faintly, _.. 

ll cloſing every Sentence, he's a Targuin. 

Brut. No, my Valerius, till thou art my Mate, 

at Maſter in this great Authority; 

wever calm the Face of things appear, 

e is not ſafe: By the Majeſtick Gods 

rear, While Collatine fits at the Helm 

Univerſal Wrack is to be fear'd: 

ave Intelligence of his Tranſactions, A 

mingles with the young hot Blood of Rome, 

aws himſelf inward, grudges my Applauſe, 
gran with higheſt Quality, 4 2 

ch headlong Youth as ſpurning Laws and Manners, 

a'd in the 1 . Sextus, 
ad therefore wiſh the Tyrant here again: 
the inverted Seafons ſhock wiſe Men, 

ad the moſt fix d Philoſophy muſt ſtart 
ſultry Winters, and at froſty Summers; 
at this moſt unnatural Stilneſs here, | 1 
his more than Midnight Silence through all Rome, 
dis deadneſs of Diſcourſe, and dreadful Calm i 
pon fo great a Change, 1 more admixe, 

ban if a hundred Politick Heads were met, 

1d nodded Muriny to one another; . | 

ore Fear than if a thouſand lying Libels 

ere ſpread abroad, nay dropt among the Senate. 
Val. I have my ſelf employ'd a buſſe Slave, 
ame Vindioingg, inan him Wealth and" 
N vatck the Motions, of Firelligggn = 
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2 24 : Lucius Junius Brutus : 


And thoſe of the Aguilian Family 
Vitellius has already entertain'd him; | 
And ſomething thence Important may be gather d, 
For theſe of all rhe Youth of Quality 
Are moſt inclin'd to Tarquin and his Race, 
By Blood and Humour, | | | 
Brut. O Valerius 5 
That Boy, obſerv'ſt thou? O, I fear, my Friend, 
Fe is a Weed, but rooted in my Heart, 
And grafted to my Stock, if he prove rank, 
By Mars no more but thus, away with him: 
Lil tear him from me, though the Blood ſhould folly 


7 
Kh? 
7 


Tiberius. Hand 
I. My Lord! | n. M 
| Brut. Sirrah, no more of that Yitelltus; * 

ods 


N. 
I warn'd you too of young Aquilius: | 
Are my Words Wind, that thus you let em paſs? 
i Haſt thou forgot thy Father ? | 
_ . Tib. No, my Lord. 


WW Brut. Thou ly, But tho? thou'ſcape a Father's il h 
= The Conſul's Ax may reach thee: Think on that. Fun 
1 I know thy Vanity, and blind Ambition; | Pri. | 
| Thou doſt affociate with my Enemies : „O. 
| When I refus'd the Conſul Collatine ſtial, 
To be the King of Sacrifices, ſtrait, | S ll 

As if thou hadſt been ſworn his Boſom Fool, v. Fi 

He nam'd thee for the Office: And fince that, ling t 

Since I refus'd thy Madneſs that Preferment, / Too 

Becauſe I would have none of Brutus Blood 3 ANC 

Pretend to be a King, thou hang'ſt thy Head, a ho 
Contriv'ſt to give thy Father new Diſpleaſure, 1.1 

As if Imperial Toil were not enough d and 

To break my Heart without thy Diſobedience. "ri, I 

But py the Majeſty of Rome I (wear, one fi 

If afger double Warning thou deſpiſe me, ve be 

By all the Gods, I'll caſt thee from my Blood, ever 


Doom thee to Forks and Whips as a Barbarian, 
And leaye thee to the Laſhes of the Lictor. | 


DO On 
Bn] 3 * 1 


5 


* Futher of his Country. 
al, Lead on: My Duty is to follow Brutus, 


II. Now, by thoſe Gods with which he menac 
cre put off all Nature; ſince he turns me 

us deſperate to the World, I do renounce him: 

| when we meet again he is my Foe. 

Blood, all Reverence, Fondneſs be forgot - 

ea grown Savage on the Common Wild, 

at runs at all, and cares not who begot him, 

meet my Lion Sire, and roar Defiance, 

if he ne'er had nurs'd me in his Den. 

wer Vinditius, with tbe People, and two Fecialian 

Prieſts, Crown'd with Lawrel : Two Spears in their 

Hands; one Bloody and half burnt. | 

in. Make Way there, hey, News from the Tyrant, 

come, Envoys, Heralds, Ambaſſadors; whether in 

Gods Name or in the Devils I know not; but here 

come, your Fecialian Prieſts: Well, good People, 

te not theſe Prieſts; why, what the Devil have they 


m have Heaven for their Part I'll warrant you; 
Vl lug the Gods in whether they will or no. | 
Pri. Hear, Jupiter; and thou, O Juno, hear; 

, O Quirinus; hear us all you Gods, 

ſtial, Terreſtrial, and Infernal. [People. 
Pri. Be thou, O Rome, our Judge: Hear all you 
u. Fine canting Rogues! I told you how they'd be 
ting the Gods in at firſt daſh: Why, the Gods are 
Tools and Tackle; they work with Heaven and 
and let me tell you, as Things go your Prieſts 
a hopetul- Trade ont. 

ri, I come Ambaſſador to thee, O Rome, 

d and Juſt, the Legate of rhe King. 

Pri. If we demand, or purpoſe to require, 

one from Rome that's contrary to Juſtice, 

ve be ever baniſh'd from our Country, 

never hope to taſte this vital Air. 

Vinditius, lead the Multitude away: 

lins, with Vitellius and my (elf, | 

ſraight conduct em to the Capitol. 


= 
Cs 


Vin, 


: 
1 g $ 
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4 [Ex. Brut. Val. 
d me. 


o with State Affairs? What ſide ſoever they are for 


126 Lacs Junius Brutus; 


Vin. I go, my Lord; but have a care of em: Mt f 

| Rogues | warrant em. Mark that firſt Prieſt; Fa 
you fee how he leers ? A lying Elder; the true Cat &ri 
Holy Jugler. Come, my Maſters, I would think y y ſn 
of a Prieſt, but that he has a Commiſſion to diſſem N 
A Patent Hypocrite , that takes Pay to forge Lia . 
Law, and lives by the Sins of the People. W. Pc 
Oe { Exeunt with u. 
Aquil. My Lite upon't, you may ſpeak out, and fu mu: 


Tiberius is the Heart of our Deſign. (comma 
- x Pri. The Gods be prais'd. Thus then; the ki 

Your generous Relolves, longs to be with you, 

And thoſe you have engag'd, divides his Heart 
Amongſt you; which more clearly will be ſeen 

When you have read theſe Packets: As we go 

I'll ſpread the Boſom of the King before you. 


: a 
SCENE II. The Senate. 


Irre] 

WE [210 

Brut. Patricians, that long ſtood, and ſcap'd the vile 

The Venerable Moulds of your Forefathers, ( a fr 

That repreſent the Wiſdom of rhe Dead; omrr 
And you the Conſcript choſen for the People, 

Engines of Power, ſevereſt Counſellors, from 


Courts that examine Treaſons to the Head: 
All Hail. The Conſul begs th' Auſpicious Gods, Ws ma 
And binds Quirinus by his Tutelar Vow, 

Thar Plenty, Peace, and laſting Liberty 

May be your Portion, and the Lot of Rome. 
Laws, Rules, and Bounds, preſcrib'd for raging Kul 
Like Banks and Bulwarks for the Mother Seas, 
Tho' *cis impoſſible they ſhould prevent 
A thouſand daily Wracks and Nightly Ruins, 
Yet help to break thoſe rowling Inundations, t bring 
Which elſe would overflow and drown' the Word a8 ha 
Tarquin, to feed whoſe Fathomleſs Ambition 
And Ocean Luxury, the nobleſt Veins | pread 
Of all true Romans were like Riyers empry'd, - at the 


Father of his Country. 
t from Rome, and now he flows full on; 
„Fathers, ought we much to fear bis Ebb, 
| | fritly watch the Dams that we have rais'd. 
y ſhould I go about? The Roman People 
— once Voice, accuſe my Fellow Conſul. 


ol. The People may; I hope the Nobles will not. 


people! Brutus does indulge the People. 
ut. Conſul, in what is right I will indulge * em: 
| much l think tis better ſo to do, 
an ſee em run in Tumults through the Streets, 
ming Cabals, plottin 3 the Senate, 
ting their Shops, and flying from the Town, 
if the Gods had ſent the — among em. 
ow too well, you and your Royal Tribe 
n the good People, ſcorn the late Election, 
wuſe we choſe theſe Fathers for the People, 
fill the Place of thoſe-whom Tarquin murder'd 
| tho? you laugh at this, you and your Train, 
Irreligious Harebrain'd Youth of Rome, 
Ignorant, the Slothful, and the Bate ; 
wiſe Men know, tis very rarely ſeen, 
t a free People ſhould deſire the Hurt 
ommon Liberty. No, Collarine, 
thoſe Deſires arife from their Oppreſſion, 
from Suſpicion they are falling to it; 
put the Caſe that thoſe their Fears were falle, 
's may be found to rectiſie their Errors; 
grant the People ignorant of themſelves, 
they are capable of being told, 
will conceive a Truth from Worthy Men: 
n you they will not, nor from your Adherents, 
s Infamous and Execrable Youth, 
to mg gt and the Commonwealth, 
irtue, Learning, and all ſober Arts 
t bring Renown and Profit to Mankind; 


Wol 25 had rather bleed beneath a Tyrant 


L 


| 
wa 


become dreadful to the Populace, 


pread their Luſts and Diſſoluteneſs round, 
at the daily Hazard of their Lives; 


n live ar Dinos in a free , NY 
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1 128 Lucius Junius Brutus; 
Were every Man is Maſter of his own, 
Sole Lord at home, and Monarch of his Houſe; 
Where Rancour and Ambition are extinguiſh'd; 
W here Univerſal Peace extends her Wings, 
As if the Golden Ape return'd; where all 
The People do agree, and live ſecure; 
The Nobles and the Princes lov'd and reverenc'd 
The World in Triumph, and the Gods ador'd. 
ul. The Conſul, Conſcript Fathers, ſays the Peo 
For divers Reaſons, grudge the Dignity, 
Which I poſſeſs'd by general Approbation; 
T hear their Murmurs, and would know of Brutus 
What they would have me do, what's their Deſire, 

Brut. Take hence the Royal Name, reſign thy Offi 
Go as a Friend, and of thy own accord, 

Leſt thou be forc'd to what may ſeem thy Will: 
The City renders thee what is thy own 

With vaſt Increaſe, ſo thou reſolve to go; 
For till the Name, the Race and Family 

Of Tarquin be remov'd, Rome is not free; 

Coll: Brutus, I yeild my Office to HValeriut, 
Hoping, when Rome has try'd my Faith by Exile, 
She will recall me: So the Gods preſerve you. [Ei 

Brut. Welcome Publicola, true Son of Rome; 
On ſuch a Pilot in the rougheſt Storm 

She may ſecurely ſleep, and reſt her Care. 
Enter Tiberius. Aquilius, Vitellius, andthe Priefe: 
1 Pri, Hear Jupiter, Quirinus, all you Gods, 
Thou Father, Judge, commiſſion'd for the Meſſige, 
Pater Patratus for the Ambaſhe, nnn 
And Sacred Oaths which I muſt ſwear for Truth, 
Doſt thou Commiſſion me to ſeal the Peace, 
If Peace they chuſe; or hurl this Bloody Spear 
Half burnt in Fire, if they inforce a War? . 
2 Pri. Speak to the Senate, and the Alban Peopk 
The Words of Tarquin: This is your Commiſſion. ” 
1 Pri, The King, to ſnew he has more Moderat 
Than thoſe that drove him from his lawful Empire, 
Demands but Reſtitution of his own, 
His Royal Houſhold-ſtuff, Imperial Treaſure, 


Huber of his Ct.. 12 


be tranſported where he naw reſides: 
ear that this is all the King requires; 
old his Signet, ſet upon the Wax. . 
Seal'd and Written in theſe Sacred Tables. 
this I ſwera; and as my Oath is Juſt, 
era and Punctual, without all Deceit, - 
Jupiter and all the Gods reward me: « 
if I a&, or otherwiſe imagine, 3 
ink, or deſign, than what Fr. have ſworn, 
you the Alban People being ſafe, 
in your Country, Temples, Sepulchers, 
in your Laws, and proper Houſhold Gods, 
me alone he ſtruck, fall, periſh, die, 
now this Stone falls from my. Hand to Earth. 
m. The Things you ask being very controverſial 
quire ſome Time. Should we deny the Tyrant 
at was his own *twould ſcem a ſtrange Injuſtice, 
o' he had never Reign'd in Rome; yer, Fathers, 
ve conſent to yield to his Demand, 
give him then full Power to make a War. 
known to you, the Fecialian Prieſts, 
Act of Senate after Sunſet ſtands; 
crefore your Offers being of great Moment, 
ſhall defer your Bus'nels till the Morn; 
th whoſe firſt Dawn we ſummon all the Fathers 
give th' Affair Diſpatch: So Foue protect, | 
ard, and defend the Commonwealth of Rowe. | Exeunt. 
Manent Tiberius, Aquilius, Vitellius, Prieſts, 
5. Now to the Garden, where I'll bring my Brother: 
r not, my Lord; we have the Means to work him; 
annot fail. | (eqs 
Pri. And you, Vitellius, haſte 
th good Aquilius, ſpread the News through Rome 
all of Royal Spirit; moſt to thore 
ng Noblemen that us'd ro range with Sexzus ; 
wade a Reſtitut ion of the King. | 
e em the Hint to let him in by Night, 
d joyn their Forces with th Imperial Troops, - - | 
1 a Shove, a Puſh of FRY muſt bear it; E 
. or 


ol. II 


Gold, his Jewels, and his proper State 1 15 j 
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As are throughout the World, ſit ar the Helm, 


For you, the Hearts and Soul of Enterprize, 
need not urge a Reaſon after this: | 
W har Good can come of ſuch a Government, 
Where tho' Two Conſuls, wiſe and able Perſons 


A very Trifle cannot be reſolv'd; NE 

A Trick, a Start, a Shadow of a Buſineſs, 

That would receive Diſpatch in half a Minute, 
Were the Authority but rightly plac'd | 

In Rome's moſt lawful King? But now no more; 


The Fecialian Garden 1s the Place, bre 
Where more of our ſworn Function will be ready elp 
To help the Royal Plot: Diſperſe, and Proſper. . 0 
: poke b . 0 

SCENE III. The Fecialian Garden. thi 

| Titus Solus, = 
Tit. She's gone, and I ſhall never ſee her more: all 
Gone to the Camp, to the harſh Trade of War, tha 
Driven from thy Bed, juſt warm within thy Bret, Wh & ; 
Torn from her Harbour by thy Father's Hand, url 
Perhaps to ſtarve upon the barren Plain. ; do x 
Thy Virgin Wife, the very Bluſh of Maids, dnd? 
The ſofteſt Boſom, ſweet, and not enjoy d: hat | 
O the Immortal Gods! And as ſhe went, h a 
Howc'er ſhe ſeem'd to bear our Parting well, amis 
Methoughts ſhe mixt her Melting with Diſdain, e tin 
A Caſt of Anger through her ſhining Tears: | the 
So to abuſe her Hopes, and blaſt her Wiſhes, with 
By making her my Bride, but not a Woman! 7g b 
Enter Tiberius, Aquilius, Vitellius, and Priefts, Wl No 
| Tieramin tna. et m 

Tib. See where he ſtands, drown'd in his Mels d 

t Pri. Madam, you know the Pleaſure of the M ai 
And what the Royal Tullia did command cho 
le ſworn to execute rer 
Ter. I am inſtructe. the 
Since then my Life's at ſtake, you need not doubt ! 
But I will act with all the Force I can: l find 
Let me intreat you leave me here alone .| _ - ron 
d Aid 5907 ig A u & an 
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e Minutes, and I'll call you to the Conqueſt. 
[Ex. Tib. Aquil. Vitel. Pi. 

. Chuſe then the gloomy'ſt Place through all the | 
»w thy abandon'd Body on the Ground, [Grove, 
h thy bare Breaſt lye wedded to the Dew; | 
b, as thou drink'ſt the Tears that trickle from thee, 
retch'd reſolve to lye till Death ſhall ſeize thee: 
frrowful Head hung o'er ſome rumbling Stream, 
>> thy Griefs with melancholy Sounds; 
broken Murmurs, and redoubled Groans, * 
Delp the gurgling of the Waters Fall. 
Ob, 7774s, oh, what Scene of Death is this ſide. 
cor if thy Paſſion will not be kept in, 

that Glaſs of Nature thou ſhalt view 
woln drown'd Eyes with the inverted Banks, 

ops of Willows, and their Bloſſoms turn'd, 
all the under Sky ten Fathom down, © 
that the Shadow of the ſwimming Globe 

ſo indeed, that thou might'it leap at Fate, 
url thy Fortune headlong at the Stars: 
do not bear it, turn thy watry Face 
dnd' miſguided Orb, and ask the Gods 
hat bold Sin they doom the wretched Titus 
h a Loſs as that of Teraminta? 
aminta\'F will groan thy Name x | 
e:tir'd Eecho faint with Repetition, | 3 
| the breathleſs Grove and quiet Myrtles 
with my Sigbs, as if a Tempeſt bow'd 'em. 
ng but Teraminta : O Teraminta ! 

Nothing bur Titus: Titus and Teraminta ! 
jet me rob the Foubrans and the Groves, 


— 
ö 4 
"» 


au me to thee with the faſteſt Knor | \ 
the es and Spirits that would claſp thee through; > 
thou art, and wet with Night's faln Dews, \ 
rer ſo, thus richly dreſs'd with Sorrows, | 
the Gods had hung thee round-with Kingdoms. / 
t doubt n:! O! . | 
l find thee, Teraminta, 


| from a fearful Dream, and hold thee faſt; Et 
x, and I give thee back thy Joys, = \ 
I 2 Thy 
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Thy boundleſs Love with Pleaſures running o'er; 
Nay, as thou art, thus with thy Trappings, come, 
Leap to my Heart, and ride upon the Pants, 
Triumphing thus, and now defie our Stars. 

But, oh, why do we loſe this precious Moment! 

The Bliſs may yet be barr'd if we delay, 

As 'twas before. Come to thy Husband's Bed; 

I will not think this true till there I hold thee, nov 
Lock'd in my Arms. Leave this contagious Air; . 7: 

There wilf be time for Talk how thou:cam'it hit. He 
When we have been beforchand with the Gods: WM ie 
Till chen | e Titu 
Ter. O, Titus, you muſt hear me firſt. bot.! 

I bring a Meſſage from the furious Queen; aber 
I promiſed, nay, ſhe ſwore me not to touch you, tre 
Till I had charm'd you to the Part of Tarquin. rot 
Tit > Ha, Teramiuta N ot to touch thy Husban uin, 7 
Unleſs he prove a Villain? oody, 
Ter. Titus, no: 5 in m 
I'm ſworn to tell you that you are a Traitor, „ Or 
If you refuſe to fight the Royal Cauſe. r. Ye 
Tit. Hold, Teraminta. after 
Ter. No, my Lord; *tis plain, for 
And I am ſworn to lay my Reaſons home. d rathi 
Rouze then, awake, recal your ſlecping Virtue; Noot yo 
Side with the King, and arm againſt your Fart q,;,, 
Take part with thoſe that loyally have ſworn b. No, 
To let him in by Night: Vitellius, | defer 
Aquilius, and your Brother wait without; lee, m 
Therefore I charge you haſte, ſubſcribe your Nu t all t 
And ſend your vow'd Obedience to the King: d not 
"Tis Teraminta that intreats you thus, Tears 
Charms, and conjures you; tell the Royal Herald * 


ln. 
ay: 
ake 
th O 
ſinc 
at h 
Wer, C 


* met 

You'll head their Enterprize; and then, my Lol wroug 
My Love, my noble Husband, I'll obey you, he eter 
And follow to your Bed. from t 
Tir. Never I ſwear. . to the 
O, Teraminta, thou haſt broke my Heart: Id [ plc 


By all the Gods from thee this was too much. re ther, 
Farewel, and take this with thee, - For thy Sak*{Moating 


| 
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In not fight againſt the King, nor for him. 

ay my Father, Brother, Friends for ever; 

Jake the haunts of Men; converſe no more 7 
th ought that's Human; dwell with endleſs Darkneſs: 

ſince the Fight of thee is now unwelcome, 

Wt has the World beſides that I can bear? 

. Come back, my Lord. By thoſe Immortal Powers 

now invok' d, I'll fax you in this Virtue. | 


3 hr 7eraminte did but try how ſtrong 
nicht Honour ſtood; and now ſhe finds it laſting, 
8: die to root you in this ſolid Glory. 


Titus, tho' the Queen has ſworn to end me, 

WW both the Fecialians have Commiſſion 

ab me in your Preſence, if not wrought 

ere the King, yet by the Gods I charge you 

to the Point your Conſtancy has gain'd. 

uin, altho* my Father, is a Tyrant, 

oody, Black Uſurper, ſo I beg you 

in my Death to view him. 

. Oh you Gods! IT | 

7. Yet guilty as he is, if you behold him 

after with his Wounds upon the Earth, 

for my ſake, for poor Teraminta, _ | 

o rather dy*d than you ſhapld loſe your Honour, 

not you ſtrike him, do not dip your Sword | 
arquin's Blood, becauſe he was my Father. 

t. No, Teramima, no; by all the Gods 

defend him, e' en againſt my Father. 

ſee, my Love, behold the Flight I take: 

it all the Charms of thy expected Bed . 
d not once move my Soul to think of acting, 
Tears and menac'd Death, by which thou ſtriv'ſt 
x me to the Principles of Glory, , | 
wrought eme off. Ves, yes, you cruel Gods, 
he eternal Bolts that bind this Frame 
from their Order: Since you puſn me thus, 

to the Margin of this wide Deſpairr. 

rc there is neither Shore, — — Heav u 
dating Mark through all the diſmal Vaſt; 11 


13 Tis 
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Tis Rockleſs too, no Cliff to clamber up, 
To gaze about and pauſe upon the Ruin. 
Tier. Is then your purpos'd Honour come to this} 
What now, my Lord? ; | 

Tir. Thy Death, thy Death, my Love: 
F!t think on that, and laugh ar all the Gods. 
Glory, Blood, Nature, Ties of Reverence, 
The Dues of Birth, Reſpect of Parents, all, 
All are as this, the Air 1 drive before me. 
What hoa! Vitellius, and Aquilius, come, 
And you the Fecialian Heralds, haſte, 
I'm ready for the Leap, I'll take it with you, 
Tho? deep as to the Fiends. 

Ter. Thus hear me, Titus. 

Tir. Off from my Knees, away. 
W hat on this Theme, thy Death? 


Vx 
_ 
_ 


Speak not; I will not know thee on this Subject, 
But puſh thee from my Heart, with all Perſuaſion 
That now are loſt upon me. O Tiberius, 
Aquilius, and Vitellius, welcome, welcome; 
Fil join you in the Conjuration, comes 
I am as free as he that dares be foremoſt. 
Ter, My Lord, my Husband. 7 

Tit. Take this Woman from me. 
Nay, look you, Sirs, I am not yet ſo gone, 
So headlong neither in his damn'd Deſign, 


No, by th' Eternal Gods I barr you that; 
My Father ſhall not bleed. 
Tib. You could not think 

Your Brother ſure ſo monſtrous in his Kind, 
As not to make our Father's Life his Care. 


And with my Stile in ſhort ſubſcribe my ſelf 
The Servant to the King; my Words are theſe, 
Titus to the King: 3 | 
Sir, you need only know my Brother's Mind 
To judge of me, who am reſolv'd to ſerve you. 
1 Pri. Tis full enough. 


'n 
b? Nay, ſtabb'd bel 
Enter Priefts, with Tiberius, Aquilius, Vitellius. 


To quench this horrid Thirſt with Brutus Blood: 


Tir. Thus then, my Lords, L liſt my ſelf among yo 
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eaye me to the Hire 
a Ex. Tib. Aquil. Vit. and Priefts. 
this hard Labour, to the dear- bought Prizez 
hoſe Life I purchas'd with my Loſs of Honour: 
eto my Breaſts thou Tempeſt-beaten Flower, 
full of Rain, and tick upon my Heart. 


15? 


as, 


g claſp thee dead: Then, like the Morning Sun, 
th a new Heat kiſs th:e to Life again, 1 
make the Pleaſure equal to the Pain. [ Exeunt. 


| bel | 7 
» WW ACT IV. SCENE LI 
0 | Tiberius, Vitellius. 


2 are we not purſu'd ? 
Vit. No; tis the Tread 
dur own Friends that follow in the Dark. 
tb, What's now the time? | 
it, Juſt dead of Night. | 
tis the blackeſt that e er mask'd a Murder. 
ib. It likes me better; for I love the Scoul, 
 grimmeſt Lowre of Fate on ſuch a Deed; 
duld have all the Charnel-houſes yawn, 
duſty Urns, and monumental Bones, 
hov'd, to make our Maſſacre a Tomb. 
Who was that that hollow'd Fire? 
1. A Slave k 5 
it ſnores i' th' Hall, he bellows in his Sleep, 
| cries, The Capitol's o' Fire. = 
'v. I would it were, 
Tarquin at the Gates: *Twould be a Blaze, 
eacon fit to light a King of Blood, 
it vows at once the Slaughter of the World: 
vn with their Temples, ſet em on a Flame; 
it ſhou!d they do with Houſes for the Gods, 
Tools, the lazy GO of Rome, 
. 


Wiſe | 
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„ 


Wiſe Citizens, the politick Heads o' th People, 

That preach Rebellion to the Multitude? 

Why, let em off, and rowl into their Graves: 

I long. to be at Work. See, good Aquilius, 

Treboxius too, Servilius and Minutius, ö 

Pomponiug hail: Nay, now you may unmask 

Brow-beat the Fates, and ſay they are your . 
Aqu. What are thoſe Bodies for? 

Tib. A Sacrifice. WE 3 
Theſe were two very buſie Commonwealths men, 
That, ere the King was baniſh'd by the Senate, 

Firſt fer the Plot on Foot in publick Meetings. 
That would be holding forth, T was poſſible 
That Kings themſelves might err, and were but M 
The People were not Beaſts for Sacrifice; 
Then jogg'd his Brother, this cramm'd Stateſman h 
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The bolder Rogue, whom ev'n with open Mouth Bus 
I heard once belch Sedition from a Stall. hic 
Go, bear him to the Prieſts; he is a Victim vel: 
That comes as wiſh'd for them, the Cooks of Hemi 1 
And they will carve this Brawn of fat Rebellion, make 
As if he were a Diſh the Gods might feed on. il Sig 
Vin. (From a Window.) Oh, the Gods! Oh the en h 
What will they do with bim? O theſe Prieſts, Roa *©! 
Cut-throats! a Diſh for the Gods, but the Devil's Cul” 0 
to dreſs him. Gs If the 
Tib. Thus then. The Fecialians have ſet down vin 
A Platform, copy'd from the King's Deſign : Id m. 
The Pandane, or the Romulide, the Roman, zen! 
Carmental and Janiculan Ports of Rome, ib, A 
The Circ, the Capital, and Sublician Bridge © ref 
Muſt all be ſeiz'd by us that are within; EY Id tl 
*Twill nor be hard in the Surprize of Night 0 
By us, the Conſuls Children and their Nephews, b 801 
To kill the drowſie Guards, and keep the Holds, to di 
At leaſt fo dong till Tarquin force his Entrance * 
With all the Royalifts that come to join vs: bear 
Therefore to make his broader Squadrons Way r by 
Tarquinian Is defipn'd to b © 10g) we ; 7 luto, 
Ot his moſt poinpous and reſolv'd Revenge. ue 


4 
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quil. The firſt decreed in this great Execution 
re ſer down your Father and Valerins, © 
ib. That's as the King ſhall pleaſe; but for Valerius, 
take my ſelf the Honour of his Head, 8 
] wear it on my Spear. The Senate all 
Ithout Exception ſhall be facrific'd - 
Wi thoſe that are the mutinous Heads o th* People, 
om 1 have mark'd to be the Soldiers Spoil, / 
Plunder muſt be given; and who ſo fit WT 
thoſe notorious Limbs, your Commonwealths-men? 
ir Daughters to be ravith'd, and their Sons 1 
urter” ke Brutes upon the common Shambles. 
Wi: Now for the Letters, which the Fecialians 
uire us all to Sign, and ſend to Targuin, 
Wo will not elſe be apt to truſt his Heralds 
bout Credentials under every Hand; 
Bus neſs being indeed of vaſt Import, 
which the Hazard of his Life and Empire, 
nell as all our Fortunes, does depend. 
ib. It were a Break to the whole Enterprize 
make a Scruple in our great Affair: 
ill Sign firſt: And for my Brother Titus, 
om his new Wife detains, I have his Hand 
| Seal to ſhow, as faſt and firm as any. 3 
in. O Villany! Villany! What would they dowith | 
if they ſhould. catch me peeping? Knock out my 
W's at leaſt; another Diſh for the Prieſts, wood 
d make fine Sauce of em for the Hanch of a Fat \ = 
zen! - [Hearts "i 
ib. All Hands have here ſubſcrib'd: and that your 
e reſolute to what your Hands have giv'n, 
ld the Meſſengers of Heav'n to bind you, 
rms of Religion, Sacred Conjurations, 
h Sounds of Execration, Words of Horror, 
to diſcloſe or make leaſt Signs or Show 
hat you have both heard, and ſeen, and ſworn, 
bear your ſelyes as if ie er had been: 
ar by the Gods Celeſtial and Infernal, 
uo, Mother Earth, and by the Furies, 
to reveal, tho' Racks were ſet before you, 
able of what is paſt and done. 


Hark 
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Hark how the offcr'd Brutes begin to roar ! A 
O that the Hearts of all the Traitor ©2nate, it. 
And Heads of all that foul Hydra Multitude, bat! 
Were frying with their Fat upon this Pile, de Ge 
That we might make an Off ring worth an Empire, they 


And Sacrifice Rebellion to the King. 2 - 


n. SCENE draws, ſbithing the Sacrifice; one Be ii 
| ", and another Crucify'd; the Prieſts coming forward wii in a 
'S N Goblets in their Hands, fill d with Human Blond Re: 


1 Pri. Knecl all you Heroes of this black Deſign, ar 
Each take his Goblet fill'd with Blood and Wine; 
Swear by the Thunderer, ſwear by Fove, no 

' Swear by the Hundred Gods above; 6 
Swear by Dis, by Proſerpine, x » 0 
Swear by the Berecynthian Queen, =. 

2 Pri. To keep it cloſe till Tarquin comes, Lb 
With Trumpet Sound and Beat of Drums; 5 | 
But then to thunder forth the Deed, "Wi 
That Rome may bluſh, and Traitors bleed. * mw 
Swear all. * | | as: 
All. We ſwear, e 

1 Pri. Now drink the Blood, fri h 
To make the Conjuration good, . — 
Tib. Methinks | feel the Mares exalted Blood Ire a | 
Warm at my Heart: O that it were the Spirits elf ur 
Of Rome's beſt Life, drawn from her 2 Fathenſletin 
That were a Draught indeed to quench Ambition, {+1 b 
And give new Fiercenels to the King's Revenge. nr 5 

Vin. Oh the Gods! What, burn a Man alive ! OO 

bals, Hellhounds! Eat one Man, and drink another! We 
Fl to Valerius; Brutus will not believe me, becauſe 
Sons and Nephews are in the Buſineſs. What, drink alia 
Blood! Roaſt him and eat him alive ! A whole Man roaſteſ 
Would not an Ox ſerve the Turn? Prieſts to do this! 0 p,; F 
you lmmortal Gods! For my part if this be your Wort : 

I T renounce you. No; if a Man can't go to Heav'n, ll 


| leſs your Prieſts eat him, and drink him, and roaſt hin 
Alive, I'll be for the Broad Way, and the Devil ſhall be 
me at a Venture. 2 43" 
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| Enter Titus. | 54 
it. What ho, Tiberius! Give me back my Hand. 
hat have you done? Horrors and Midnight Murders! 
\c Gods, the Gods awake you to Repentance, | 
| they have me. Would'ſt rhou believe me, Brother ? 
ce I deliver'd thee that Fatal Scroul, _ | 
at Writing to the King, my Heart rebell'd 
zinſt it ſelf z my Thoughts were up in Arms, 
in a Roar, like Seamen in a Storm, 
Reaſon and my Faculties were wrack'd, 
e Maſt, the Rudder and the Tackling gone; 
Body, like the Hull of ſome Joſt Veſſel, 
ten and tumbled with my Rowling Fears, 
crefore 1 charge thee give me back my Writing. 
Wb. What means my Brother? | 
it, O Tiberius, O! | 

k as it ſeems, I tell thee that the Gods 
pk through a Day of Lightning on our City; 
Heav'n's on Fire; and from the flaming Vault 
tentous Blood pours like a Torrent down. 

rc are a Hundred Gods in Rome to Night, 
| every larger Spirit is abroad, 

uments empty'd, every Urn is ſhaken 
fright the State, and put the World in Arms: 
now I ſaw Three Romans ſtand amaz'd 
re a Flaming Sword, then dropt down dead, 

elf untouch'd; while through the blazing Air 
leeting Head, like a full-riding Moon, 

d by, and cry'd, Titus, I am Egeria; 
nt, repent, or certain Death attends thee; 

lon and Tyranny ſhall not prevail: 
dom ſhall be no more; Egeria ſays it: 
that vaſt turn Imperial Fate deſignd | 
, O Titus, on th' eternal Loom, | 
ripe, 'tis perfect, and is doom'd to ſtand. 
Pri. Fumes, Fumes; the Fantoms of an ill Digeſtion ; 

Gods are as goog quict Gods as may be, A 
je faſt aſleep, and mean not to diſturb us, \ 
is your Frenzy wake em 1.404 
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Tit. Peace, Fury, Peace, 1 
May the Gods doom me to the Pains of Hell 
If enjoy d the Beauties that I fav d. 
The Horror of my Treafon ſhock'd my Joys, 
_  FEncrvated my Purpoſe, while Flay” © 
_ . Coldcr than Marble by her Viggia Side 
| As if I had drunk the Blood of Elephants, 
Drouſie Mandragora, or the Juice of Hemlock. 
1 Pri. I like him not; I think We had beſt diſpatchly 
Tir. Nothing but Images of Horror round me; 
Rome all in Blood, the Raviſh'd Veſtals raving, 
The Sacred Fire put out; robb'd Mothers Shricks 
Deaf'ning the Gods with Clamours from their Baby 
That ſprawil'd aloft upon the Soldiers Spears; 
The Beard of Age pluck'd off by barbarous Hands, 
While from his pitcous Wounds and horrid Gaſbes 
The labouring Life flow'd faſter than the Blood. 


Eurer Valerius, Vinditius, with Guards, who ſeize al 
the Prieſts, who ſlip away : Vinditius'follows then, 


Val. Horror upon me! What will this Niphthn 
Yes, you immortal Gods, ſtrike, ftrike the Conſul, [for 
Since theſe are here, the Crime will look leſs horrid 
In me, than in his Sons. Titus, Tiberius 
O from this time let me be Blind and Dumb, 

But haſte there; Mutius, fly; call hither Brutus, 

Bid him for ever leave the Down of 595 323 
And ſleep no more: If Rome wete all on Fire, 
And Tarquin in the Streets beſtriding Slaugfiter, 
He would leſs wonder than at Tizns here 

Tit. Stop there, O ſtop that Meſſenger of Fate; 
Here, bind, Valerius, bind this Villain's Hands, ** 
Tear off my Robes, put me upon che Forks, 
And laſh: me like a Slave, till T ſhall hewWr 

Ny Soul away; or hang me ona Croſs, ©! 
Rack me a Year within ſome Horrid OM * 


So deep, ſo near the Hells that T muſt füffer, 
That 1 may gtoan' wy-Torinents t6'the Dawn: 
do ſubmit, this Traitor, this curs'd Villain, . 
To all the Sings of moſt Ingenious Horror, 


. Exther of his Country. 7 - = NTT 
mou diſpatch me ere my Father comes. 
r bark, 1 hear the Tread of fatal Bruun © 
all the Gods, and by the loweſt Furies, e 
annot bear his Face: Away with me 
Irlike a Whirlwind I will tear my Way, © _. + - 
are not whither. I Exit with Tiberius. 
Val. Take 'em hence together. 1 WE 
Enter Vinditius with the Prieſts. 
Vin. Here, here, my Lord, Lhave unkennell'd Two: 
hoſe there are Raſcals made of Fleſh and Blood, 
hoſe are but Men, but theſe are the Gods Rogues. 
Val. Go, good Vinditius, haſte, and ſtop the People, 
et em together to the Capitol: | 
here all the Senate, with the Conſuls early, 
i ſee trick Juſtice done upon the Traitors. 
or thee the Senate ſhall decree. Rewards 
reat as thy Service. | 5 
Vin. 1 humbly thank your Lordſhip. 
hy, what, they'll make me a Senator at leaſt, 
nd then a Conſul; O th' Immortal Gods! 7 
My Lord, Igo To have the Rods and Axes carry'd 
fore me, and a long Purple Gown trailing behind my 
nourable Heels: Well, I am made for ever. [ Exit. [2 
Enter Brutus, attended. © HH | 
Bu. O, my Valerius, are theſe Horrors true? | h 
aſt thou, O Gods, this Night embowell'd me? 1 
anſackd thy Brurus, Veins, thy Fellow Conſul, i 
ad found Two Villains lurking in my Blood? 1 
Val. The blackeſt Treaſon that e er Darkneſs brooded, 
nd who, to hatch theſe Horrors for the World, | 
9 
| 


fy 
* * 
— ow ——— — 
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ho to ſeduce the Noble Youth of Rome, 

o draw 'em to ſo damn'd a 'Conjuration, 

o bind em too by new invented Oaths, 
eligious Forms, and Deviliſh Sacrifices, 
Sacrament of Blood, for which Rome ſuffer d 
Two the worthieſt of her Martyr'd Sons; 

ho to do this, but Meſſengers from Heav'n? 


— 


44 Wi Holy Men that ſwore fo ſolemnly = DL... 
ore the Senate, call'd the Gods to curſe em 9 
hey intended ought againſt the State, eee, | 
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. Vou Sons of Murder, that get drunk with Blood, 


Nay, tis the hardeſt Tas 


Or harbour'd Treaſon more than what they utter 
Bru. Now all the Fiends and Furies thank em fo 


Then ſtab at Princes, poiſon Commonwealths, 
Deſtroy whole Hecatombs of Innocent Souls, 
Pile 'em like Bulls and Sheep upon your Altars, 
As you would ſmoke the Gods from out their Dwelliy 
You Shame of Earth, and Scandal of the Heay'ns; 
You deeper Fiends than any of the Furies, | 
That ſcorn to whiſper Envy, Hate, Sedition; 
But with a Blaſt of Priviledge proclaim it; 
Prieſts that are Inſtruments deſign'd to damn us, 
Fit Speaking-Trumpets for the Mouth of Hell. 
Hence with em, Guards; ſecure 'em in the Prifon 
Of Ancus Martius. Read the Packets o er, 
I'll bear it as I'm able, read em out. 

Val. The Sum of the Confpiracy to-the King. 
It ſhall begin with both the Conſuls Deaths; 
And then the Senate; every Man muſt bleed, 
But thoſe that have engag'd to ſerve the King. 
Be ready therefore, Sir, to ſend your Troops 
By Twelve to morrow Night, and come your ſelf 
In Perſon, if you'll reaſcend the Throne: 
All that have ſworn to ſerve your Majeſty ,.-_. 

ful Subjed 


Subſcribe themſelves by Name your fait | 


—_— 


Tiberius, Aquilius, Vitellius, x i vices 4 f 
Trebonius, Servilius, Mimiti un. P 
. and your Fecialian Prieſts. (don 
ru. Ha! my Valerius, is not Titus the E. n sl 
Val. He's here, my Lord; a Paper by it fell. ceaſt 
Titus to the King. 5 Fez [T7 
Sir, you need only know my Brother's Mind 1:10 WR Cole 
To judge of me, who am relolv'd to ſerye Jou Wh my 
What do you think, my Lord? | 
Bru. Think, my Valin: l 
By my Heart, I'know H oũ t... eme 
Im at a Loſs of Thought: and muſt acknowledge lay'd 
The Councils of the Gods are fathomlels 4 „ act 


K perhaps of Lafee . V 
| Tirtne: - 


To be aſſur'd of what is Wie, 5 
mn , Whethe 72 


Father of his Country. * 5 


ether when we raiſe up Temples to the Gods 

e do not then Blaſpheme em: O, behold me, 

old the Game thar laughing Fortune plays; 

e, or the Will of Heav'n, call't what you pleaſe, 

at marrs the beſt Deſigns chat Prudence las, 

at brings Events about perhaps to mock _ 

Humane Reach, and ſport with Expectation. 

fider this, and wonder not at Bruzus, | 

is Philoſophy ſeems at a ſtand; 

hou behold'ſt him ſhed unmanly Tears: 

ſee his Blood, his Children, his own Bowels 

ſpire the Death of bim that gave em Being. 
zl. What Heart, but yours, could bear it without 

ru, No, my Yalerius, | werea Beaſt indeed breaking? 

tto be mov'd with ſuch prodigious Suffering; 

after all I juſtifie the Gods, 

| will conclude there's Reaſon ſupernatural 

t guides us through the World-with vaſt Diſcretion, 
owe have not Souls to comprehend it: | 

ich makes by wondrous Methods the ſame Cauſes _ 

duce Effects, tho? of a different Nature; 

e then, for Man's Inſtruction, and the Glory 

the Immortal Gods, it is decreed | 

re muſt be Patterns drawn of fierceſt Virtue, .. - 

us ſubmits to the Eternal Dooꝛ . 
al. May I believe there can be ſuch Perfection, 
a Reſolve in Man? VE 


i? 
fork 


lliy 


fon 


u. Firſt, as I am their Father 
rdon both of em this black Deiign r Feb: nd 


5 as I am Ronie's Conſul, Iabhor em, 
- ' i caſt 'em from my Soul with Deteſtationn 
-- 0 raearer to my Blood, the deeper grain d 
1010 Colour of their Fault, and they ſhall bleed. 


Enter Teraminta...... 


Im Ain! 

lin ſtand unbowell'd by the Altar, 

| omethin dearer to me than my, Eatrails | . 

ya reste the Gol aud Ramen People| 'Y 
Sacrifice of Juſtice and Revenge. Lied h, 
7. What Sacrifice Vhat Victims, Sir, ate theſe 

"Ut 10 Dor Ban w eee 

1 * ag 
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144 - Linelws"Jahins Brits; 


Which you intend?"O, youErcrng] Powers,” © 
How ſhall 1 vent my SorroWs Ob, wy Lord, © 4 
Yet cre you feal the Death you have MHH d, 


Lot 
The Death of all that's lovely in the World, © 
Hear what the Witnefs of His Soul can ay, 
The only Evidence that can, or dare 
Appear for your unhappy 5 nn 
The Gods command yo, Virtue, Truth, and Tut 
Which you with ſo much Rigor have adord, 
Beg you would hear the wrerched Teraminta. 
Bore: Ceaſe thy Laments: Tho? of the Blood of Taj 
Yet more, the Wife of my forgotten 30 5 
Thou tight beHelyd? © En WE TRY Sarnia 
Tier. Have you forgot him then? | © © 
Have you forgot your ſelf? The Imagę of you, 
The very Picture of your Excellence. 
The Portrajture of all your Manly Virtues, © 
Your Viſage ſtampt upon him; juſt thoſe Eyes, 10 
The moving Greatneſs of em, all the Mercy, 
The ſhedding Goodneſs; nor ſo quite ſevere, ³ 
vet ſtill moſt like: And can you chen forget bim! | 
Brue, V ill you proceed? 
Ter. My Lord, Iwill. Know then, if 
After your Son, your Son chat loves you more 
Than 1 love him, after Our common Tinu, 7 14 
The Wealth o'th' World; unlefs you rob tem of 
Had long endur'd th? Aſſaults of the Rebellioos, 


And ſtill kept fix d to what you had enjoift'd'himf 


I, as Fate order'd it, was ſent from Tall, 
With my Death menac'd, ev'n before his Eyes, 
Doom'd to be ftabb'd before him by the Prleſts, 
Unleſs he yielded not t' oppoſe the King: 
Conſider, Sit; oh make it your own Caſe; 
| Juſt wedded, juſt on the ex Joys, 

Warm for my Bed, and ruſhing to my Arms, 
So loving too, alas, as we did love: 
Granted in Haſte, in Heat, in Flame of Paſſion 
He knew not what himfelf, and fo ſubſcrib'd. 
But now, Sir, now, my Lord, behold a Wonder, 
Bchold a Miracle to move your Soul? 


0 „ jun A i, . \ 
E wich the houghts of Brutus, oo 

| "what he promis d you, till then forgo 3 | 

apt in his Breaſt, and daſh'd him from Enj ment; \ 
ſhrick'd, V Immortal Gods, what have I done | 

b, Teraminta, let us rather periſh, : = 

ide for ever with whole Scas betwixt us, 

ther than Sin againft fo good a Father. 

ohe before had barr'd your Life and Fortune, 

t would not truſt the Traitors with the Saſety 

him he call'd the Image of the Gods. | 

al, O Saint like Virtue of a Roman Wife 

Eloquence Divige! Now all the Arts 

Womens Tongues, the Rhetoric of the Gade 

ire thy ſoft and tender Soul ta move him. 

. On this he rous'd: Swore by the Powers Divine 

would fetch back the Paper that he gave, 

leave his Lie amongſt 'em: Kept his Word, 

came to challenge it, but, oh! too late; 

in the midſt of all his Piety, 


* 
Py 
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1 ſtrong Perſwaſions to a ſwift Repentance, 
Voss to lay their horrid Treaſons open, 
11 Execration of the barbarous Prieſts, 
e he abhorr d that Bloody. Sacrament 
acch as you, and cuts d the Con] n 
\ of thu came, that bad before alarm'd\ 
o viſe /alevius, who with all the Guards 
nd Titus here, believ d him like the reſt, 


ſeiz d him too, as guilty of the Treaſon. | 

. But, by the Gods, my Soul does now acquir han 
de thy Tongue, bleſt the auſpicious Gods | 

t ſent thee, O true Pattern of Perfection 

plead his bleeding Cauſe. There ar } 
his Father's moy'd+ Behold a Joy, 

ary Comfort riſing in his Eyes, 

t lays, Tis more than half a Heav'n to bear thee: 

t. Haſte, O Valerives, haſte, and fend for Titus. 


on 
. For Tas Oh, chat in a Word too diſtant; 
onder, for your Son, for your Beloved Son, | 


Darlin of th ord, r he Joy of VB 88 
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146 * Tucius Junide Brut; 


The Hope of Farth,, your Eyes 855 dearer ta . 
Your Soul's beſt; Witty and Com Ort; of y ny 480. 
Huter Tiws,, with Valerius. 18H of 

Tir. Ab, Sir! Oh whither mall I run 10 hide, mel 
Where ſhall|,lawer,fall? How, ſhall, I Ife. 
More grovelingyin your View, 155 8 ar Mercy 


Yet tis ſome Comfort to my wild | 

Some Joy in Death, that 1 pay Kiſs Oh ur Beer © 

And ſwear upon em by. theſe. ſtreaming Tears, 

Black as Lam with all my Guilt upon me, 

I never harbour d ought againſt your Perſon: 

Ev'n in the Height of my full-fraught Diſtraction, 

Your Life, my Bord, was Sacred; ever e 

And ever precious to unhappy _ 

Brut. Riſe, Titus: Riſe, my Son. it 0 1 

Tit. Alas, Idar not; 3 

I have not Strength to ſee the Maj -lly 111 If; 

Which 4 have brav'd-: If thus far ' 2 TTY 

If on your Knees I hang and vent my Groans, : „ 

It is too much, too much for thouſand Lives. 
Brut. I pity thee, my Son, and I forgive thee: 

And, that thou may ' ſt believe my Mercy true, 

1 take thee in my Arms. ' 
Tit. O all the Gods! | 
Brut. Now riſe; I charge thee, on my Bicltag 97 N 
Ter. Ah! See, Sir, ſee, againſt his Will bene 

He does obey, tho' he would chuſe to l. 

An Age before you; ſee how he ſtands tremble 

Now, by my Hopes of Mercy he's ſo Ne 

His Heart's ſo full, brim full of Tenderneſs, , F 

The Senſe of what you've done has ſtruck, him ſpeechia 


: 
£ 
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Nor can he thank you now but with his, ars. 3 

Brut. My dear Valerius, let me nov as WT thoſe 
Withdraw a while with gentle Tera e a Tor 
And leave us to our ſelves... _ rods om wh 

Ter. Ah, Sir, i fear you now; 1 Tele h fin 
Nor can I leave you with the humble Tit they ges | 
Unleſs you promiſe me you will not chide, | hich w 
Nor fall again to Anger: Do not, Sir, | unt me 


Oe: not upbraid his foft and melting e 


W 


Fuibes of bi, G 147 | 
Vith What il alt. Beheld Height aglin! 
ow By tie Gods thit hitherto Fav 155 eſt us, 
iy Heath forebodes * Ny TO t — 

ut ſay, my Lord; gh your Gdd-like Word 
ſou'll not cruel, and PA not truſt my Heart, 
loweé'er it ea 58, and fille me with riew: "Horror 
Brut. I promiſe ther 
Ter. Why, then T thank you, Sir 2 01 
yn from my Soul I thank you for his Goodneſs: 2 
he Great, Good, Gracious Gods reward and bleſs you, 
h Titus, ah, my SouPs Eternal Treaſure, 
ear 1 leave thee with a hard Uſurer; 
| A perforce muſt truſt thee. On Frevel. 
Ex. with Val. 
Bru Well, Tirus, ſpeak; how is it with thee now? 
ould attend a while this mighty Motion, 
7it till the Tempeſt were quite overblown, 
hat I mi ir thee in the Calm of Nare, . 
th al cd LE gentler Virtues brooding on thee, \ 

) huſh'd'a Stillnefs,” as if all the Gods | 
dok d dow), and liſten'd to what we were ſaying; 
xeak then; and tel me, O my beſt below d, 
y Son, my Tirus, is all well again? | 
Tir. So well, that ſaying how muſt make it nothing; 
well, chat 1 could with to die this Moment, | 
r fo my Heart with pow'rful Throbs perſwades me; 
hat were indeed to make you Reparation, 
at were, my Lord, to think you home, to die, 
dd that for 77245 too would be moſt happy. [happy ?-u 
Brut, How's that, my Son ? Would Death for thee be 
Moſt certain, Sir; for in my Grave I 'ſcape 
| thoſe Affronts which 1 in Life muſt look for, 
thoſe Reproaches which the Eyes, and Fingers, 
Id Tongues of Rome will daily caſt upon me 
om whom, to a Soul ſo ſenſible as mine, 
h ſingle Scorn would be far worſe than dying: / | 
lides, I *ſcape the Stings of my own Conſcience, | 
hich will for ever rack me with Remembrance, | 


unt me _ Day, and torture me by Nights 
; K Caſting 


SP _ 92 4 
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89 Lucius jun ws: Brutus 
Caſting m blatted Honour i in the Way 
Where-e be my, m melancholy Thoug ts © hh þ uid me, 

Brut. But is not Death a very fret 'T 
Tit. Not to a Mind THE No, Si, to'me 
It ſeems as natural as. te be Bon; | J 
Groans, and options. and 512 0 &F; gear #770 
Friends weeping round us, Blacks, and Pat 
Make it a dreadful Thing; the Pomp of Dear 
Is far more terrible than Death it Telf. 

Yes, Sir, I call the Powets of Heav'n to des '» 
Titus dares die, if ſo you have decreed; f 
Nay, he ſhall die with Joy, to honour Brutus, | 
To make your juſt ce famous through the Many 
A d fix the Liberty of Rome for ever: . 

Not but I muſt confeſs my Weakneſs too; | 
Yet it is great thus to reſolve againſt it, 
To have the Frailty of a Mortal Man, 
Bur the Security of th' Immortal Gods, © © 

Brut O Titus! Oh thou abſ lure Young Man! 
Thou flut'ring Mirror of thy Father's I mages 
Where I beh 00 my ſelf at ſuch Advantage 
Thou perfect Glory of the Junian Race! 

Let me endear thee once more to my Boſom, 
Groan an Eternal Farewel to thy Soul; 

Inſtcad of Tears weep Blood, if poſſible, 

Blood, the Heart-Blood of Brutus, on his Child, 
For thou muſt die, my Titus, die, my Son, 
I (ſwear the Gods have doom'd thee to the Grave: 

The violated Genius of thy Country ; 
Rears his ſad Head, and paſſes Sentence on thee: 
This Morning Sus, that lights my Sorrows on 
To the Tribunal of this Horrid 8 
Shall never ſce thee more, 

Tit. Alas, my Lord! 

Why are you mov'd thus? WhyamT worth your Sorrof 
Why thould the God-like Brutus ſhake to doom me! 
W hy l theſ> Trappings for a Traitor's | Hearſe? 
The Gods will have it fo. 

Brut. They will. my Titus: 
Nor Heay'n, nor Earth, can have 3 it otherwiſe, 
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fee the very Hand of Ft 107 1 . R 


Woving the dreadful Wheels of this Agar,” 


= 
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Wit whicl.chers, like 3 Machine, to thy Fate.” © 


ſeems 8 if the Gods had pre-ordain'd it, 


e the reeling Spirits of the People, 


d ſettle the looſe Liberty of Rowe. 

W's fx'd. O therefore let not Fancy fand thee: 

fd thy Death, that tis not in the Power 

Wc Gods or Men to fave thee from the Ax. 
,. The Ax! O Heav'n! Then muſt 1 fall ſo baſcly? 

bat, ſhall 1 periſh by the Common Hangman? © 

. If thou deny me this thou giv ſt me nothing. 

cs, 7i/4s, ſince the Gods have ſo decreed 

at I muſt loſe thee, I will take th* Advantage 


| thy Important Fate, cement Rome's Flaws, 


d heil her wounded Freedom with thy Blood: 


WW! acend my (elf. the fad Tribunal, 


d fit upon my Sons; on thee, my Tims; 

old thee ſuffer all the Shame of Death, 
e Lictor's Laſhes, bleed before People; ö 
en with thy Hopes and all thy Youth upon thee, 
e thy Head taken by the Common Ax, 

ithout a Groan, without one pitying Tear, 
that the Gods can hold me to my Purpoſe, 
d make my Juſtice quite tranſcend Example, 
. Scourg'd like a Bondman! Ha! a beaten Slave! 
It | deſerve it all; yet here I fail: 
he Image of this Suff ring quite unmans me; 

or can I longer ſtop the guſhing Tears. 

dir! O Brutus! Muft I call you Father, 
tt have no Token of your Tenderneſs? 

o Sign of Mercy? What, not bate me that 
mn you reſolve, O all th' Extremity 
f cruel Rigor! to behold me too? | 
o fit unmov'd, and ſee me whipt to Death? 
here are your Bowels now ? Is this a Father ? 
Sir, why ſhould you make my Heart ſuſpect 
| K 3 That 


* | 

150 Lucius Junius Brutus; 
Tbat all your late Compaſſion was diſſembled? 
How can I think that you did ever love me? 
Brut. Think that 1 love thee by my preſent Paſſa 
' By theſe unmanly Tears, theſe Earthquakes here, 
Theſe Sighs that rwitch the very Strings of Life: 
Think that no other Cauſe on Earth could move: 
To tremble thus, to ſob, or ſned a Tear, | 
Nor ſhake my ſolid Virtue from her Point, 
But Titus Death: O do not call it ſhameful 
That thus ſhall fix the Glory of the World. 

' IT own thy Suff rings ought t'unman me thus, 
To m ke me throw my Body on the Ground, 
To bellow like a Beaſt, to gnaw the Earth, 
I To tear my Hair, to curſe the Cruel Fates 

* 'That force a Father thus to drag his Bowels. 

Tit. O riſe, thou violated Majeſty, 
Riſe from the Earth, or I ſhall beg thoſe Fates | 
' Which you would curſe to bolt me to the Centre. 

I now ſubmit to all your threaten'd Vengeance: 
Come forth you Executioners of Juſtice, | 
Nay, all you Lictors, Slaves, and common Hangne 
Come, ſtrip me bare, unrobe me in his Sight, 
And laſh me till I bleed, whip me like Furies; 
And when you've ſcourg'd me till I foam and fall, 
For want of Spirits groveling in the Duſt, 

Then take my Head, and give it his Revenge: 
By all the Gods I preedily reſign it. 

Brut. No more, Farewel, eternally Farewel: 
If there be Gods they will reſerve a Room, 

A Throne for thee in Heav'n. One laſt Embrace. 
What is it makes thy Eyes thus ſwim again? 

Tit. I had forgot: Be good to Teraminta 

When I am Aſhes. | . 

Brut. Leave her to my Care. 

See her thou muſt not, for thou canſt not bear it. 
O for one more, this Pull, this Tug of Heart-ftring 
Fare wel for ever. | IE 

Tir. O Brutus! O my Father! 
Brut. Canſt thou not ſay Fare wel? 
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| 908 Sons condemn'd ? 

H Val. Doom'd to the Rods and Axes. 
r. What, b both of em? 7 
al. Both, Sir, both, ,borh his Sons. 
WE. What, Jitus too? | 

al. Ves, Sr... his Dafling Titus, 
y, tho 5 knows him Innccent as T am, 
all one; Sir, his Sentence ſtands like Fate. 
„ ver el 1 him. 
I.. So, will, I. 
em. And T. | 
4, Intreat him! Yes, you may, my Lords, and move 
have done: Why, he's no more a Man; [Kings 
is not caſt in the Came common Mould, © 
Spirit moves not with our Springs and Wards; 
looks and talks as if that Fave had ſent him | 
be the Judge of all the under World; 
Is me, this 12 of the Univerſe, 
th that vaſt Moat, the Ocean running round us, 
' Eternal Stars ſo fiercely rowling o'er us, 
th all that Circulation of Heav'ns Orbs, 
re ſo eſtabliſh'd from before all Ages 
be the Dowry of Majeſtick Rome: 
gen looks as if he had a Patent for it 
take Account of all this great Expence, 
d ſee the Layings out of the round World. 
ſer. W har ſhall be dome then? For it 3 my Soul 
think of Titus' Loſs 
al. There is no Help; 
| thus to ſhake your Head, and ends your Arms, 
d wonder what the Gods and he intend. 


/ 


- 


race. 


of. 


K 4 b Herm. 


4 
! 
7 
R 
* 
| 
| 
' 


OO 


Herm. There's ſcarce one Man of this Conſpiracy 
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15% Lucius Junius Brutus 


But is ſome Way related, if not nearly, 

To Junius Brutus: Some of the Aquilians 

Are Nephews to him; and Vitolliu, Siſter, 

The Grave Semproni, is the Conſul's Wife. 
Val. Therciore 1 have engag'd that groaning Mam d dic 


To plead the Cauſe of her unhappy Sons. g 
; nter Titus, with Lictors. Ss NV 
But ſee, O Gods, behold the Gallant Tizus, ne G 


The Mirror of all Sons, the White of Virtue, pt to 
FilF'd up with Blots, and writ all o'er with Blood, WW: C 
Bowing with Shame his Body to the Ground, 
W hipr out of Breath by theſe Inhuman Slaves! 
O Tirus! Is this poſſible? this Shame? | 

Tir. O my PFulerius, call it not my Shame 
By all the Gods it is to Titus, Honour 5 
My conſtant Suff' rings are my only Glory: 
What have 1 left beſides? But ask, Valerius, | 
Ask theſe good Men that have perform'd their Dy 


If all the while they whipt me like a Slave, $ to 
If when the Blood from every Part ran down, aun, 

I gave one Groan, or ſhed a Woman's Tear: 
I think, 1 ſwear, I think, O my Yalerius, murn 
That I have born it well, and like a Roman. on th! 
But O, far better ſhall I bear my Death, ſuck t 
Which, as it brings leſs Pain, has leſs Diſhonour. nter? 
; Enter Teraminta Wounded. emp. 
Ter. Whereis he? Where, where is this God-likev 0 


Of an Inhuman, Barbarous, Bloody Father? | of tt 
O bear me to hm. 4 

Tit. Ha! My Teraminta 

Is't poſſible? The very Top of Beauty, 


” This perfect Face drawn by the Gods at Council, iu bine 
Which they were long a making, as they had Neue he 
For they ſhall never hit the like again, that I 

Defil d and mangled thus! What Barbarous Wretch met 

Has thus Blaſphem'd this bright Original? al the 
er. For me it matters not, nor my Abuſes; er, Ce 


| Bur, ob, for thee, why have they us'd thee thus? Join th 
W hipt, Titus, whipt? And could the Gods look q melt t 


. Father of his Country. 15 
e Glory of the World thus baſely ud? 1 
bd, whipt, and beaten by theſe upright Dogs? wy. 
hoſe Souls, with all the Virtue of the Senate, 1 
il be but Foils to any Fault of thine, | 
ho baſt a Beauty e en in thy offending. - . 
d did thy Father doom thee thus? Oh Tzu, 
give thy dying Part, if ſhe believes 
wWietch ſo barbarous never could produce thee: 
ne God, ſome God, my Titus, watch'd his Abſence, \ | 
pt to thy Mother's Bed, and gave thee tothe World. d 0 
lit. Oh this laſt Wound, this Stab toall my Courage! 
bt thou been well I could have born more Laſhes: 
dis it thus my Father does protect thee? 
fer. Ah Titus! What, thy Murd'rer my Protector! 
let me fall again among the People, 0 
me be whooted like a common Strumpet, | 
ed as I was, and dragg'd about the Streets, | 
e Baſtard of a Tarquin, foil'd in Dirt, | 
Cry of all thoſe Bloodhounds that did hunt me 
to the Goal of Death, this happy End 
all my Miſeries, here to pant my laſt, 
waſh thy Gaſhes with my Farewel Tears, 
murmur, ſob, and lean my aking Head FER 
on thy Breaft, thus, like a Cradle Babe, aa 
ſuck thy Wounds, and bubble gut my Soul. . 
nter Sempronia, Aquilia, Virellia, Mourners,&c. 
emp. Come Ladies, haſte, and let us to the Senate; 
e Gods give us leave we'll be to Day 
of the Council. Oh, my Son, my Tirus! 
here the Bloody. Juſtice of a Father, 
how the Vengeance rains from his own Bowels! 
e not mad? If he refuſe to hear us 
[1] bind his Hands as one bereft of Reaſon. 
te hen: Oh Titus, I would ftay to moan thee, 
that I fear his Orders are gone our 
ſomething worſe, for Death, to take the Heads 
a the Kindred of theſe Wretched Women. 
er. Come then, | think 1 have fome Spirits left 
us? {vin thee, O moſt pious, beſt of Mothers, 
ok q melt this rocky Heart: Give me your Hand; 1 
us 


T. 


liked 


il 


retch 


Which thou ſo impicufly haſt begun, 


8 Lucius Junius Brutus; Cs 
Thus let us march before this wretched Hoſt, 
And offer to that God of Blood our Vows: 


If there be ought that's Human left about him, 
Perhaps my Wounds and horrible Abuſes, 


it. A. 
ll thi 
hou #2 
nt to 


Helpt with the Tears and Groans of this ſad Troop WT 
Iay batter down the beſt of his Reſolves. ; jing 
Tit. Hark, Teramints. N | 42 


Ter. No, my Lord, away. Ba 
Tit. Oh, my Valerius! Was there ever Day 
Through all the Legends of recorded Time | 
So fad as this? But fee, my Father comes! 

7 Enter Brutus, Tiberius, Lictors. 
Tiberius too has undergone the Laſh. 

Give him the Patience, Gods, of martyr'd Titus, 
And he will bleſs thoſe Hands that have chaſtisd hi 
Tib. Enjoy the bloody Conqueſt of thy Pride, 
Thou more Tyrannical than any Targuin, 
Thou fiercer Sire of theſe unhappy Sons, 
Than Impious Saturn, or the gorg'd Thieſtes: 
This Cormorant ſees, and owns us for his Childrey, 
Vet preys upon his Intrails, tears his Bowels 
With Thirft of Blood, and Hunger fetch'd from Hi 
W hich famiſh'd Tæutalus would ſtart to think on; 
But end, Barbarian, end the horrid Vengeance 


ow t! 
tho? 
Id pe 
dow! 
t. Ho 


ve, t 


Perfect thy Juſtice, as thou, Tyrant, call'ſt it; 
Sit like a Fury on thy Black Tribunal, 
Graſp with thy monſtrous Hands theſe gory Head 
And ler thy Flatt'ring Orators adore thee, 
For Triumphs which ſhall make thee ſmile at Ha 
Brut Lead to the Senate. a 

Tib. Go then to the Senate, | 
There mak thy Boaſt how thou haſt doom'd thy Chil 
To Forks and Whips, for which the Gods reward 
Away; my Spirit ſcorns more Conference with the 
The Ax will be as Laughter; but the W hips 
That drew theſe Stains, for this I beg the Gods 
With my laſt Breath, for every Drop that falls 
From theſe vile Wounds, to thunder Curſes on thee. ¶ out m 

Brut. Valerius, haſte; the Senate does attend us. now a 


i. Pulerius, ere you go let me conjure thee, 

1] the Earth holds great or honourable, 

hou art truly Roman, ſtampt a Man, 

nt to thy dying Titus one Requeſt. | 

a]. IIl grant thee any thing, but do not talk 

lying yet; for much I dare confide 

var fad Company that's gone before? 

ow they'll move him to preſerve his Tirus; 

tho you mark'd him not, as hence he parted _ 

d perceive with Joy a ſilent Shower | 

down his Silver Beard, therefore have Hope. 

t. Hope, ſay ſt thou! O the Gods! What hope of 

live, to live! And after this Diſhonour! [ Life? 

my Valerius, do not make me rave, TC, 

if thou haſt a Soul that's ſenſible, 

ne conjure thee, when we reach the Senate, 

hruſt me through the Heart. | 

|. Not for the World. 

. Do't; or I ſwear thou haſt no Friendſhip for me. 

thou wilt ſave me from the hated Ax, 

Hangman's Hand; for by the Gods I tell thee 

3 may'ſt as well ſtop the Eternal Sun, 

drive him back, as turn my Father's Purpoſe: 

, and what moſt my Soul intreats thee for, 

Il perhaps in Death procure his Piry ; 

o dye thus, beneath his killing Frown, 

mning me before my Ex cution. 85 

I. Tis granted; by the Gods I ſwear to end thee; 

when I weigh with my more ſerious Thought 

Father's Conduct in this dreadful Juſtice, 

dit is impoſſible to ſave thee. | 

then, VIl lead thee, O thou glorious Vidlim, 

to the Altar of untimely Death, 

in thy Trim, with all thy Bloom of Youth, 

e Virtues on thee, whoſe Aer Spring 

| Bloſſom on thy Monumental Marble 

never-fading Glory. | 

Let me claſp thee, 

out my Thanks thus with my Farewel Spirits: 

now away, the Taper's almoſt out, as 
e To 


0p, 


© Father of his Country. 8 1 
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156 | Lucius Junius Brutus; 


To loſe che Light of this dear World for n al ir 


but. I 
Never, Valerius, 5 1 nin INE f ue e aft 
Or if it be, my Friend, it ſhall co 
Burn through al Winds againſt the Pace Form hy 
To dazle ſtill, and ſhine like the fix'd Stars, by th 
With Beams of Glory that thall laſt for. ls Woke 
ſe Tr: 
Scena Ultima, The enn | 
Brut. Health to the Senate! To the Fiche * 
Fupiter, Horſcius and Dieſpiter, iat 
ſpital and Feretrian, Juve the Stayer, Bn 
With all the Hundred Gods and Cs, aon 
| Guard and defend the Liberty of Rome. . 
It has been found a famous er 8 Story, ec 
Left by the Ancient Sages to their Sons, ; 
That T the Change of Empires, or of Kiogted, ö rs 
Some ſudden Execution, fierce and great, Hopes 
Such as may draw the World to Admiration, KO, 
Is neceſſary to be put in A& 1 
Againſt the Enemies of the preſent State. vn the 
Had Hector, when the Greeks and Trjeans met 3 
VD pon the Truce, and mingled with each ther, eo 
Brought to the Banquet of thoſe. D-my Gods T proth 
The Fatal Head of that Illuſtrious Where, bs be 
Troy might have ſtood till now; but that was wu R ots 
Fove having from Eternity ſet down onſeri} 
Rome to be Head of all the under-World. Rome 
Rais'd with this Thought, and big with Prophet der - 
Of what vaſt Good may grow by ſuch Example, me th 
Brutus ſtands forth to do a dreadful Juftice : un, Py 
I come, O Conſcript Fathers, to a Deed ride « 
W holly protentous, new, and wonderful, when 
Such as, perhaps, has never yet been found e 
In all Memorials of former Ages, . 
Nor ever will again. My Sons are Traitors, Ways th 
Their Tongues and Hands are Witneſſes confeſt, : 
Therefore | have already paſt their Sentence, emp 
And wait with you to ſee their Execution. 
Hor. Conſul, the Senate does not ask their UW, Gon 


They are content with what s already done, 


all intreat you to remit the Ax. N 

ur. I thank you, Fathers, but refuſe the Offer. 
he aſſaulted Majefty of Rome 

ear there is no Way to quit the Grace, 

right the Commonwealth, and thank the Gods, 

by the a > my Bowels: | 

e then, you fad Revengers of the Publick, 

ſe Traitors hence; ſtrike off their Heads, and then 

Sons, No more: Their Doom is paſt. Away. 

; ſhall we ſtop the Mouth of loud Sedition; 

s ſhow the differenee betwixt the Sway 

Partial Tyrants, and of a Free-born People, 

re no Man ſhall offend becauſe he's Great, 

re none need doubt his W ife's or Daughter's Honour, 

te all enjoy their own without Suſpicion, 

re there's no Innovation of Religion, 

hange of Laws, nor Breach of Privilege, 

deſperate Factions gaping for Rebellion, 

Hopes of Pardon for Aſſaſſinates, 

raſh Advancements of the Baſe or Stranger, 

Luxury, for- Wit, or Glorious Vice; 

on the contrary, a Ballanc'd Trade, 

"ts encourag d, Manufactors cheriſh'd, 

bonds, Walkers, Drones, and ſwarming Braves, 

Froth of States, ſcumm'd from the Commonwealth, 

e's baniſh'd, all Exceſs repreſs'd, 

Rots check'd by Sumptuary Laws. 

on{cript Fathers! *Tis on theſe Foundations 

Rome ſhail build her Empire to the Stars, 

her Commanders with her Armies forth, 

ime the World. and give the Nations Law; 

lis, Proconſuls, who to the Capitol 

de upon the Necks of Conquer'd Kings, 

when they dye, mount from the gorgeous Pile 

ames of Spice, and mingle with the Gods. 

” ©xcellent Brutus! All the Senate thanks thee, 

$/4ys that thou thy ſelf art half a God. 


ers; Titus, Valerius, Junius. | 
. Gone, gone, toDcath! AlreadySentenc'd !Doom'd 


Father of his c M . yp 


Sempronia, Teraminta, with the reſt of the Mourne. 


. 


158 Lucius Junius Brutus; 


What, my Tiberius too! Ah, Barbarous Brutus! | 
Send, haſte, revoke the order of their Fate. 
By all the Pledges of our Marriage Bed, 
If thou, Inhuman Judge, haſt left me. one 
To pur thee yet in Mind thou art a Father, 
Speak to him, Oh you Mothers of ſad Rome, 
Siſters and Daughters, ere the Execution 
Of all your Blood; haſte, hafte, and run about hi 
SGroan, fob, howl out the Terrors of your Souls; 
Nay, fly upon him like robb'd Savages, + 
And tear him from your Voung. 
Brut, Away, and leave me. 95 IM 
Sem. Or if you think it better for your Purpoſe 
Becauſe he has the Pow'r of Life and Death, 
' Intreat him thus: Throw all your Heartleſs Breafy 
Low at his Feet, and like a God adore him; 
Nay, make a Rampier round him with your Bodi 
And block him up: I ſee he would be going; 
| Yet that's a Sign that our Complaints have movi 
{ Continu'd Falls of Ever-ſtreaming Tears, 


no, 
all tl 
» God 
ut. 
es, V 
or. C 
here 
headl 
er, Se 
$ Cuitt 
nor e 
ſtop t 
it we 
ask YC 
com! 
Il the 
lows, 
Out Al 
Wk n 
ut. 1 


Such, and ſo many, and the chaſteſt ton 5) 
Of all the Pious Matrons throughout Nome, ch 1! 
Perhaps may melt this Adamantine Temper. /% 
Not yet! Nay, hang your Bodies then upon hin, Pp. Y 
Some on his Arms, and ſome upon his Knees, [1] fo 
And lay this Innocent about his Neck, © '* t met 
This little ſmiling Image of bis Father: haſt 
See how he bends, and ſtretches to his Boſom ! | 1 il 
Oh all you pitying Pow'rs, the Darling weeps; Cruel 
His pretty Eyes, ruddy and wet with Tears, t art t 
Like two burſt Cherries rowling in a Storm, n thy 
Plead for our Griefs more than a Thouſand To! | C uh 


Fun. Yes, yes, my Father will be good to us, 
And ſpare my Brothers; Oh, I know he will: 9s 
Why, do you think he ever was in Earneſt ? 


What, to cut off their Heads? I warrant you ig 
He will not; no, he only meant to fright em, | Oh 
As he will me, when I have done a Fault: bly rl 


Why, Mother, he has whipt 'em for't already, 4 
And do you think he has the Heart to kill em? 1 


— Father of his Country. 4 * 153 
no, he would not cut their Little Fingers 


* 


all che World: Or if he ſhould, I'm ſure 


Gods would: pay. him fort. 
ut, What hoa! Without there! 8 
es, Villains, Ha] are not my Orders heard? 
Ir. Oh Brutus, ſee, they are too well perform'd! 
here the Bodies of the Roman Youth _ 

headleſs by your Doom, and there Tiberius. 
„. See, Sir, behold, is not this horrid Slaughter, 
cutting off one Limb from your own Body, 
not enough? Oh, will it not ſuffice | 

ſtop the Mouth of the moſt Bloody Law ? 

it were higheſt Sin to make a Doubt, 
ask you now to fave the Innocent Titus, 

common Wiſh and general Petition 
Il the Roman Senate, Matrons, Wives, 
lows, and Babes; nay, een the madding People 
out at laſt that Treaſon is reveng'd, "> 
ak no more: Oh, therefore {pare him, Sir! 
ut. I muſt not hear you: Hark, Valerius. 

By all the e Wounds upon my Virgin Breaſt, 
ch! have ſuffer'd. by your Cruelty, 3 
) you promis'd Titus to defend me. 
p. Yet hold thy bloody Hand, Tyrannick Brutus, 
Il forgive thee for that headleſs Horror: | 
t me my Titus, oh in Death I ask thee. 

haſt already broke Sewpronia's Heart 
| will pardon that ſo Titus live. | 
Cruel Judge! Thou pitileſs Avenger ! 

t art thou whiſp'ring? Speak the Horror out, 
n thy glaving Eyes J read a Murder. 


Tool | charge thee by thy Oath, Valerius, 
as dou art here deputed by the Gods, 
1; Noot © Subject for a Woman's Folly, 


him away, and drag him to the Ax. | 
. It ſhall be thus then, not the Hangman's Hand. 
Runs bim through, the Women ſhriek. 
; . Oh bravely ftruck! thou haſt hit me to the Earth 
Iy bly that T ſhall rebound to Heav'n, | 
n? Ne will thank thee for this Gallant Wound. 
[Semp. Sormds. 
| | Brut, 


Per 


160 Lucius Junius Brutus 
Brut. Take hence this Woman; haſte and ben 


Why, my Valerius, did ſt thou rob my Juſtice? ſi all 
Tit. I wrought him to it, Sir, that thus in Dea nd n 
I might have leave to pay my laſt Obedience, Hut 
And beg your Bleſſing for the other World. P Chi 

Ter. Oh do not take it, Titus; whate'er comes 5 | 
From ſuch a monſtrous Nature muſt be blafting, 1d 
Ah, thou Inhuman Tyrant! But alas | os 
I loiter here, when Titus ſtays for me: * 
Look here my Love, thou ſhalr not be ng [ 85 
1 Stabs her 
Thus, to thy Arms then: Oh, make haſte, my I. io: 
I'm got already in the Grove of Death; en 
The Heav'n is all benighted, not one Star Ao 
To light us through the dark and pathleſs Maze: Mia 
I have loſt thy Spirit; Oh, I grope about _ 
Bur cannot find thee: Now I fink in Shadows. [ "oF 
Tir. I come, thou matchleſs Virtue. Oh my Hemm 
Farewel my Love, we'll meet in Heav'n again. ray 
My Lord, I hope your Juſtice is aton'd; Ver 
I hope the Glorious Liberty of Rome, 4 In 
Thus water'd by the Blood of both your Sons, {ant 


Will gec Imperial Growth, and flouriſh long. 
Brut. Thou haſt fo nobly born thy ſelf in dying 
That not to bleſs. thee were to curſe my ſelf; 
Therefore I give thee thus my laft Embrace, 
Print this laſt Kiſs upon thy trembling Lips: 
And ere thou goeſt I beg thee to report me 
To the great Shades of Romulus and Numa, 
Juſt with that Majeſty and rugged Virtue 
W hich they inſpir'd, and which the World has 
So, for | ſee thou'rt gone, farewel for ever: 
Eternal Fove, the King of Gods and Men, 


Reward and Crown thee in the other World, e, ” 
Tit. What Happineſs has Life to equal this? [You yo 
By all the Gods I would not live again; 3 5 an, 
ithour 


For what can Fove, or all the Gods give more, 

To fall thus Crown'd with Virtue's fulleſt Charms 
And die thus bleſt in ſuch a Father's Arms? [1 
Val. He's, gone; the gallant Spirit's fled for eve we hat 
How fares this Noble Veſſel, that is robb'd 


all its Wealth, ſpoil'd of its topmoſt Glory, 
1d now lyes floating in this World of Ruin? 

Brut, Peace, Conſul, Peace; let us not ſoil the Pomp 
F this Majeſtick Fate with Womans Brawls. 

ec] Fathers, Friends, kneel all you Roman People, 
h'd as dead Calms, while I conceive a Pray'r 

at ſhall be worthy Rome, and worthy Jove. 

al. Inſpire him, Gods, and thou, oh Rome, attend. 
W747. Let Heav'n and Earth for ever keep their Bound, 
e Stars unſhaken go their conſtant Round; 
armleſs Labour be our Steel employ'd, | 
d endleſs Peace through all the World enjoy'd: 
every Bark the Waves in Safety plough, 

angry Tempeſt curl the Ocean's Brow ; 

darted Flames from Heav'n make Mortals ſear, 
Thunder fright the weeping Paſſenger ; 

not poor Swains for Storms at Harveſt mourn, 
ſmile to ſee their Hoards of bladed Corn: 
dreadful Comets threaten from the Skies, 
Venom fall, nor poys nous Vapours riſe: 

u Fove, who off the Fates of Empires doom, 
dand defend the Liberty of Rowe, | 


PL G U 
Spoken by Mrs. Barrey. 


U Cringing Sirs, the Poet's Champion I 

Have ſworn to ſtand, and ev'ry Fudge deſie; 
by each Bullying Critick ſhou'd I name 

we, whoſe only Buſmeſs is t dann? 

you your Arbitrary Fiſt advance 

it, and duſt it like a Boor of France; 


as (cl 


er bout ſhow of Reaſon or Prezence - 
we Man to die tor ſpeaking Senſe; 
we term d you once the Wiſe, the Strong, 


we * born your Impotence too long; 
L. PAS” 0 75 44 f 


Tos 


9 * 


Toy that above your Sires preſume to ſaar,, RY 
And are but Copies dawb'd in Minature; " = (, 
Tou that have nothing right in Heart nor Tongue, 
But only to be reſolute in Wrong: - ; 
Who Senſe affect with ſuch an aukward Air, 
As if a Frenchman ſhould become ſevere, 
Or an ltalian make bis Wife a Feſt, 
Like Spaniards pleaſant, or like Dutchmen dreſt; 
That rank the Nobleſt Poets with the Vile, 
And lo- your ſelves in a Plebeian Stile; | 
But with an Onth — ———— 15 
Falſe as your Wit and Fudgment nom I ſwear, 
By the known Maidenheads of each Theatre, 
.”., Nay, by. my own, the Poets ſhall not ſtand, 
Tie Shrovetide Cocks, the Palt of every Hand. 
Lot not the Purblind Critick's Sentence paſs, | 
© That ſhoots the Poet through an Optick Glaſs 
MN Peals of ill-plac'd Ye [row Galleries come, 
Mor Punk below to Clap or Hiſs preſume. 
Let her not Cackle at the Fops that Flout ber, 
Nor Cluck the Squires that uſe to Pipp about ber; 
| „W full-blown Blockhead, bloated, Ih an Ox, 
=_ . Traverſe the Pit with Damme, what a Pox; 
Know then for ev'ry Miſdemeanor bere 
Il be more Stabbing, Sharp, and more Severe, 
Than the Fell-ſhe that on her Keeper comes, 
Who in his Drink laſt Night laid waſte ber Rooms, 
Thunder'd her China, damn'd her Duality, 
Hier Glaſſes broke, and tore her Point Venie; 
' That dragg'd her by the Hair, and broke her Head, 
A Chamber Lion, but a Lamb in Bed; 
Like ber I'll teize you for your Midnight ſtorming, 
For your all talking, and your no performing. 
un that with In 1p Judgment force the Stage, 
Tou fribling, fumbling Keepers of the Age. 
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Spoken by Mr. Goodman. = 


HA think ye meant wiſe Providence, when firſt 
Poets were made? Pd tell you, if I durſt, _ 

ut *rwas in Contradittion to Heav'ns Mord, 

ut when its Spirit o'er the Waters ſtir d, 

hen it ſaw All, and ſaid That All was good, 

be Creature Poet was not underſtood. 

r, were it worth the Pains of fix long Days, 8 


mould Retailers of dull Third-Day Plays, 

bat ſtarve out Threeſcore Years in hopes of Bays? | 8 
u plain they ne er were of the firſt Creation, | = 
t came by meer Equiv'cal Generation. | 


We Rats in Ships, without Coition bred, "HE 
hated too as they are, and unfed. 1 
ture their Species ſure muſt needs diſown, 9 


arce knowing Poets, leſs by Poets known, 

this poor Thing, ſo ſcorn'd, and ſet at nought, 

all pretend to, and would fain be thought, 7 _ 
all d waſting W hore-Maſters are not 

ouder to own the Brats they never got, 

an Fumbling, Itching Rhimers of the Town, 

adopt ſome baſe-born Song that's not their own. © "*J 
te of his Stare, My Lord ſometimes deſcends, 

pleaſe the Importunity of Friends. 

te dulleſt he thought moſt for Buſineſs fit, | 

will venture his bought Place, to aim at Mit 
hd though he ſorks with his 1mploys of State, | 

ll Common Senſe farſuke him, he'll Tranſlate, 

e Poet and the W hore alike complains, ö 
trading Quality, that ſpoils their Gains; . © 
e Lords will Wine, and Ladies will have Swains. 5 
erefore, all you who have Male Iſſue born, " 

meer the Starving Sign of Capricorn; | 

event the Malice of their Stars in time, 

14 warn them early from the Sin of Rhime: 

lem how Spencer ftarv'd, how Cowley mourn d; 

ny Butler's Faith and Service was return d; 


L 3 "And | f 


, e 9 GUTE. 


And if abu Waring they refuſe to takg, 
This laſt Experiment, O Parents! makes, 
With Hands behind them ſec th Offender ty ty'd, 
The Pariſh Whip, and Beadle by his ſide. 
Then leu him 10 ſome Stall that does expoſe 
The Authors he loves moſt, there rub his Noſe; 
Till lite a Spaniel lafÞ/d, to know Commands 
He by the due Correftion underſtand, 
To keep his Brains clean, and not foul the Land. 
Till he againſt his Nature learn to ſtrive, 
Aud get the "" of Dullneſi hom to thrive. 


7 0 ö 8 ( 
| Dramatis perſon onæ. 


- 


ſtan! 
7 4 
MEN. er 1! 
Onſtantine, Mr. Smith, This 
Dalmatius, Mr. Grifjn, 
Critpus, Mr. Betten 
Annibal, Mr. Gooan * 
Lyciriue, Mr. Wil:ſon FA \ 
Arius, Mr. Giilo. pn 
ass, Mr. Perrin. 
Eubolus, Mr. Sauna = 
Sylveſter, Mr. Bounas . alas 
| o purge 
WOMEN. n. 
| ft d more 
Fauſta, e Mrs. Barry. be Se 
Serena, | Mrs. Cook. "REF 4 
| 1 | | da 
Angels, Priefts, Guards, and Attendants. ; a” 
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8 
ONSTANTINE the Great. 

\CT I S'GE MF £9 i 

nftantine ſleeping in a Pavilion, Silveſter ſtand- = 


i: at diſtance, iwo Angels deſcend with Ban- 
mers in their Hands. =» | 


This Motto, In Hoc fieno vince," writ in Gold. 


| 1 Ang. Sing. _ 

Wake: O Comftantine! awakez . = 
8 Or in thy Sleep the Proſpect take: 1 

Here in this hallow'd ſtreaming Gold, " 

The Proſpect of thy Life behold - 

EE This Emblem of a bleeding Love, 

Shall both thy Croſs and Triumph prove. 

5 alas / tis decreed by the Heav'nly Doom, ; 

d purge thy paſt Crimes, there's a Torment to come. 

2 Ang. Vet, after the Storm, believe in me, C 


o more diſturb'd thy Thoughts ſhall be, 
t all Serene as a breathleſs Sea. 


Chor, And ſtill thy Handmaid Victory, 5 


bere-· o er thou go'ſt, ſhall wait on thee; 

d all ſhall end in Harmony. 3 
3 Ang. ſpeaks. Awake, and ponder the Celeſtial Songs 
y vow'd Converſion is delay'd. too long. 
make; remember the Celeſtial Doom, 
hat threatned Torments, and a Croſs to come, p | 
t after all the Menaces of Fate, | 


L 4 Be 1 
io 


he waſh'd: And Calms ſhall on thoſe Tempeſts wy 
For true Repentance never comes too ſaie. ¶ Angels aſe 


p nf. Stay! I adjure you, by the Holy Name 
That bows your Airy Heads, I charge you ſtay: 


Ay, there the Torment too repeated thrice. oi 


But I have learnt in Chriſtian Schools to lay 


Early Renown'd, and Pious from the Womb; 
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Conſtantine ae, 


They're gone; thoſe Beauteous Legates of the Skig 
And left me puzling here to die in doubt: 
Unleſs Silveſter guide me with a Clew, | 
Through the dark Mazes of this folding Dream. Wil, Be 
Silv. To purge your paſt Crimes, there's a Torment 


: 
5 
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Conſt, Bur ſay, what Torment? | 
Silv. A dangerous Torment, govern'd by ill Stay 
Which were I Emperor ſhould be ſoon prevented. 
Conft, By Heav'n it ſhall by m. 
Siluv. You muſt not ſwear, 310% 
Left you ſhou'd be forſworn. | 
Conft. If Heav'n require 
My Life as an Aronement for my Sins, 
Lead'to the Altar, Saint, and I will bleed. 
Siluv. I dare believe you would: But this is more 
Conſt. More than my Life? Why, then tis Reputaii 


My Honour down, and own my ſelf a Worm. 
To waſh the Pilgrims Feet, to bid the Saints 
Tread on this Earth, this traſh, this heap of Sin. 
Silv. Bur there's a Boſom Foe to conquer yet, 
And there's my fear. 


Conſt.. Your fear, my Saint, after what I have file we 
Silv. My fear, my Emperor, though you had (nWretfore 
Conſt. Had la Race of Sons like Criſps dear, bn. Fi 
Hope of my Vows, my Soldier and my Love, nous E 


| not 
b all x 
Cy we 
waſh t 


Yer were my Bowels Foes to that Religion, 
Whoſe Infant growth I water'd with my Blood, 
A ſwear by Heav'n, they ſhould be mine no more. 


Silv. Your Son's the Angels care, and when he d do yo 
The foremoſt of the Quire ſhall meet him with a Cto all the 
But have.you not a Wife? n take 

e all I 


Confl. You know I had 


1 


a N : 2 ? | 5 | 4 1 4 | g : g | ; 5 a N 
Contantine the G, 165 


* . 25 4 
— 


gear one, andby much my better Part. 
iw. But hay: you not another? 1 
t. Whenſhe dy'd, 
beauty fled with her. 
1%. This Feauty lives: 
Ut; 
mh. Silveſter, Why, EW 

þy doſt thou preſs me thus, to my Confuſion? 
ly Becauſe this Beauty, Sir, may bring Confuſion, 
mſi. Large as an Angel's Knowledge be your own, , 
] a! one View receive whole Nature in; Wo 
iſyou tax my Choice with leaſt Diſhonour, 

ufi declare you wrong her. * 

i Then you are at leaſt contracted to Maximinus 


exthen born? | Daughter: 
. But bred a Cherubin; : | 
has all the Beauties of her Sex below, | 7 
| equal Virtues with the bleſt above. | | 


jlv. Dares Conſtantine, the Chriſtian ſo Renown'd, b 
this to me? „ 8 | 
mt. Dares any Saint deny't? 

iv. That Fauſta is not Guilty: 

ut. Ha! of what? | | 

6 Of all the Ills that ſhall attend your Life, 

nt. Hold, hold-——left 1 fall out with Heav'n. * 
lv, Of all the Blots, that ſhall in Aﬀter-Times 

n your white Character, and blaſt your Fame; 

le weeping Readers ſhall lament. your Story. 

refore away with her. Ih 
bm. Firſt, let me die. 

7104s Heay*n, and oh! thou niggard Saint, 

not offer you my Darling Son, 

b all my Race, as Victims to your Shrines, 

ey were guilty in a Point of Faith, 

ah their Hereſies with Royal Blood? 

he do you grudge me one, but one poor Pleaſure, 

Ctoußz all the Pains of my Unwearied Wars? 

n take my Life, take Empire, Glory, all, 
e all I offer'd this Ungrateful Prieſt, | 


e. 


Who 


jou deny a Truth? 1 
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Who in requital will allow me nothin 


Silv. Forgive me, Heav'n! my too oficious Car 


N For interpoſing in thy dark Decrees: 
In Chriſtian Patience he is yet but youig. 


Chaſtiſe him now: And make the Tryal ſtrong. 
Conſt. What have I ſaid, that I am paſt Forgivtal 


Vour Silence argues me undone for ever: 
Let think me not fo loſt in deſperate Love, 


Silv. What I haye offer'd to your Choice, 
Was not Commiſſfon'd me to ſay from Heav'n; 
Therefore the Pardon muſt be mutual. 


But while offending I can kneel for Pardon. | | 


All I have urg'd was but a thoughtful boding: | 1 


No more of that; be happy in your Love. 


Ohl! you have charm'd me into Life agi 


And fear not but ſhe ſhall become a Chriſtian; 
I muſt confeſs, that yet ſhe is a Heathen, 
As ſuch I lov'd her, in her Father's Court, 

Where firſt we plighted Vows in Arius Hands: 

But the dark Contract was fo cloſe contriv'd, 

1 wonder how you reach'd the Truth ſo ſoon: 
But Heav'n reveal'd it, or you cou'd not know tt; 
Since I may ſwear, ſhe is not yet enjoy'd. 

Silv. By you! _ 1 

_— Conſt. By me? Your Anſwer's ſhort and home: 

Who ſhou'd poſſeſs her elſe? 

Silv. Young and a Heathen? 
Left in the Senſual Maximinian's Court? 

Conſt. No, Sir; ſhe's guarded, and ſecure at N 
Criſpus, not yet acquainted with our Contract, 
Is ſent in ſhow, for 1 had other purpoſe, 

To make his Judgment of my Fauſta's Perſon, 
Whether to be preſery'd, or like her Father, 
To hinder Inſurrections, be deſtroy'd. 
But hark! What March is this? Perhaps tis hc! 
And theſe his Trumpets, with the 
g 8 5 Trumpets 
Enter Arius, and Eubolus. 
Both, Long live the Emperor. + 
Conſt, Is Criſpus come, 
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h thoſe Auxiliar Legions we requir'd ; 
Mony ſent to pay the laft Arrears? 1 
zi, Nothing obe d: When firſt your Orders came, 

ich by your Brother were in the Forum rea 3 
ver ſaw ſo ſudden a Revolt. tw 
once they cry'd, Our Liberty's betray'd, - | 
Courts of Juſtice robb'd ; Old Rights infring'd; 
Gods muſt down, our Shrines and Temples burn: 
all for a Phantaſtick Old Wives Tale; ; 
roſs they cry d, one of Silveſter's Lies, 

ich never yet was ſeen by waking Eyes; 

either feign'd, or dreamt of in the Skies. 

J. Is this their Anſwer to my ftrict Commands? 
i. Criſpus by this return'd to join your Brother; 

n ſtraight ſome Devil whiſper'd 1n their Ears, 
Son already had begun the Change, 

Statue of Apollo was pull'd down, 

ake his Father's Place : Whereon they cry'd 
Image ſhould: be burnt, and with a Breath 
Cockle, and the Corn, bow'd all. that way. 

. But were reverſed by a more powerful Gale; 
Brother and your Son appear'd like Gods, 

ſtopt the Madmen in their full Career. 

. At cloſe of Day, in dark Cabals they met, 
Inthe Morning gave their final Anſwer; 

us, who that Night was brought a Captive, 

ace the Triumph of your firſt Appearance, 

firſt propos'd to ſhare th? Imperial Power: 

they demand a general Perſecution 

the Chriſtians, and S:/veſter*s Head. 

Tell 'em their City ſhall be Aſhes firſt. 

for this, with hazard of my Life, 


. 


y itz 


1 | 
e redeem'd *em from their Tyrants Racks, 

| all their Streets were but one hideous Grave; | | 

he! Wives and Daughters raviſht in their View? | | 
> 418d. 5 


Age was drain'd of its laſt ebbing Drop, ; 
-1; vi Babes were ſnatch'd their carlief Breath to give, | 

y'd ere knowing what it was to live. © "2 
Trumpets,— Enter Dalmatius. 

Treaſon—— Arius, or do the Slaves repent? 


: | | 
Wy = 


Dalm. The ſubtleſt Snake, the ſofteſt Civil vil 
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My Brother here. Still to my Arms, and Heart, 
Thou Nerve of all my Wars: How fares my Frien 
And my beloved? 7 N 
Dalm. Criſpus, our Care, is well. 19 
And the late Tempeſt, which muſt reach your By refore 
By skilful Pilots rockt into a Calm. | hn 
Believe me Sir, your Preſence gains the Cauſe, 
Therefore upon the Inſtant march to Rome,; 
Vanquiſh'd Licinius waits to grace your Triumph, 
Bleſs me! Is't poſſible? Arius with you, Sir ? 
Arrius the Traitor? | 
Conſt. Have you found him ſo? | 


That ever warm'd himſelf in Prince's Boſom; 
Diſeaſes, Blaſts, Plagues, Death and Hell are in hj 
What e'er his Outſide ſeems : This ſhameleſs Trait 


Was the foul Spring of all theſe poiſon'd Water, CE 
That late had like to overflow the Empire; 
Vet while his Emiſſaries fired the People, 
This Judas on my fide appear d an Angel: abi. T. 
For after the firſt Mutiny was quell'd, | fuſion | 
Though he had ſworn to juſtifie your Cauſe, Forty 
He warn'd the Slaves; I have his Hand to ſhow, WF Father 
Next Day to make thoſe Impudent Demands. Son, n 
Ari. Plots on my Innocence; as I am a Chriſi ears a 
If e'er I ſet my Hand to ſuch a Treaſon, marry” 
May theſe rot off, which thus I hold to Heav'n: Nin. E 
As I am of Prieſtly Order bi. Ar 
Dalm. A Devil ordain'd —— ſtands 
Sir, if I do not prove him — _ ein. Hi 
Conſt. I believe you, a abi. Ne 
I know him Heretick, a ſeditious Traitor, | Poe to 
Bur yet have Reaſons to defer his Ruin, ein. By 
Therefore no more at preſent. Arius hence; my ſe 


And let me hear no further of theſe Miſchie's.  Wauphr, ; 
I have pardon'd you; be gone, you Eubulus, and 'SWerefore 


I come Embattel'd now for my Revenge; if I eve 
My Standard, and my Banners, bear the Croſs riſe ano; 
Tell 'em Lycinius, whom once before ern; 


I took to Grace, and marry'd to my Siſter, build tl 


Their new Petition d Caſar, ſoon ſhall bleed. 


Conſtantine the Great. W W 
lv. Forgive your Enemies, 8 BA 3 
ft. But not my F iends: 
une was my Friend, and has betray'd me; 
refore I'll execute him in their View. 
and warn him, for the Doom that's given. i 

; I Ex. Arius, Eubulus. 
not by halfs that we will worſhip Heav'n: A 
my Dalmatius, I have made a Vow, 
Romans, or their Emperor ſhall bow. 
yre Subjects, and *tis fit: Nay, bow they ſhall, 
eſa in th* Attempt their Victim fall; 
to the Man, whom Heav'n ordain'd for Sway, 
in his great Vicegerent learn their Maker to obey. 

8 [ Exeunt. 


CENE IL J Rome. Conſtantine's Palace, | 


Enter Lycinius, Labienus. 


bi. The Miſchief's ripe, and ready for our wiſh : 
hon to the Houſe of Conſtantine, 1 
Fortune points their Fate. For mark the Method: 
Father ſends the Son to ſee the Priſoner; | | 
Son, not knowing of his Father's Contract, | 
ears a God to Fauſta's charming Eyes, 
marry'd her. is * 
hein. How came you by the Secret? [the Son, 
abi. Arius told me; he who betroth'd the Father weds 
ſtands for ever bound to ſerve Lycintus. 
ein. He's voted Heretick among the Chriſtians. 
bi. No matter what they vote him, Sir; He's yours, 

Poe to all Religion, but his Friends. 
ein. By Mars, he falls the righter to my Purpoſe. 
is my ſelf bred up in Blood and Wars, 
wphr, and Scoft at by theſe Civil Cowards, 
crefore I hate Religion, Arts and Learning; 
We it | ever Mount the Cæſar's Throne, 
ruſe another General Perſecution, 

Nero, Bait theſe Chriſtian Dogs to Death 
build rhe Temples of the Old Gods again. 


Labi. 
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Labi. And be a God your ſelf: In the mean ting 717 
Let your Wife's Tears prevail upon your Temper, | d 
Supple your haughry Spirit, doe ber ker, "Wl — 
Low as the Earth, before the Einperor's Feet. 7 
Hein. 1 had rather die: If he thinks fic to ſave n er, 
"Tis well; if not, why let him take my Head. rs 
Labi. Let for the ſake of thoſe whom you mult gi 
Rebate this Martial Fire, and hear your Wife: "54G 
Hear what Return our long'd-for Arius brings, make 
| | Enter Criſpus, with Annibal. pur. t 
But ſoft ! the Bridegroom Criſps and his Friend: . 
Cynſtantia with Impatience waits your coming; dugh! 
Conſtantia, who has Power to ſave your Head, tb. 
Though Ceſar with an Oath had doom'd you Dew 1.6 t. 
Ex. Lycinius, Lab 72 
Criſp. How Amnnibal! What! out of Temper nl m n 
When Crowns are offer'd, and the Caſar's Purple? en 
What, though not born in the immediate Way? Immb. 
Yet thou art Collaterally Great as I. one. tl 
And if I ever Heir this ſpacious Empire, ne, r 
By Heav'n, thou ſhalt not ſhare, but guide, engrol 10 ? 
y Heart's beſt Love, and all the World beſide. . 
Annib. Your Heart? Ay there you eccho'd my De 10.1 
Enrich me there, and trowle your empy Globe at, F. 
' To thoſe crown'd Slaves, that know no other Grein. 
But tell me, O my Criſpus! all Mens Joy, iſd. 8 
Tell me, and truly from thy generous Soul, Kuni b. 
Haſt thou a Friend whom more thou loy?ſt than ¶ Lan f 


| Griſp. Not more belov'd, more fonded than m. 1 
But more "0 f 
Annib. Nay add not to that broken Truth, iſp. I 
There's more in that, no more, than thou had Name 


-Crifp. Wilt thou not hear me out? „b. 
Annib. There needs no more; 5. O 
Thou art no Friend, that lov'ſt another more: ſeav'n 
Nay half ſo much: But now I find that all his En 
The former Flatteries of thy glozing Friendſhip ow her 
Were Courticrs Promiſes, and Womens Vows; 5 upon 


But let me know his Name. 


0 


5. Thy Father, Aunihal, my Godlike Friend, 
latin, Pho before thou could'ſt write Man, 
pod Kir te his Heart: Like Lambs in Peac 
ether WE lay down, together roſe; 
War like Lions, coupled on a ſide; 

e Jerchy Infant Arms a Sword could wield, 

d drove like Herds the Nations from the Field. 
mib. Why then we're Friends again, more faſt than 
ſince we haye happen d into this Diſorder, | ever. 
make a Tryal of renew'd Affection, a 

pur thee tothe Teſt. 


ough Kin to Death, my Arm, young Man, ſhall right 
lnnib. Tis Death indeed: Moſt certain Death to me, 
les thy ſofming Charms have Pow'r to ſave me. 

T1/p. Speakthis cloſe Grief, thatywrings thee with the 


out my Tongue. 

mib. My\Life is in the Hands 

one. that lates me; or, what wounds me more, 

one, my Ciſpus, that can never love me. [that? 
ip. Not love thee? O ye Powers! What Heart is 
lib. Haſt thou not ſeen the beauteous Priſoners? 
at, Fauſta mean ſt thou? 


iſp. Say which of em? which Beauty has Inflam'd 
Wmib. Which ſhou'd, but the moſt ſoft and artleſs 
Languiſhing —— e Melter? 
%%. The wiſh 5 Beauteous —— Come—— _ 
Imib. Ha! Ger how an concern'd ! 

ip. I am to help thee — | 

Name | 

Imib, Why take it then, the Fair Serena. 

%. O ſhe's the ſofteſt, ſweeteſt, killing Fair. 

icav'n — I am glad l'm raviſht that tis ſhe! 
his Embrace I promiſe thee Succeſs, 
ow her Temper well No more, but leave me. 
s upon the Inſtant when I met thee, | 

ng to their Apartment; Nay look up 

traſt thy Friend. 


hip 


Ws; 
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am not Elþquent in ſuch a Cauſe, [Anguiſh* + 


Imib, Fniſta and Serena. _ . [thee?_ 


7iſp, Name the Danger, | [ thee: . 


Aunib. | 
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Annib. Plead then for my Life, 5 ; 
I beg thee as a God to plead my Caro; : _ 
Thou canſt not know o th* ſudden howꝰtis with ms 1 
How great, how mortal, and how deep the Way yg 
May all the Saints, and Powers that pity Love, Wet 
Inſpire thy Breaſt, as if twere poſſible A * 
That Annibal's Soul cou'd actuate thy Body. 5 
So ſigh, weep, languith, and for Mercy ſue, ſp. 0 
As were I Criſpus, 1 my ſelf wou'd do. , Ex. A Wir 
Criſp. The Youth is haughty, martial, hot and by ooh 
Right for the Ficld, unhappy parts for Love: Tale 
Therefore perhaps the Virgin likes him not. * 5 
Bur thou haſt luckier Stars : No ſooner ſeen Ina ben 
But lik d Lov'd, Marry'd — Ha! but wherej Iwill 
Without thy Father's Knowledge thou wert marry! pg 
Tis the firſt Fault of my unhappy Lou, uf. C 
Yer tis a Fault- but 'tis the Fault of Love, 1 6 
Had he not lov'd, Criſpus had not been gere; "hh 
Away, you Damps, and darkning Images, — 
Be gone I ſay — Behold ſhe comes to meet mc; we 
Enter Fauſta. | hs 
Lag as I am, in this great Race of Love- "pk 
O Fauſta, Fauſta, romp 
Fauſt. O my Conſtantine! | "oi 
ri ſp. Ha 14 mt. I + 
| . A Miſtake; my Fear out- went my Love. | ® , 
Criſp. My Conſtantine ! Thy Fear By Heav'n E 
What Cauſe haſt thou to fear? - -  Tomint Night 
_ Fauſt. Bondage and Death: ; 5 . Le 
Are not thoſe Reaſons for a Virgin's Fear? if. Bu 
Criſp. Yes for another, Fauſta, not for thine. J. Ta 
For oh! when he bas ſeen and heard, like me, er to 0 
Th' Abſtraſted Charms of all this beauteous World, ub. Sy 
Expect not Death, but Offers of a Throne. Nr 
Fauſt. Dis poſſible: Vet by thy ſelf I ſwear, J flarr 
By dear lov'd thee, my Criſpus ina 3 þ. No 
Shall be preterr'd to all the Thrones on 1 m wake 
Criſp. And thou, forgive me Heav'n! I had alma 06 
To Heav'n it ſelf: No Fauſta, that's the Jar, y laſt h 
Religion makes this Diſcord in my Soul. way the 
I find it now. Hence come my Starts and Fears, r. 14, 
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10 in the height of my £2 ected 1 

Time, the Saints and Miracles muſt win thee. 

auſt. No Time, po Miracle, no Saint but thou? 
by, 48 art all the Wonders of the Earth, | 
Saint, my Heart's Reli ee and my Heaven; 

th thee I am imhbarkt to liye or periſh, 

t only here but in the World Bereaftet: 

ſp. O Extacy! Oh Pattern for thy Sex: 

halt thou Maſter me by this Subſection. 

e me thy Hand. Thy Lip the Sweets are richer, 
Taſte enobled:; ol y raviſht Love (open d; 
ws with the pointed Charms. The Heay' ns are 
| | behold thee Crown'd a Saint already. 3 
will hold thee faſt, left t we al ſnarch thee 
aft. Oh not to Night! 
iſp. Ha! not to Night? Not on this loyd Copfeſſton ? 
when thou haft ſet my Spirits all on fire?! 
now enjoy thee? Thou mak'ſt my Fears return; 
nore extravagant than they were before, 

crc we join an Apoplex ſhou'd ſeize me, 

Palace fall, and 9 — other Chances, 

t awe th? Imagination. of my Love. 

omen „ 

wt. 1 will, and with theſe longing „ 
I thee till Morn: And from that Morn till Evening: 
Evening to Mid-day: From Day to Night: {2 
Night to Death I'll claſp thee thus for ever. 
iſp. Let's haſte then, while the beckning Minne 
ſt, But I moſt ſwear thee firſt. ſmiles. 
Up. Take Oath on Oath : | 

ar to obey thee without asking why: a | 
uf. Swear thou wilt never leave thy wellded bee 
* dreadful Chance, or ſtrange Misfortune, 

d ſtart to undo me, atmoſt to a Crime. Heavy n, 
9. No Crime, but want of Love: Nor that, by: 
make ine hate thee, though ir bring me Death. 
hou ſoft Deaf! if ever | forſake thee, 15 
ly laſt hour may I deſpair of Metcy; 
may thoſe Saints, that "knew rhe Wrong! did thee, 
LH. M When 


ve have mi og led Seo 
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1 Wen at Heav'm Gate I beg for Entrance, atiſw, | 

| | Remember what thou didit to Fenſta (wear 2 

Be gone, for ever leave this happy Sphere, 
For perjut d Lovers have no Manſion here. 


7 
— — 5 r 


ACT u. SCENE I. 
SCENE Nome. 


Enter Arius; Labienus, and Eubolus. 


| Ari. XX 7 E have done our Work by halfs; folli 
by the Scent, | 25 
Trac'd to our Holes! Oh I could play the Mad · na 
Men of our Make ſo poorly hide a Murder, 
That Dogs can rake it up. Spies, Spies by Hell! 
The Courſe of former Councils was too flow, 
I am proclaim'd a Traitor, Heretick, 
And Poniards muſt proclaim my Accuſer nothing, 
Labi. Were it not better to comply? 
Ari. Impoſſible! 
The Genius of the proud Imperial Brothers 
And mine, by Nature mortally oppos d, 
Hate ſtrongly at firſt fight, which Hate :mprov'd,; 
By the late flaw I found in their Religion: 
They hear too how I tainted Infant Fwulian: 
Yer being made the Emperor's Oonfident 
In the late Contract, all might have been retriev'd 
And 1 at Helm, had not his hated Brother 
Thus interpos'd to my eternal Ruin 
Poiſon and Poniard— 
Eub, ls it come to that? | 1 | 
Ari, It is; without diſpatch, we are all undone- 
Oh for a Slave to mould, ſome Malecontent; 
His Blood aduſt, and blackned with the Blows 
Of adverſe Fortune; yet of Soul elate, 
And to be fluſh'd for Fame, or Hire, 


To any Kind of daring: 


ri. Tis 
re Pris 

dein. Y, 
Tongui 
rly cur 
77, Curt 
ty curt 
un to t! 
Id e'er 
Id it nc 
Iike th 
ere you 
em, Kil 
tne, { 


» 
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obj. Why? 

i. I would work the Metnetoly Btave 

ſtab Dalmatiu st. ee 

ad, Why not Gnftantine? 

(ri. Becauſe ten Conſtantines live at OY in bm; 3 
ge one's not half ſo open to Deſtruction, | 
rotber cloſe, and on the Guard to fave him; 
has unravell'd our cloſe Web of Thybpht, * 

d from the bottom of our dark De ales 
wn Treaſon forth, perhaps to hai gi all. 

l. 'Tis juſtly thought; this Lett thuſt be cell 
d who ſo fit to hew it into 72 g 
that ambitious, brawny Fool, we einn??? 

i. Thou haſt hit the Man my buſie brain bad loft; 
Emperor dooms him dead; By whoſe Advice? 
na! mc, 1 hear the dull Heinius cry, 

t ere | fall the Victim of the War, 
py at once deſtroy bis Life and Name. 

Enter Lycinius. Guards. 
ſee he comes! I bring you News. 
ein. Ha! of my Death! I read it in thy Face: | 
ri. The Lakes as at firſt I told your Story, 
in'd to Mercy: But fierce Delmatits 
cal'd the hint of your half granted n 
ford him to your Death. 
hein. By Mars Pll fight him. 
i. Tis not in ot ower, 
re Pris'ner of | 
hein. Yet I may Gurke: 
Tongue is not their Priſoner ; ; therefore Pl curſe 
ly curſe Dalmatius; curſe em all. 
i. Curſe for the loſs of Empire, and of Life! - 
ny curſe! Why W hores will there out-do . | 
an to think the great Heini! | 
lone- eld e' er be brought in ſuch Compariſon! 
ld it not ſeem more worthy your paſt Honour 
rike than ſay? Strike, if 1 * a 
ere you ſuffer . 
ein. Kill Dalmatius, ._ 


nine, Criſpus, ag an 1. 
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| Conſtantine the Great. 

Quite root up all th' Imperial Stock at once: 

Ari. This Dagger then be yours; the Legacy 

Of an old Propheteſs; who dying, told me, 

He that had Courage to employ it well, 

And where it ought, ſhould make himſelf the Greatef, 

6 . Iltrumpet at diſtal 
Hein. It ſhall be well employ d, and where itouy 
But hark the Emperor comes! . 
Ari. Rather Dalmatius, 

Perhaps commiſſion'd for your F xecution! 

Lyein. Why then I'll forth and meet him. Bythepn 

If I muſt fall, he ſhall not live to laugh: - 

And in remembrance of this ſolemn Oath, 

I kiſs the ominous Gift thou haſt bequeath'd me; 

I'll treaſure it next my Heart; where it ſhall reſt, 

Till ſheath'd by Vengeance in Dalmatius' Bret 

Ari. Or live or die, thou art contriv'd for M 
Next 1 muſt mend the Hereſies I've: broach'd, 
And reconcile my ſelf, by ſome bold Offer, 
With Conftantine ; which white I undertake, 

Be it your Care to ſpread th* old poiſonous Docttix 
Sow it in all Habits, Perſons, Forms, and Places; 
Grow with the Times, and cultivate Sedition. 

Enter Serena. | 

My fair Devoteſs; but hence, as I have order 
And meet me at the Trial of Lycinius, 

| _ Seren, The Morning's come, andfain | would have! 
Who all the Night have wak'd upon'my Pillow, 
And made it wet with Tears: My ſolitary Groans 

That pierc'd Heav'hs Vaults (tho? Heav'n was dell 
Deaf to redreſs) have made my Breaſt ſo ſore N 

That I can ſigh no longer. | "es 
Criſpus and Fauſta! Oh you happy Lovers! 

Not ſo with you the gladſome Minutes paſt: 

For, cre 'twas Day, I left my tedious Bed, 

And liſten'd to your Joys. © 
Ari. Her Sorrows lull me, 


And 1 grow good, I know not how, of th' ſudden. 


did but aggravate my Faſſion more: 
t hide it, O Serena! though thou dieſt, 
it to none, but to the midnight Groves, 
e Flocks and Streams, and thoſe unhappy Stars 

hoſe mercileſs Fires thus fated thy undoing. - - 


t you have heard it all; INE I . 
d will, perhaps, proclaim a Virgin's Frailty. 

„Sir, 1 ſhall not long ſurvive my Shame: _ 

d fince tis known, confeſs it to the World; 
feſt, that Paſſion has dethron d my Reaſonz _ 
t unbelov'd, I love the beſt of Men; 
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ren. Such ſoft Expreſſions flow'd from the charming 
LUCY 


ri, What! not to Arius! to thy Confeſorz 
him who has a Privilege from Heavn?!ůʒ x 
eren. Oh Arins! would | had the Power to hide it; 


O 
0 
O 


, figh unheard, and without Witneſs mourn, 
e dote to Death without the leaſt Return. ; 
5 , Tis ſaid, young Annibal is vow'd your Servant. 


ren. O Arius] mark the Malice of our Fates! 
at Prince loves me, as Criſpus is belov d, 
| failing in his Suit, *employ'd his Friend 
plead his Cauſe! Oh had it been his own! 
all my Pray*rs, alas ! are now in vain, 
| wanting Criſpus, I muſt wed my Grave. 
erefore | beg you, Sir, procure his Picture 
entertain my melancholy Thoughts, 
e him himſelf I ne'er muſt ſee again. ; 


eren. 1 thank you Sir, by the bleſt Saints | do; 

ank you for this Favour, from my Heart. 
hark! they come: Criſpus and Fauſta come 
Heart! why doſt thou leap againſt my Boſom 

e a Cag'd Bird, and beat thy ſelf to Death 

an impoſſible Freedom? Ty 

i. Stay to ſalute 'em. F101 

ſeren, No Arius, no; I cannot, dare not ſtand em: 


— 


. 


ri. That, and ail Helps which Arius can command. 


| M 3 N 1 x Do 
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Do Faufte, do, be ſtifled with the Joy. 
Follow him from thy Chamber to the Grove, 
| To Garden haunts, and clalp him in the Bowen, 
Thence to your golden Beds again While I 
Sink to my Grave, and there forgotten lye. 
Ari. Oiſus to Court Serena for his Friend! 
His Picture ! the thall have it Miſchief! Hell! 
And if it be thy Will thy Slave obeys. 
Criſpus and Annibal, that late were Friends, 
Shall ſtrait be Foes. But huſh, the Lovers come. 
This Cloſet hides me to diſcover more. 
E Enter Criſpus and Fauſta. 
This Cloſer be my School, to learn their Language 
- Fauſt. Your Father's Trumpets call you. Let eme 
/ You ſhall not go. Oh are there any Sounds l 
Too charm, more powerful than your Fatfta's Crit, 

Criſp. No, not the Tongues of Angels! O beſt 
Of my abounding Soul! What ſhalt. I call thee ?” 
By Heav'n, thou art all Heav'n, all Paradiſe; | 
Talk not then of going from thee : For 1'll ſtay till 
Has Snow'd a hundred Winters on my Head, 
| Yer give and take Enjoywears rote as now. 
Fauſt. And oh, for thee, thou deareſt of the Wi 
My Soul's beſt Life, and my Heart's graſp'd Deir, 
Oh what Return! The Mother on her Throws, 
After the Rack when hanging o'er her Babe, 
5 With bleeding Joys, wild Looks, and earning Smile, 

Loves not her Darling more than I love put. 
Thou ſhalt not leave me, Oiſpus. 

Giſp. Yes, to meet again; + | 
Our Loves approv'd by him that gave me Being, 
And then 157 Bp atk nc 

Fauſt, What then? He dooms me to that place, 
Where in his Shrowd the poor Maximian lies, 
Where I ſhall lye as I had never been, 

Nor think of Giſpus more. — 

I) _ Criſp, Canſt thou fear Death, 
While L have Life? © 
Fauſd Oh do not truſt thy Father! 

Truſt not the Paſſions of a Conqueror; 


Ef 


in his fatal Look, when laſt he left me, Hy 
mething I ſaw, that bid me fly his Preſencez” 
to the Verge of Earth, and leap rhe B ound * & 


— — 
2 


— 


- 


cher than ever meet his Eyes again. 
Criſp. Thy Father's Fate makes thee miſtruſt thy own. 
Fauſt. No Criſpus, not Miftruſt, but certain Danger; 
hich, like a moulding Promantory, hans 
cſting above our Heads; and threatens Death, © 
leſs we Houſe betimes, and ſcape the Fall. 

iſp. What Danger? Death? What Falls? 
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"Ma. Thy Father. 6 

riſp. Ha! ; | . [Aa . 
* Fauſt. Thy Father, Oviſpus —— | 1 
* iſp. Knows not we are marry*d, | | 


Wt hall, and will J hope forgive my Paſſion. _ 
t. I dreamt laſt Night, thy Father was in Love; 


All 
3.3 
IS 
»i, 
4 | 
Lo 
Fo + 
* | 
Wh 
©. 
[9 
5 
1 + 
= In 
[1 


| | ; — —— 
40 love with me, my wh catch'd us claſp'd, 


d with his Dagger ſtabb'd us in the fold. 
rip. Ist poſſible ? „ "2 
auſt. Moſt true. | | 
rip. And catch'd thee with me? RS 
aut. Catch'd us in Bed. nc 

rip. There? Es os 
Fauſt. Here. Why doſt thou wonder? 7 1 
was but a Dream. ee 1 
%. Yet there is wonder in't, 
auſe, by Heav'n, 1 dreamt the very ſame. 
It not ſtrange? _ 
Fauſt, If it ſhould happen true! 1 "& 
iſp. That would be ſtrange indeed. de 
aut. Therefore let's fear the worſt, and arm againſt 

r oh, why ſhould Thide a Secret from thee? * 
hen I beheld him laſt, he languiſhed, 
d wrung my Hand at parting. 5 
iſp. But what ſaid he? | 
auſt. I will not tell you Criſtus,: till you anſwer - 
hat you would do with me, Cen for: \ 
It were true indeed, your Father Joy'd me. 
Tip. What, at your par ting? ha? . "9 


M 4 £ 2 * Fau 2 


| 


| 
? 
by 


3 To love his Son, none but tl e lovely Criſpus ; 


+ Tho taken down, I feel the Strains upon me, 


/ 


Ctriſp. If ought thouhid'ſt, byHeav'n thou doſt noi 


he ftill my Love, forgive this little: Fault, 


384 _ Conſtantine the Grear, 

Fayft. Why if 'twere truce, + 
Would you forſake mes? e 
Criſp. Be my own Murderer! 


1 know not what, but ſpeak your partivg: Oh! 
Fauſt. Why are you ſo enrag' d? I dare not tell you, 


Fauſt. By Heav'n/ I hope no other Heav'n, but th 
| WW bal be talk d a little? Age will talk, 0 1 ar th 
And think of it na more. N 
Of. Wber was your T? 
Fl know each Syllable. @ * "EY 
Fauſt. Why ſo yon hall; 5 
zut then be Calm: What if he talk d of Loye? 
And what? Oh be not angry and I'll tell you; i 
What if, to ſave my Life, I promis'd him? 
Criſp. Ha! promis'd, Fanſta? 
/ Promiſe the Father, and engage the Son? 
But ſpeak, Iſtand upon a Precipice; 
For if tis true, that e'cr ſo little paſt 
Of Love before N 
Fauſt. What then? 
Oiſp. And thou haſt promis'd? 
Fauſt. Suppoſe I have ſwor n. 
Griſp. Suppoſe then thy Diſhonour: 
Suppoſe me never to behold thee more; 
Suppoſe my Death ; both Soul and Body's Ruin. 
Fauſt. Suppoſe no more, but what my Soul hath ſu 


d let t 
ſees h 
| then 


ri. V 
d ask 1 
tell tl 
les, I 
hen th 
ſwallo 
Fauſt. 

empty 
ou hal 
t haſte! 
ſwore 
ho ſto} 
77. L 
t Ill re 
nceal 
irs, H 
auſt, 


i. T 


O therefore clear thy Brow, and take me to thee, 


And Jealouſic ſhall ne er offend thee more. 
Dip. O Charmer! Beauty! what! where was then 


W hy haſt thou kept me on the Rack ſo long? 


And ſhall, I fear, too long. But hark they call, Tag 
{ 1 muſt 89. % * 5 8 F 1 * * 
Fauſt. But will geu then return? 


Oifp. Quick as my iſhes, or my own Deſires] 


7 


But make no morelgeh Tryal. Hark again. Trumpet . 
8.7 F, | cannot part with you, tho' for a Mow" Ewp 
SN i _— 47 > ny 1 7 | 
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iſp n bur enquire wherher my Father's come. 

swear to Come back then, Ne before you ſee 

2 me one Look mere! Ro, (him, 

riſp. W hat needs an Oath? 

ire | ſpeak with him 

mf. You'll ſpeak with me, | 

| have much to ſay of mighty moment; 

ear therefore to return. 
riſp. Swear on thy Lips; 8 | | 

. my Heart I ſeal m y Vows! forever. „ 

Heart and the Pct Vows deep writin Blood z ) 

od and Diſhonour: Take then take my Cauſe, * 

ou that haſt made me fin, O mighty Love? 

q let thy Mother plead it with her Tears: 

ſees his Father and my Crime at once; 

d then reſolves neyer to ſee me more. 

Euter Arius. 


oth 


i. What then? 
auſt, What then! O Arius, doſt thou know me? 
ask what then, when he ne'er ſees me more? 

tel] thee then, I'll never ſee the Bay: 
ces, Night and Death, Dſepair and Dungeons hold 
den thoſe dear Eyes ſhall never light me more. (me, 

bi. Since you enjoy *d him, let the Tides of Love \ 
ſwallow'd in the Ocean of Ambition. mz 
Fauſt. Ambition, Pomp, and Greatneſs of the World. Wi 
empty ſounds to Love Hut thine 's adownward 1 Senſe, 1 
ou haſt no Taſte of theſe ſublimer Joys. | 
t haſte) look our; Why comes he not again? 
ſwore he would bur he has ſcen his Father! 
ho ſtops him, with my firſt unhappy Contract. 
eu. 1 ſee him vonder. 
ö Fauſt. Bleſſings on thy Tongue; | 
t Y ran forth to meer him, and no longer 4 
nceal the innocent Deceit of Love. As 
i. Hold Madam, ſtay, Dalmatine comes; retire. 
. Dalmatius! Let me ſee wy tel” © 
fire Ari. They come. wk 
e . Dalmatius! Gods, is he; he rolls kim 0 
10 Emperor told it bim. | Nay it muſt out, . 


h ü 


is 


* * FS | 
| * 


: 


; 
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Is ominous, and grinds my Temper through. 


Conſtantine the Great. 
Im loft, undone; But gentle Arius, Wait, 
And watch, and bring me word, how Criſpus hem 
Oh that I were a Spirit to ſtand unſeen ! 70 
To mark his Paſſiens how they riſe and fall, 
With every Glance of thoſe dear, dreadful Eye: 
But ſee they come, and yet | cannot ſtir, 
I grow diſtracted with my Hope and Fear, 
Compell'd to go; yet long to tarry here. [Ex. By 
| Enter Dalmatius and Criſpus zo Arius. 
Dalm. I have much againſt you, Criſpus; and youly 
Therefore with all the freeddn of a Friend, | 


Sir, 5 
urge y 


ſp. I. 


opening 
Dam. 


Tell me what is the Cauſe you have not been BE 
So free as formerly. 
0 2 You know I am. WL 
Dalw. I'll preſs you, Sir, no more; only remenh, 


ſt in thi 
comin 
ſoon as 


There ſtands a Villain, whom I have ſcen you whij 


Criſp. T'll tell you all. | | 
4/2 You 175 not: Come, there is a Guilt at bo 1 | 
You bluſh to own, a Crime of ſuch a nature yd at f 
As will admit no Pardon. Thou haſt ſinn d ceſſary | 
Againſt the great Divinity of Friendſhip; ſhould 
hich m Sa takes to death, 1 Deo 
Criſp. Can it be 5 unih. H 
Ever too late to gain a Pardon here? . ſue for I 
Dali. I cannot tell; Vet I can tell thee this, alm. V1 
There was a time, not many days are paſt, _ Amiba, 
Since I preferr'd thy Friendſhip to the World; be old | 
When I cou'd ſay, Why yonder goes the Man, BW, had b. 
Whom my Soul worſhips more than Conſtantine, Wl, ww 
And loves beyond my Son. By Heay'n thy Faul Bj, N 


Criſp. That Son you nam'd unhappily's in Loe. 
Dalm. Then he's a Fool. With whom? 
Criſp. Maximian's Daughter; 
The younger Beaiity, | 
* * e You Log the LE I 
ie on't ſome ſuch maſterly deſign. 
This makes you ſhun the Camp, wy er beneath 


The Eves of Palaces, and droop in Corners. a the E 
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Sir, your Pardon. I almeſt forgot 5 OR 

urge your ſwifteſt Speed, ro. wait your Father, - 

iſp. 1 will but take my leave. e 

halm. 1 fear there is 

> much already taken; but no more 

ou have ought to ſay, 111 viſit for you. , 
iſp- Be all as you would have it! Oh your Hand, 

y, | will force my Entrance to your Heart, 
opening all my own; and ſo farewell. Ex. Criſps. 

ham. | blame my Friend for walking in the Dark, 
hide my ſelf, who when | ſeem moſt ſtrange 

fondeſt of his Love. So Sir, whas now? 

'_ Enter Anaibal. #1 

Wmib. The fair Conſtantia, with condemn'd Heinius, 

ſt in the ſaddeſt Glaſs of dying Sorrow, 29 5 
coming to entreat you for his Pardon; 

ſoon as ſhe had heard, from weeping Arius, 
Husband's doom, ſhe in our Arms expir'd, 

bam. I mourn her Fate; But for Lycintus, 


. the fair Serena ſhall not 
:4 le wear this. WES, 1 . 
an. Ha Rebel! Traitor! Howl ßen, 


— 


That <quals your own Virtue, 
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Aunib. No nor at yours, 85 
That gave me, Sir, my Being; take it again, 
Unleſs you give me leave to lay it there, 
Where | have plac'd my Love. 
Dalm. The Emperor 
Decrees thee Ceppadocia: Wilt thou forfeit 
The noble Heritage of ſuch Ambition, 
For Infamous Love? | 
Annib. Wrong not a Paſſion, . 
: For could Caſay 
Give with a Daughter of his own the World, 
J would prefer my Love in this condition, 
To all the proffers of his Blood and Empire. 


Dalm. Hence from my fight; and till thou bee 
: this Bi 


Sec me no more, 

Annib. Then I muſt never ſee you. | 
For when | ceaſe to Love, where I have vow, 
I] am no more; therefore upon my Knees, 

T beg you to recall this dreadful Sentence, 
Repeal my Baniſhment, and give me leave 
To win the Heart of this unhappy Maid, | 


Or bid me die before you. 


Dalm. Riſe my Boy, 
Thou lov'ſt indeed, who canſt refuſe a Kingdom. 


Emer Arius, Lycinius, Labienus, Eubolus, vil 


the Populace. 
Burt ſee Lycinius with his Followers here; 


Take to the habit of thy former Wars, 


And ſoften not my Juſtice by thy Sorrows. 
Annib. I have heard Lycintus lately threatned ye 


Therefore your Guardian's Eye be watchful oer yo 


Dalm, Fear not, I'm arm'd againſt em. Know, l 


The Emperor has decreed to ſhew his Subjects 


W hat weary'd Mercy dares reſolve to do. 
Cleant bes, you the Captain of the Guard, 
Lead to the Forum, and in the Peoples view 
Strike off his Heae. 


0 87 bear the Sentence as becomes my Honou 
An 


all the favour which I beg in Death, 
ls to reveal a Secret to your Ear, 


ich m. 
dalm. \ 
ein. N 
is there 
halm. 8 
e is th 
ich wl 
Ds Us of 
ein. 8 
Zn, 


11:8 ; 
Execut! 
vile T. 
reſore | 
mib, I 
know y 
hum. N 
Idie a ( 
ein. Ha 
ness! N 
re-draw 
| work 1 
ſhall ni 
8s ſet on 
| would 
o were 
Chriſti 
refore 

$ much 
m in ye 
g you to 
from th 
l with tl 
alm. His 
forth an 
ends her 
is the d 
bark! F 
De forth 
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ich may import the Emperor's Life, and yours. 
balm. hat would you, - 4 * 
ein. My Lord, are you in earneſt? 

there room for Hope? | 

helm. Sir, be not flartet'ds © © 

«is the fawning Traitor of the Mind. 
ich while it cozens with a colour'd Friendſhip; 


* 


s us of our laſt Virtue, Reſolution. 

ycin, Speak then the force of Reſolution Thus! 
nnib. No Villain — Thus. W 
[Annibal diſarms and affers to Stab him. 
helm. Hold, Amnibal! hold thy Hand. FY 
Executioner in the beſt of Cauſes, 

vile Trade for honourable Men; 

ereſore let Slaves diſpatch him. | 

Ab. Rack him firſt, 

know who counſel'd him to this damn'd Deed. 
ulm. No: To Sylveſter let him own his Fault, 

die a Chriſtian z 1 am ſatisfy d. 
ein. Ha ha A Chriſtian ! What, and fall. a Sheep? 
ifs! No, as he urg'd, bring forth the Rack; 
re-draw my Limbs, ſpin all my Nerves like Hairs, 

| work my tortur'd Fleſh as thin as Flame, 

ſhall not know a tittle more than this; 

xs ſet on to ſtab Dalmatius; © | 

| would the Emperof, were he in my reach. 

o were the Gods that prompted thus my Arm, 
Chriſtian Curs ſhall never know from me; 

refore go learn the Myſtery in Hell. 

much I may acquaint you; they are living, 

m in your Boſoms, and | hope will ſting you; 
gyou to Death. Plagues, Famine, Sword, and Fire; 
from the Gods on your proud City fa'l; 3 
with that dying Curſe I leave you all. Ex. Guarded. 
ain. His Fate was juſt. Now Romans to the Triumph; 
forth and meet your Emperor, whoſe Mercy 
ends het peaceful Wings to all that ſeek him; 

is the darling Attribute of his Soul, 45-8 

bark! He comes! the Saviour of your Empire; 
bg forth his Statues; Crown his Images; 
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Meet him with Garlands, Songs, and Shouts of Trin 
But ſee his Entrance is already made, | 
And there he comes, with Ciſeus in his Arms. 

Enter Conſtantine, Criſpus, &c. zo the Trium 

- Conſt. Dalmatius, I muſt thank thee for the Fate roving 
Of that too ſtubborn. Troubler of our Reign: 
Sylveſter to his Hermitage retires, | 
And ſays the Saints are {ad at my delay: 
Tell him, cre long, and urge him to return, 
The Emperor and the Court ſhall be baptiz d. [ng 
Dalm. Take to your former Freedom, Mirth andi 
For tis obſerv'd you are not as you were. 
Cnnſt. Oh Brother Friend! In all my Hazards ty{ 
This Son ſhall ſhare the Heart and Empire too 
Of my lov'd Criſpus, whom for ſome few Minute: 
I would diſcourie alone. e 

Dalm. Your Wiſhes on youz , _ | 
Peace to your Thoughts, and Heav'n ftill guide ¶uact me 
Councils. 0 1 
Manent Conſtantine, Criſpus. 
Conſt. Haſt chou perform'd thy Embaſſie, my Gi 
And ſeen the Daughter of Ma ximian? | 
Criſp. Ihave ſeen her Sir; and (een her beauteous MM 
Conſt. How lik'ſt thou? Ha! Are they not chaw 
Both Beautiful? r £05.75! 4" 

_ Criſp. They are. But why Sir both? 

; Conſt. Becauſe the latter only catch'd thy Praiſe; 
When Fauſta, in the Pride of Blooming Nature, 
As much tranſcends her, as the Summer's Role 
The little Beauties of a backward Spring, 

Criſp. Tis true, ſhe is the Elder. 
Conſt. And the Fairer, 5 
In all Compariſons to be preferr'd, 


ſt. Ah 


Not only to her Siſter, but the World. M. No 
Sid. It pollible g . ſp. Al 
ou. That thou ſhould'ſt be ſo dul! ne cor 

To ask the ate, having ſeen the Wonder! ch her 
Criſp. But Sir, when I was ſent you talk'd of N. W 
Conſt. Death, to my ſelf, and thee, and all Manie decre 
Rather then wound a Part of my lov'd Fauſta. | 1.5 tl 
. ByE 


, iſp. Oh Heavn? What ſaid you? Do you love 


th, 
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; . Love her, my Son? In age love her more, 
nin my Youth I lov'd the Chace of Glory. | 
iſp. And does ſhe know you love her? 

mi. Know? Approvesz N 

roving join d, and ſeal'd the Contract ſure. 
iſp. Death and Deſpair! Approv'd, Joyn'd, Seal'd, 
y Scal'd? and how Contracted? Contracted! 
ft. Why, our Lips 

ſe fion'd and ſeal'd an Everlaſting Love. 1 | 
iſp. What, kiſs d her? Ha Bur I'm too credulous : 
ou have ſaid is but to try my Temper, 
much your Son can bear. 

n. | muſt confels 

Fears were Juſt, hadſt thou another Father; 
3 | am, I ſwear whatever Iſſue 


e by Fauſta, thou ſhalt heir my Power. 


iſp. Talk not of Power, but tell me of your Love; 
ra& me not with theſe ambiguous Anſwers, . 
tell me; ſwear to ſave my loſs of Reaſon, © ; 
you love, you are by Fauſta lov d. 
mi. That 1 love Fauſta, is as true by Heav'n, 
love thee; But whether I am loy'd | 

þ juſt return, is hard indeed to ſwear: 

s | ſaid before, our Hands have joyn'd, _ - 
Lips have ſeal'd, and binding Oaths have paſt, 
%. What Oaths? F 


* 


ſt, Betrothing Oaths. 


%. Oh, all ye Saints! 

you contracted too ? 

ft. Ah Criſpus,, we're contracted, 
p not my Son; I ſwear by this Embrace, 
u ſhalt not leſs be loy'd than heretofore. « [her? 
iſp. Betroth'd!Oh Heav'n! And have you, Sir, enjoy'd 
jſt. No Criſpus; That's a Heav'n I have to come. 
ſp. A Hell! All Hell! And if not yet enjoy'd, 

me conjure you- by my Mother's Aſhes, 

ch her not for the Worle. 

t. What means my Son? 

ſe decreed to marry her this Nigh 
taſte the Sweets of long expected 27 
ſp. By Heav'n l ſwear thoſe Sweets have Poiſon in em, 


% 
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| Bane to your Soul, your Empire, Life and Glory. 
Ounſt. Take heed, my Criſpus, that thou do not wh 
1 know the bazaid of Succeſſion frights hee. 
Criſp. No: By your Sacred Life, nothing but Hoy 
Provoks me in the point: She's falſt, forſworn, 
=_ | And to my certain Knowledge loves another. 
On! therefore touch her not; and, to convince yi PE] 
That Empire could not work me thus, this Night 


II turn a Hermit, and renounce the World. id bras 
= Conſt. If ſhe be falſe: I know his Temper well; WP" the 
= And Nature cannot make ſuch Faults o'th* ſudden: make 
If ſhe be falle] By Heav'n, thou haſt mov'd me beat 
But ſpeak the Traitor's Name, who thus has wrong nll not 
Criſp. Pardon me, Sir, his Name; he could noten. 
Becaule he knew not. | e othe 
Conſt. What? | the G 
Criſp. Your Love. not! 
Conſt. His Name, 5 5 ſomet 
There's more in this; his Name, again I charge i dum y 
Not only name him, but produce his Perſon; nib. 
Or 1 ſhall think all Forgery thou haſt ſworn. n Dea 
Criſp. O let me beg you, wed her not to Night, ich nc 
And when I fee you next Ill tell you more; en, " 
Perhaps bettay he Innocetit to Death. 8 
Conſt. Let that be prov d; I ſwear he ſhall not e, 1 1: 
Thou art ic ſeems his Friend, as well as mine; ib. 
But look you calm the Tempeſt you have rais'd, . L 
Or l will make thee Stranger to my Soul: be di 
Criſp. ſolus. 1 am content; if that ſome pitying ben. 
Would make me too a Stranger to my ſelf: It | may 
But hold my Heart a while, till | have found her. Wi bear E 
Yet there's a lucid Joy in theſe Diſtractions, en. N 
To know he has not Bedded her; then had follow ib. 1 
Her Death and mine, and conſequent Damnation: WP" then 
Yer leſt ſhe ſhould conſent, PH haſte, and warn hayWake m 
When warn'd Fl] watch, and if ſhe after yield, ge m 
Through Love or Fear, to his Inceſtuous Charms, en. Hi 
Fu Ruſh through all, and ftab her in bis Arms. . Fate: 
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ACTI. $ CENE 1. 


Enter * and SINN 


S this your Anſwer then, you cannot love me} 
This the Reward for Offers of my Blood, * 

1d braving a ſtern Father to preſerve you? | 
is the Effect of Criſpns' Eloquence ! 
make his Friend a moſt untimely Grave? 
r, bear it as you pleaſe, or laugh or grieve, 
ill not be a Trouble ro you long. | 
ren. What ſhall I ſay? Alas! I might delude you, E | 


wth, 


xc other faithleſs Bennie of the Age; 
the Gods fram'd me of ſo plain a Tempe, 
not hide my Thoughts, though to my undoing; 
ſomething more there is, if you could * 
turn your deſp'rate Love for ever from me. 
{mib. Produce it then; for, what can Nature ſnew me 
n Death more dreadful, wilder than Wn. 
ich now are my Familiars? 

en, Take it, Sir, 

only Secret of my wounded Soul. 

ſe, 1 languiſh, and deſpair like you. 

Ib. What, 'do you love another? | 

en. Love him to death, nor does he know I love Ru; 5 
if he did, he would not make Return. 

Imib. Can this be poſſible ! but where, where is he? 

t 1 may ruſh with all my Rage upon him, 2 

| bear him with me, to the other World. him \ 
nen. Not for a thouſand Worlds you muſt not hate 

mib. Plagues! Curſes on his Head, Rage and * 

is then the Return of all my Vows, 

make my ſetting yet more deep in Blood? 

give me quick his Quality and Name. {[geance! 

'en. His Name! what, after ſuch Reſolves of Ven- 

Fate and mine ſhould not compel it Ns 

mi, NI not to ſave my 2 


e 
e 
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Which never fail'd me yet, I'll find him out; | Chan 


From Amibal, that open'd all to him! 
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Seren. No; for what Life can ſtand in Competitiag 


1. Sta 
When his is threaten'd? Better you, and I, 


| | Lord, 


And all the reſt of human Kind, ſhould periſh, Truſt; 
Than he, the Maſter- piece of Nature, ſuffer. ate fai 
And ſhould you know him, ſpite of your Reſolves, ¶ death u 
Sir, you would kneel and worſhip too like me. take tl 


- Amib. Show me the God then, if I muſt adore, 
Seren. No, ſince you have ſworn, I ſhould do ill tom 

Yet, for his Preſervation, I muſt tell you, * 

Whene er he dies Serene too ſhall bleed. 

From the ſame Hand the ſame Diſpatch I crave, 

And if at laſt one Monument we have, | 

What Joys can Life compare with ſuch a Grave 


mib. 1 
ri. To 


to dere 
Secret 
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| Enter Arius with Criſpus's Picture. 
Annih. Death, Hell, and Furies; if my Sword! 


This Rival God 

And drive him from the World. 
Ari. Ha! goes it there? 

Then to my Task! | 
Annib. Arius in Contemplation! 


Twere worth my while to ſpy : Grifpus? Picture! ſitneſs te 
Forgive me, Arius, if I rob your Hand n Friend 
Of what's ſo deep ingraven in my Heart. | fight tl 
For whom this pretty Preſent ? [ great ne lies d 
Ari. Your Pardon — The Myſtery is one of Thus 
Annib. Criſpus in Love, and hide it from his Fri Hereſie 


abienus 


"Twas much unkind: Arizs, I ain concern'd : 
my Eubg 


And you muſt tell me where his Heart's engag'd, 


Ere I return the Picture. vi. | me 
Arins. Sir, 1 am in haſte, AE def. 
And dare not tell her Name; therefore I beg you: Il in; 
She waits my coming. Good my Lord, fle le 15 his 
To that degree, each Moment's ſtay is Death. . I left 
Therefore let me conjure you. Unloa 
Annib. Thou doſt but raiſe my Admiration moe | 
Therefore, your Buſineſs, or fare wel. e, the R 


to your 
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i. Stay, Stay 1 
Lord, you are his Friend! yet tis a Breach 

W Truſt; but ſince there is no other help, 
| the fair Miſtreſs of his Heart may pine 
death upon the Loſs; reſtore the Picture, 
| take the Secret, Sir; her Name's Serena. —— thee, 
mib. Traitor, thou ly'ſt; and, but thy Robe pro- 
1#ſt feel, even now, th' Effects of my Revenge. 
ui. To clear th* Aſperſion, bear it Sir, your ſelf, 
to Serena's Face I'll juſtifie 
Secret of her Love; tho Criſpus kill me. | 
ib. By Heav'n, thou doſt recall a dreadful Image: 
hate I met him, ere I made my Viſit 
er thou haſt nam'd, and ask'd bim of my Love! 
ſeem'd in haſte! his Anſwers were abrupt; 
Count'nance ſad; and thus in ſhort return'd; 
t not a Bubble Beauty, like a Boy; 
like a Man, and let your Reſt be Fame. 
{ it ſhall: If what thou ſayſt be true, 
wel him with Earth. | 
i. What ſaid you, Sir? | 
b. Yet I will have more Proof; ſhe ſhall, her ſeff, 
[meſs re the Fall of this high Virtue: 
n Friendſhip to the Winds, like meeting Tides, | 
fight the Tempeſt out, nor give it oer, | 
ne lies daſht and broken on the Shore. Exit. 
. Thus far the Devil is the beſt mounted yet, 
Hereſie at laſt ſhall win the Race. | 

Enter Labienus and Eubolus. 
abienus here, 
my Eubolus; we ſhall ſhortly govern. 
1, | met the Emperor of late, alone; 
 ask'd for you. 
. III inſtantly attend him. 
re is his Son? | 
left him with Dalmatiut. ö 
Unloading his ſick Heart upon his Friend. 

Enter Dalmatius and Criſpus. 
e, the Maſter Enemy's at Hand 
to your Poſts, and dive in Mifts away. ; 

N 2 Criſp. 


: 
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'Ciſp. Now my Dalmatius, now thou haſt my E 
And make good uſe on't, if I ne'er ſee thee more. 
By Heav'n, my Friend, I have not hid a Point 
Of that ſad Story that muſt make my Ruin. cr 

Dalm. Would thou hadſt told me half of it befor 
I might have ſav'd thee many a Sigh and Tear: om Fe 
Pray Hcav'n no worſe come on't; but tis no Time 
I' upbraid thee now: What wou'dſt thou have me d puld b 
Criſp. Perſuade my Father from enjoying her, 
For if that be to Night, as once he vow'd, 
Thou ſhalt beheld thy Criſpus dead to morrow. 

- Dalm, And what of Fauſta? | | 
Criſp. I know not what. | 90 
That ſubtle falſe one, that has thus deceiv'd me, 
And with her Charms enſnar'd my Innocent Soul: 
But I will hence. , | 


merit 
um. I 
fauſta 
w with 


Dalm. For what? all he 
Criſp. To execute . M 
The Vows I made. lin he 
'Dalm. Go then and kill her. Im. V 
Criſp. Ha! | 5 to ye 
Palm. Kill the Adultreſs, this inceſtuous Cham. Per 


And have her born in Triumph to thy Father: ¶ bus cc 
Then tell thy Tragick Story like a Man | 
And greatly thus Arone for both your Crimes. ts the 
Criſp. Farewel: Tl find another Way to end he. 
Deal». Tongue - kill her, go; or ſwear, land be for Wer c 
Ihc u nc'er wilt ſee her more. Heav'n! That a M N 
Born to the Empire of the World, ſhould dote Princ 
On ſuch flight ſtuff as Woman! 1 
S ip. See my Father, 
Look thou to him, as I'll he Guard on her. Fill con 
Inceſt! Diſhonour! to all future Ages iſt my 
Think, --think on that and puſh him from his, We 
| Ex. Ci ih you 
Enter Conſtantine, and Sylveſter. 
Conſt. What ſay the People to the Rumor ſpreſ So, 
Of my new Contract? = 8 
Sify. All the Chriſtians mourn, bo . Your 
And ficken in their Souls, as if Hcav'n warn'd 


Con ne the Great. 1 
Earth, of ſome unheard Calamity : a». 
Heathens on the other {ide reſoice, | 
[cry a Perſecution is at Hand. 
No matter, to the Point; know'ſt, whos the Man 
om Fauſta loves? 

dv, I told you, Sir, before, | 

ld be dumb for ever on this Theme. (him: 
mf. Vet this implies thou know'ſt, but wilt not ſhow 
know him, all, all but he that ou ds 

(riſpus has confeſs'd, 
hides the Name; — But III find out one, 
neriting Reſpect, whom Racks ſhall force. 
um. If you intend your Empire's Safety, Sir, 
fauſta from your Boſom, turn her out; 
with her — far let her be Exil'd, 
all her Race; for Death is in her Beauty. 

. My Brother offer this! 

in her Beauty ? | 

n. Violent, ſudden Death; 

tb to your Health, and Ruin to your Guy 

we. Perhaps he is the Man. Her Lover! Yes: 
thus conceals his Flame with covert Rage, 

le what Cauſe could thus prevoke his Paſſion? 
tis the Publick Intereſt here concern'd ? N 

Murmurings, or their Joys, which with a nod 
ower can huſh. By Heav'nt there” s more at bottom, 
will find it out; their Looks betray em: 

Princes, all engag'd; and for ſome Great One. 
Enter Arius. 

ad here comes my Man! Brother, lve thought, 

vill conſider. further what you urg'd, 

at my Wife. 

n. We leave you to Heav'ns Care, 

Filh you to beware that waiting Fiend. 

Ex. Dalm, Silv. 

| Sr. now your Buſineſs, Aris! 

ir 
. Your Buſineſs? 

Coaſt is clear; be your Confeſſion ſo; 
peak hat all the Court have (worn to hide. 
| M73” Ari. 


— | 
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Once more then; and this Warning be thy laſt, 
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Ari. Sir, Labieuus gave me your Commands, 
That I ſhou'd wait. 

Cuonſt. Doſt thou dally with me? 0 
Thou know'ft the leaſt of thy enormous Crimes 
Deſerve a lengthen'd Death: Think on thy Treaſy 
Atheiſm, Blaſphemies againſt the Higheſt ; 
Think on the purpos'd Murther of my Brother, 
Wrought by thy Charms, thou damn'd one; after} 
Let thy affrighted Soul deſpiſe my Wrath, 
And if ſhe dares be dumb to my Demands. 

Ari. What muſt I anſwer? | 
Conſt. Give me Truth for Truth. 
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Show me the Robber of my Heart's Repoſe, 
Friend to my Criſpus, but his Father's Foe; 
The Conqu'ring Rival of my raviſht Love. 

Ari. What, has your $on reveal'd? 

Conſt. He ſays ſhe's falſe but tells me not to wi 
Swears ſhe's forſworn; and when | ſee him next, 


I ſhall know more, 
Ari. What if you never fee him? 


Conſt. Why doſt thou ſtart a Queſtion ſo unlike who 
Ari. I cannot think he will betray his Friend; WF bawd | 
He who betrays his Friend, betrays himſelf; i. Hol 
And rather than do that, I judge he'll leave ner than 
Your Sight, the Empire, and his Love for ever. WW (cen hi 
Conſt. Love, Arins\ ha! his Love! what Low! beard h 
Ai. Why Love to you: 5 [va dich d 

W har other Love ſhou'd Criſpus entertain? eaſt Lt 
He has no Miſtreſs ſure ! i. No 
Conſt. Thou ſeem'ſt to hint there's 
As if he had: Mark thy foregoing Words : make m 
He who hetrays his Friend, betrays himſelf: Head 
By Heav'n ! thou haſt ſet my anxious Souls work. as an ( 
For when thou ſaid'ſt, he has no Miſtreſs, fure—— . Th: 
Thy Meaning was, to make me think he had ; for enjo 
And that this Miſtreſs could be none but Fauſta. ſt, Kn 
Ari. 1 hope, dread Sir, you will not wreſt my Wap". Not 

, *nd innocent Thoughts, to any evil Purpoſe. . W 


ny 


wn. | , Ex | | "V1 
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mf. What, at your Tricks again? Be quick my Traitor, 
ſpread at once thy double Heart before me; 
t thou not judge my Son his Father's Rival? — 
ri, If you would know my Heart, indeed I do. 9 
mf. Why, what a- Devil wert thou then to deny t? *b 
itifully play the Hypocrite / 
ſcrue that lying Face into a ſhow 
Winnocence, 8 
en Nature ſtampt thee for a Villain! 5 
ri. Forgive me, Sir, if I avow twas Fear, . 
Villany, that made me hide my Thought. 1 
lf. All Fear, but Fear of Heav'n, betrays a Guilt; 1 
| Guilt is Villany. But let thy Fear 9 
luce what paſt betwixt the wicked Pair; 1 N 
7 me th' Adultreſs and Adulterer; 4 
ere, how, and when, this Inceſt was committed, 
o was the Inſtrument and curſed Bawd, \ 
damn'd Contriver of their horrid Joys. LE 
i, Oh Heav'n! — 
If. O Hell! for there ſhalt thou be hurl'd, 
I roſt in Sulphur, if thou not tell me all; 
who perhaps thy {elf wert the Contriver, 
'Bawd I nam'd, and Inſtrument of their Luſt. «+ 4 
#i, Hold Sir! and I'll confeſs; l've ſeen your Son, if 
ner than J have wiſh'd, attend your Fauſta, = 
| ſeen him late from her Apartment come; q 


- 
* 
\ 


L 
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WM beard him praiſe her long, and when the Praiſe | 
wil fniſh'd, figh, that he durſt praiſe no longer: | 


leaſt I thought ſo, but my Thought's no Proof. 
ht. No, Arius, not enough for Criſpus Death, 
there's enough to turn my Spirit from him, 
make me loath his Form; when next we meet, 
Head to Foot to meaſure him with my Eye, (| 
b 4s an Obiect of my Scorn and Hate. | 
— WW”. That Love has paſt betwixt em is paſt Doubt, 
for enjoying 2 
t. Know'ſt thou ought of that? 
re. Not I, by Heay'n! | 
. Why didſt thou ftart it then? 
37725" "Rm 


— 
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i Sir to be fatisfy'd, what you wau'd doy 


Upon the Demonſtration. 


Conſt, Both ſhou'd bleed, 
Both dye, as ſure as we are living, Arius; 
For him, twere Sacrilege to think to ſave him, 
If thus he has tranſgreſt; ꝓot then my Vows, 
Not all the Conqueſts of his blooming Years, 
With my whole Empires Knees and lifted Hands; 
Not᷑ che remembrance of his Mother's Tears, 
When on her Death-Bed ſhe bequeathed his Safey 
To my beſt Care and Love, ſhall once redeem hin 
Ari. What ſhall be done to him that finds the Tn 


Conſt, Reward, and Honour, He ſhall be my Fi 


Ari, I ask no more; henceforth I'm yours; 


To ſearch, tho! at the Peril of my Life, 
The bottom of this Buſineſs. | 


Conft. Say and do 


But ſend my Wardcope/igw to Fauſte's Gide, 


Bear her the Diadem, with ſtile of Empreſs; 

And fay this Night I bed her. | 
Ari. That will prove hex: 

tf ſhe refuſe, you know Sir what to judge. 

Nor would it be amiſs to break diſcourſe 

About your Son, and ſift her ſubtle Soul. I 
Conſt, 1 apprehend thee : But as I commanded— 

Away — Oh Conſtantine | Yet e'cr this ſearch, [Ex 

Whatever comes, remember he's thy Son; 


| Son of thy Love, and once was next thy Soul. 


But as the beſt are worſt, when once corrupted, 
If he has finn'd at all, he has ſinn'd to Death; 
The Thought diſtracts me; Heav'n remove this Tra 
Or J ſhall run to my old Gods again. 

But huſh a while: Pll bear my Paſſion cold, 

Pl curb it while the Reins of Reaſon hold; 
But if they hreak, then Nature, where's thy Call! 
Be deaf to Reaſon, Nature, Judgment, All 
The Precipice is Fate; and if we roul, 


The Fault is theirs that foo'd us with a Soul. ( 
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SCENE II. 
Enter Criſpus with & Dagger, and Fauſta. 


ft. Hold, hold thy Hand 
iſp. Think not I meant to kill the 

thou Seducer, were thy Stains more deep, 

k not Deſpair and Rage cou'd ſo unman me 


ei urt a Woman. Yer thou ſhalt hear me, Fauſta + 
im if the Story of thy Crimes can kill thee, 
Tully thy Wounds wide open to the Air; 


ay the Perjuries of thy bleeding Heart, 

to thy Inceſt, add at laſt a Murder. e 

. Stab with thy Dagger then; but let thy Tongue 
oy no more. | 

ip. O all ye Powers, who that had known laſt Night, \ 
oys which I have knowny@ould once have thought it! 

that had heard her Vows, when on my Breaft, 

ied with Oaths, and out of Breath with Kiſſes, 

anting (wore ! and wiſh'd Deſtruftion ſeize her, 
were not content, ſo one Night more 

aviih'd Soul like that might entertain, 

re her Miſeries and paſt Life again. g 

7 By S thoſe Powers you name, and by your own, 

o ſtill. bs | 

þ. Vet at that very Minute 

n thus ſhe ſwore, to know ſhe was forſworn, : 

ious ber Faith was plighted to another! 

who that other pick'd from all Mankind, 

ake her more abhor'd, but my own Father? 

ſt, What, Load on Load? e 

7. Her violated Hands | | | | 

plighted faſt with his; and Kiſſes paſt. N 

. Hold, hold, and let my Tears atone, my Lord, 

nk upon the Earth. 

?. The Center, Fauſta, 

enter cannot hide thee from the Horrors 

y own Conſcience which are my Avengers: 


vhereſoe er thou Al'y'Mt, ſhall follow thee 
OE | a 


I. [[ 
SCB 


a. 


FT 


| © With inward Hells, for the baſe Wrong thou haſt 


5 


As Equals hers that firſt betray'd the World. 
>» Criſp. Off, Crocodile! 


| 


\ 


j 


Tho haſt this Night contriv'd to ruin Nature, 


- Thou haſt not plotted, as this Night, to twiſt 


Againſt thy Breaſt, while I recover Breath: = 
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Fauſt. O Criſpus! never, never, wilt thou eng? 
Criſp. By Heav'n/ I know thy damnable defigy 


To make the Angels ſick with ſuch a Crime, 
Fauſt. I'll ſtop thee with my Kiſſes! 


Fauft. Why uſe thy Ponyard then. 
\ Criſp. Nor that, nor this. | 
I] had deſign'd, tis true, to ſtab my ſelf; 
But ſecond Thoughts inſtruct me thus to haunt th 
Like an eternal Fiend to follow thee : 
To hollow ſtill Damnation in thy Ear, 
And hinder thee from Inceſt with my Father. 
Oh horrid Thought! 
Fauſt. Oh horrid Thought indeed? 
Criſp. Why does it no Poſſeſs thee ? 
Thou fair inſinuating Snake! would'ft thou thengl 
Swear on my Ponyard, ſwear, and damn thy ſelf, [Pa 


ft. Ye 
theref 
b. Swe 
ft, W 
5. Ye! 
Cemen 
r thou 
ut. Ne 
leav'n 
ar thy 
ſp, WI 


Thy inceſtuous Arms about my Father's Neck! 
Fauſt. Yes, I will ſwear, Bur let me lean my 


For I am taint with Groans. 
Criſp. Oh Heart! Oh Love! 


She graſps ſo hard, and locks ſo with her Charm By 
I cannot put her from me! Faufta ! is't poſlible! 

Ils it then poſſible ! thou canſt be good? i. Wh: 
/ So good at leaſt, as being thus gone in Sin, jou had 
To go naturcther? © DIraWa' 

Fauſt. Let me ſwear; Diaden 
For 1 will face the Gods in fuch a Cauſe ; Father 
And ftanding on the Guard of Innocence, | 
Swear, all I've done was but th* Effect of Love WT him c 

Criſp. Again thou'rt fallen; for thou art guilty, . Oh 
Of Impious Treaſon, and inceſtuous Love. ft. Tal 

Fauſt. I am not, Criſpus. | p. If h 

Cri/p. Ha! not guilty, Fauſta? are the 


, ſt. Th 


Then farewel all. 
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at 7. Hold, hold, not guilty to my Cyiſpus. 


d? [Woot to Rage again, and I'll confeſs 4 4 
fon compell d to be contracted to him: L 
-) wedded, nor poſſeſt. , . 166 1 = q 
| . Why didft thou hide thy Contract? mr 


t. Becauſe twas fore'd by Fear; nor did I dare 

al it to thee, ere I had thee ſure. So much l loy'd , 

thee, Criſps. | | 

%. But what hadſt thou decreed to do to Night, 

fatal Night, if that the Emperor 

ſworn to enjoy thee ? | 

ut. Stop him with my Tear; . = 

f they fail'd, to dam his Paſſion thus, 5 

ſheath this hidden Ponyard in my Heart. _ 

%. Ist poſſible thou thould'lt fo greatly dare? \ 

ft, Yes, Criſpus. Thou ſhalt ſee, by what's to come. | 

therefore take me to thy Breaſt, and ſwear —— _ 

þ. Swear firſt thy ſelf, he never ſhall poſſeſs thee, 

ft. What needs an Oatſſ after poſſeſſing thee? 

5. Yet, for the Satisfaction of my Soul, \ 

Cement of our everlaſting Loves, \ 

r thou wilt never. — 

u. Never Criſpus, never. | 

leavin and Earth, by all that's great and holy, 

ar thy Father never ſhall embrace ne. 

/p. What, never! Oh yet cloſer! Never, Fauſta? \ 1 

yt, By all this Dearneſs, never Oiſpus, never. Az 
Enter Arius. {NY W | 

. What Faults arc gone and paſt, it matters not: 

ou had beſt beware of what's to come 

dir away. See there the Beds prepar*d=-| Scene draws, 

Diadem; and Name of Empreſs given 

Father's at my Heels! hark] you are warn'd. 

EH zR_. EEE 

r him come, and wiſh you Sir away, [Ex. Arius. 

p. Oh Fauſta! 

ft. Take no thought. 

b. If he ſhould charm thee, 

are thee to Compliance | 

. That Diſtruſt | i. 3 08 

Again ? 


— — 
F LS - 
» 
» 
2 * 


ve. 
oh 
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1 would adviſe Live, if thou canft with Hongy 
| II not--he s here, fall, and I'll follow thee. Ex. Cri 


Oſt Nor l,by Heav'n! Wichdraw ; and wait 


What now, my Fauſta! Ha! in Tears my Fair! 
' What, on thy Wedding Night? Why doſt thou 11 


*' Conftamitie tho ee. 


e by Heav'n I'll dye before he enters. 
Criſp. Hold thee, my Heart! my Life, my Love, 
PI! ftay---and hazard all---but hark ! .he comes, K 


ut. Is' 
. N 
mſt, Ar 
Fauſta 
dre thy 
abſt. Ju 
her that 
refore 1 
doom T1 
peak 5c 
5 Pony: 
take he 
mt, Ri 
cav Pn | 
e then 
what, 
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Re-enter Arius with Conſtantine, 
| Conſt. Ha Arius ſee'ſt thou there! 

Ari. Criſpus, I chink- _ 

Conſt. Did'ſt thou not ſee him ? 

Ari. Yes. 

Conſt, Why doſt thou then ſuppoſei it butthy Tha 
Ari. Becauſe 1 do not like his being here. 


[ Ar. 1 


Am I a Raviſher? Howeer reputed af: A 

Bloody in Fi-lds, in Chambers I am gentle We. W. 
As thy own Thoughts. IM 

Therefore let our Vows be ſeal'd, and then to lil... 

_ Fauſt. What ſaid you, Sir? his gre 

/ Conſt. Why, to Bed my Love, ſt. Di 

And hide thy Virgin Fears. Thou wilt. be bolder Held me 

Fauſt. Alas! I dare not. if. No 

Conſt. Why? dy 'tis 

Fauſt, I've ſworn, my Lord. hut 1 0 

Conſt. What, and to whom? Dee no 

Fauſt. To Heav'n Pye ſworn, id it H. 

e Arius 


Howeeer contracted, that I will not wed you. 
Cinſt, When? | 
_ Not to Night. 

Conſt. W hen then? 
Fauſt. Preſs me no further, 
For I can only anſwer with my Tears. 
Conſt. Speak, for VII know th' Extremity to Nig 
Why then to morrow; but by Heav n no longer: 
For now I've ſworn too. 
Fauſt, But I vow'd firſt: 
And ſwear again to keep that Vow til Death. 
To morrow and to morrow, add to thoſe 
Tn Millions more, You never ſhall embrace me 


while 
ill ſuc] 
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. Ist poſſible! after thy Faith was given! 

uſt. Not given, but by a Conqueror compell'd.. . 
nt. And baſt thou rightly ſcan'd the Conqueror's 
Fauſta! Haſt thou plac'd thy Father's Fate | Rage? 
dre thy Eyes? And thought upon thy own? L 


her than entertain you in my Bed: 
refore if you ſer down t' enjoy me, Sir, 
doom me dead, upon the Earth 1 beg you 
peak your Will, and Fauſta ſhall revenge you. 
; Ponyard ftrait ſhall act your vow'd Revenge, 
rake her from the World 
ut. Riſe, Fauſta riſe 
eav'n I find *tis vain to ſtrive againſt thee! 
e then what more thou valu'ſt than the World, 
what, in ſpire of me, the Fates ordain thee——- 
Ciſpus for thy Love 
aſt, Ah, Sir, what meag you? 
ut. Why would'ſt thou five to hide what Nature 
utins, Arius, and Sylveſter, know it: 
Bei over-wrought me, for my Empire's Safety, 

bis great Act, to yield thee to my Son. [you 


ft. Did Arius too? No ſure, they rather wrought 
ield me to my Grave 


jt. No; to my Throne: _ 

dy *tis decreed, my Ceſar weds thee. 

but I own I came to work thee from him. 

lince not Death it ſelf can daunt thy Love, 

d it Heav'n, that I ſhould break ſuch Union. 

e Aris) call my Son. I'll give him now; 
while my Reaſon lets me {ce my Dotage. 

ill ſuch Autumn ſuits thy Beauty's Spring! 

baſte and bring him, while the Heat is on me; 
will have you wedded in my Preſence: 

if thy Heart conſent to make a turn, 


Jer 


—— — 


range as kind; this Night he ſhall enjoy thee. 

ut. Oh Heav'n, inſtrut my Frailty what to anſwer! 
this be real Sir! Is't poſſible? 

"ſt. My Council know it, and confirm the Order. 
t. That I ſhall wed your Son? | 


Conft. 


ft. Juſt to your purpoſe: Im prepar'd for Death, 


[ſhows? 


1 


13 


| 


n 
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Conſt. Why thus repeated? bo tg . 
Fauſt. And you approve it? FH = * 
Conſt. Canſt thou doubt me. ſtill? 
Fauſt. No. I will own Sir, ſince you approve is 


Own it to Death, I love him more than Life. 

. Cnft. O Fauſta 7 8 
| _ Fauſt. Ha! What now? He turns away. 1. \ 
| He bluſhes! Gods 'm loſt, betray'd, undone! Love : 
| Undone for ever. Criſps is betray'd : wy 

| The innocent Criſpus. . W 
* Conft. Guilty, guilty Criſpus — of. N 
And guilty Fauſta! Guilty both to Death; Thi 
But moſt my Son who wrought rhee to this Ruin, Wh. Th 
Fauſt. O ſay not ſo. TwWas Fauſta wrought your So . If 

And over-lov'd him, to his own Deſtruction. that! 

Therefore as you are powerful be juſt. kat, th 

And let the ſtroak of Vengeance light on me. if enjo 

Bur Sir, for him | : le an, 


Conft. For him! each Syllable 8 1. Ho! 
Thou plead'ſt in his behalf but Wings his Death, f. By 
Fauſt. By the juſt Heav'ns! and by the Saint that fore 

By your Religion Sir, I do conjure you, WI 
Spare, {pare his Innocence M. Ay 

... Cinjt, If thou conſent, > the 
That I this Night ſhall wed thee. ny miſ⸗ 
Fauſt. Wed me, Conſtantine ! efore, 


. Conſt. Fauſta, why not? 
Art thou enjoy'd already, married? Speak, confeſt 
That I may pardon the : 


Fauſt. What you know, you know; aut co. 

You have betray'd me once, but ſhall no more: love the 
More! There's no more, but that 1 love your 8005 

And whether he loves me, the Gods can tell: ll the 

I know the natural Goodneſs of your Temper, n ſuch ( 

How e' er tranſported, will not let you kill him. drive lil 


| Therefore I leave you 
br Cionſt. Stay and tell me when, 

When I may hope Love's Conſummation ſurc? 
Fauſt. When you behold me wedded to your Soy 
As you engag'd, and paſt your Royal Word; 


N , 
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hen after many rowling Years I bring you 
ce of ſmiling Boys to bleſs your Age, 

play about your Throne, and be your Ceſar: 
en may your Happineſs compleated be, BL. 
2 may your Eyes the Conſummation ſee, | © 
never hope for other Joys from me. [Ex. Fauſta. 

mt. What Arius! help and free me from this plunge 
Love and Nature. She loves, ſhe loves to Death; 
| tho! ſhe hides it, is beloy'd again. 708 

hi. What's your Reſolve? To give her to your Son? 
mf, No Arius; firſt ll give her to the Grave _, » 
ien my Empire: All 

. Then Criſpus dies 

uf. If he has not enjey'd her, he ſhall live; 

that I lov'd him once is full as true 

hat, tho' now he has ſinn'd, I cannot hate him. 

if enjoy d? how ſhall I find it out? | 

ae and rack him. n 

ji, How Sir, rack your Son! 

F. By Heav'n *twas well remember'd by a Villain: nn: 
ſeſore I {wear thou ſhalr be rack'd thy (elf. — 
Who l, my Lord? _ 
M. Ay Villain, Traitor, thou! 

«ck the Racker, till I find it out; 

y miſgiving Heart ſays thou know'ſt more: | 1 
efore, when next I ſee thee, bring me proof 4 *J 
not enjoy d, her Vows and Virtue clear; | 
er thy Death ſhall teach ſucceeding Kings | 
nore by falſe Reports to be abus d, | 

rait confront th* Accuſer with the Accus'd, 

tore the Treaſons urg'd againſt the Throne 

pow the Sycophants that ſet em on: 

Ul the Sovereign Pow'r unclouded. (way. 

n ſuch Court Devils ſhun the glorious Ray, {| 

criye like Fogs, before the riſing Day. [ Exeumt. ) 
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A* CT. IV.-S*O*E NE 1 
Enter Annibal and Serena. = 


—_— H E N you confeſs you did beſpeak the Pi 
Gods! and you own you love him ! lol 
1 = 
Seren. Call him not Traitor, Annibal, he who ſpob 
The kindeſt things of you. | 
Annib. W ondrous kind! | | 
Accurſt Diſſembler / That could ſpeak for me, 
Bur acted for himſelf, - 3 ä 


Seren. Juſt contrarx. „ 
For when by Signs, which Paſſion could not hide 
' let him know my Love; he turn'd away, 1 
Shaking his Head as loath to underſtand me, 
Anger and Pity combating in his Face, 
And with his Bluſhes taught Serena Shame. 1 
Annib. Shameleſs himſelf, and Traitor to my Friend 
For all I have heard, your Love has forg'd to ſ u 
Seren. Heav'n knows ꝰ' tis true! Nothing was left ul 
To his own Diſgrace and your Immortal Honour! 
In the moſt melting Terms and ſweeteſt Words 
That Heart could think, or Friendſhip could invent 
Therefore forgo, my Lord, this fruitleſs Paſſion, 
And ſpeak for OGiſpus as he ſpoke for you. 
Annib. I will; and ſpeak ſo loud the Gods ſhall hea 
There! take his Picture, feed your hungry Paſſion 
Till with my Sword I carve another Feaſt, 
To glut your Fatal Eyes 
Seren. Hold; whither go you? : 
And what fierce Purpoſe has your Heart in hand? 
Annib. Vl] tell thee, and it poſſible force a Wat 
In that cold Breaſt, kindle a dying Spark 
In that inhoſpitable Land of Love; 
And never ſee thee more] go to die, 
To blot my Youth and Glory from the World 
Tho' Conqueſts waits my Sword, I ſwear to die, 
And make thee ſport with my untimely Fall. 
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er. To die! By whom? for what? 

Wi. For Love of thee, 59S 

ir ſuffer by the Hand of Criſpus, 

| Pcrjury ſhould proſper in my Ruin, 
you may reyel in cach others Arms, 

[laugh indeed at my ridiculous Fortune. 

if revenging Ghoſts have power to riſe, 
ect me at the Riot of your Joys; 

Wh hollow Eyes, to ſtare you in the Face 

midnight, look to have your Curtains drawn; 

et me in your Bed, a Coarſe of Clay, Ba 

daſp your trembling Limbs with cold Embraces, 

bunt my gelid Kiſſes on your Lips, 

orevenge my Death upon your Scorn 

WT groan about you till the dawning Morg. [Exit. 

n. Stay — and I'll tell thee; tis impoſſible--=- 

walready is in love with Fauſta — Ss 

done to the Execution of his Purpoſe—— _ 

Wy Criſps muſt be ſlain: Why then my Hour 

Nie is come. What's that to Criſpus Murder? 

gone to fight; perhaps not give him leave, 

lake the Innocent at unawares; 3 | 1 

exfter him, and by thy own Deſtruction, = 

ent both Ruins. Follow the Fate that wafts thee; 

let no Interrupter croſs thy Paſſage. [Extr. ; 

Enter Conſtantine, Silveſter and Dalmatius. 

ft. Were you both Fathers, and in love like me, 

more doubt what you would put in Act, 

now [ doubt my ſelf, who am reſov'd —— __ 

Im. On what? = 

H. On Death. 

Of whom? | | 

. Of any Man 3 | 

knows, yet hides this ſecret Treaſon from me: 

im, Has Criſpus own'd he loves her? | 

. Yes, in effect; 3 

den 1 firſt reveal d this Contract to him, 

opt me from enjoying her with Oaths. 

uber falſe, forſworn: To whom? To him; 

dimſelf: For this laſt Night I proved; | 

. Il. © i Drawing 
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- Drawing the Secret from ber by a Wile, 
Which ſhe before as craftily conceal'd. 


Now judge if tis not fit 1 ſhould let go 


onitantine the Great. 


Dalm. But have you marry'd and er joy d her, St 
Conſt. O no; the Ceremonies and the Dues, 
Without a Bluſh were frontleſly deny'd: 


In all the heat of boyling Love deny'd: nf. 0 
Not only from poſſeſſing her that Night, E 


But, matchleſs Impudence! deny'd for ever. 


me on, 
al thee 
o impi 


The ſtruggling Thunder, and deftroy em both. 
Bae Ne yet you have not heal y 


Hear him but plead —— __ | (dard 
Cunſt. Then let him plead in Time. [Ex. D anſy 
The Bolts are brandiſh'd, and *twill be too late + Conte 
To lift his blaſted Hands, when I have hurl'd. 6. M 
Sv. How far, Sir, would your utmoſt Search exe: , al. 
Conſt. To know if actually they have cmbric'd fnce y 
Each other, as in Will th* have done already. do as C 
Silv. Be not too haſty in your Anſwer, Sir, 6 plead 
If 1 ſhould ask, What thenz what then muſt fol ner, 8 
Conft. Death certain, on the Inſtant; imminent De were t 
Death; and 1 fwear not all the Gods ſhall fave hin. Wir from 
Silv. Ruin of Piety! Not all the Gods! told m 
That your Religion? ich mac 
Conft. Oh forgive me, Saint, Inocent 
Lam eaten up with Paſſion : So o'er-wrought ch Ch: 
With racking Love, I knew not what I ſaid. der be 
But if he has enjoy'd her, By that Power of. Bu 
Whom thou remember'ſt well, I now adore, you t 
His Death muſt wafh th? inceſtuous Guilt away. ore, 
Silu. Not Inceſt, Sir. e . If! 
Conſt. Not if he has enjoy'd her? indee 
Silv. No; for to prove the Guilt compleated I Caſe 
Tou muſt have married and enjoy'd her firſt. [Det | ho 
Qnſt. True; but what makes his Crime del my ( 


More than imputed Treaſon, Inceſt, all; 

All Faults by Art and Nature join'd in one. 
If he has touch'd her, ſhe muſt n&er be mine; 
And that's a Cauſe fo pointing to his Fare, Iot conf 


That Peath's their due chat offer to excuſe him. Far 


Wa 
* 
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v. He comes I'm ſilenc d. Nature, now or never. 
Enter Criſpus and Dalmatius. 

„ O Emperor! for I dare not call you Father, 

old me at your Feet prepar'd for Death. 

nf. O Criſpus: for I muſt not call thee Son, 

ice ſurveys thee as a Criminal, TT 

riſe and ſpeak plead like a Man for Life. 

me on, and look thy Father in the Face; 

all thee Traitor, and I'Il prove thee one, 

0 impiouſly, for all my former Love, 

{dar'd to violate my ſacred Bed. 

v anſwer, Criminal. What canſt thou ſay | 

t Sentence ſhould not paſs upon thy Treaſon? 

%. Moſt awful Emperor, my Judge and Father! 

er, alas! I would have offer'd firft ; 

ince you are not pleas'd it ſtrould be fo, 

G as Criminals uſe, and you command: | 

v plead my Innocence at your AE Ps 

ther, Sir, I ſaw or lov'd the Princeſs, rk 

were the only Cauſe, twas you that ſent e: 

xr from once but hinting thus your Contract, 

told me, Sir, her Fate was yet in doubt: 

ch made me wonder when J ſaw the Virgin, 

inocent, ſo beautiful, ſo young: 

ich Charms did more my Admiration move; 

der begot my Pity ; that my Love. 

of, But if I told you that her Fate was doubtful, 

you too, ſhe was a Foe to Nome; "> 

*fore, to think of loving her was Treaſon. 

Ip. If Love be Treaſon, Sir, 1 own I am guilty; 

indeed; becaufe it was a Fault, | 

Caſe to wed without your knowledge: 

et hop'd, in time you might forgive me; 

o my Confcience tells mie {till you would, 

jou not been engag d your ſelf before. 

. Rebellion, not thy Pardon, was thy Thought: 

wife, how cattſt thou anſwer, Traitor, 

n confeffing all when firft I met thee? 

P. Pardon me, Sir, for that I had done too, 

ou not told me firſt * were betroth'd ; 
* 


Sit? 


— 
— - 
— f 
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But conſcious then how cloſely I was link'd, 
I durſt not tempt your Wrath. 

Conſt. How cloſely, Traitor !haſt thou then enjoy] 

Criſp. Can you forgive me? 

Conſt, No, By this ſhaking Fleſh, 
Tho? there my Mother kneel'd too by thy fide. 
If thou haſt rouch'd her, Death and Curſes on the 

. Criſp. Oh by thoſe Kneesand Hands which | mu 
Racks, Racks, and Death; but not your Curſe, $ 
Conſt, If thou would'ſt have my Bleſſing, ſwear 
Thou haſt not enjoy'd her. 1 

Giſp. Swear then to forgive me. 

Conſt. Forgive thee, Villain! if thou haſt poſſel 
Speak, or be curſt. | | 

Criſp. ] will: but give me time. 'n 

Conſt. Let go. What time? Thou haſt confel 
By that Demand; I ſwear thou haſt enjoy'd her, 

Criſp. Swear not, and I'll confeſs this Moment, 

cut. What! | . 

Cy iſp. O Heav'n, ; 

W har if your Son has plighted holy Vows? 

Conſt, Why then I make that Vow and Marriage 
Therefore, if thou haſt not embrac'd her yer, 

I charge thee, on my Bleſſing, never hope it, 
Nor never think of loving her again. 

Criſp. Impoſſibilities! Were you a God, 

And doom'd me thus, I could nor, Sir, obey you: 
For I have ſworn to love her while I have Life: 
And if 1 love her I muſt hope Enjoyment. 

Conſt. Death then and Curſes on thy Diſovedic 
Off Villain Traitor! grovel there on Earth. 
What, are you Plotters too? Nay, then 'tis time 
To haſte his Ruin. Ruin is thy Doom; 

And wing'd with all my Curſes it ſhall come. 

1  [Ex. with Dalm. and Sit 
. Criſp. Dalmatius and Silveſter! Call him back, 
And Ill renounce my Love: Heav'n, tis too mud 
But hark! I hear a Voice cry, Cri/pus come, 
Come to the thoughtleſs Grave where all is ſtill. 
It ſhall be ſo: Up then, and fall a Man. 
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e forth, thou Miniſter of others Fates, | | 
be thy Maſter's now! Where art thou, Fauſta? 
ere is my Love to cloſe my 435 Eyes? 
Enter Annibal. | 
mib. Ha, Traitor! art thou then prepar'd for Death? 
iſp. Yes Annibal, 1 will receive it calmly, 
n any Hand but thine. What have I done 
the ſhould call me Traitor? | 
nib. Guard thy ſelf, 
ſe by Heav'n thou dy'ſt. ; 
%. Hold. Is't poſſible! ſo quickly? 
the deſire of Empire loſe a Friend! 
ather I offended, but not thee 
ve then the Ruin which he dooms, 
Grateful Man. I will not make Defence, | 
ſpread my Arms t'embrace the Death he ſends me. 
ib, What thou deſerv'ſt from him I neither know 
care, reſolv'd upon my own Revenge; 
but I think the Man who did his Friend 
orible a Wrong as thou haſt done, 
for any Miſchief,” Therefore guard thee. bots 
0. Never to fight with thee; not tho' my Father 
d grant my Love. Therefore I ſheath my Sword. 
nib. Traitor, Coward. | 
b. Oh Annibal, I know I am no Traitor. 
thou, whoſe Life I have fo oft preſerv'd, 
vt but too well I am no Coward. 
mb. Draw. | 3 | 
then, or periſh. By the Gods I'll kill thee, 
hat thou wilt; and take this to Ie thee. 
[Strikes him with bis Sword. 

9. Well Annibal. Tis well. Thou haſt done well. 
hus much Villany am I content to bear; 
nper, oh ungrateful, for thy ſake, 
injur ſt me, yet will not tell the Cauſe, 
or thy noble Father I will ſpare thee, 
thee thus far; ſo thou reſolve to leave me. 
nb. Not yet? Why then another. 
[?- But the next 5 „ 
ine: Humanity can bear no further. [Annib. Falle. 
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Aunib. 1 have my Death: and now my Heart rele walt 

criſp. Cut off my Hand. | 11 ſhall 

Annib. Ciſpus, thou haſt wrong'd me. iſp. S! 

My Criſp. Speak how, and where? from 

| Enter Serena. what's 

=_ Annib. Sec, ſhe comes to tell thee. ny pat 
1 Serena, oh Serena ! e [ atains 
= Criſp. Gone for ever! hide m 


Seren. Oh, never to return! and I, alas, 
Who could not love again, the wretched Cauſe! 
_ Criſp. The curſed Cauſe. 
Seren. Call me not curſed, Criſpus, 
Who think no Bleſſing equal to thy Love. 
Criſp. Wert thoua Man, by Heav'nſuch Lovelhbcart 
I think that I ſhould ſeek thee through the World, 
To give thee Death 
Seren. Take then the Death you threaten, 
Prepare to ſuffer by a Virgin's Hand. 
Criſp. Kill me, and I'll forgive thee Annibals 1) 
But take this Sword, yet recking with his Blood, 
And thruſt it through my Heart. | 
Seren. Let hold, Serena | | 
W hat will become of him when thou art ſlain? Jous U re 
Kill himſelf laſt, and that I would prevent. 
Criſp. Why doſt thou ſtay ? 2 
| | Euter Sylveſter. —_ YT 
Silv. Criſpus, 1 come to tell thee, thy Father will WW thou | 
Seren. Take theſe Swords, Sylveſter ; bear em ben erefore 
Without Reply,——or Criſpus kills himſelf.— A ere- ce 
Su. Giſpus Death ; riſpus b 
I thank thee Heav'n that ſent me to preſerve him. |frctore 
Si. Why haſt thou thus delay d my Ruin? thoſe 
Seren. To make thy Torments laſting, theſe : 
Live, that my Ghoſt and Annihal's may haunt ther moan : 
Yet when I come, believe, for all my Threatning .“. 
My Soul ſhall ſeek thee in a gentle form: 0u that 
| Court thee to Cells, and to the Garden Shade, d thy 
And tell thee there, what Love with us is made; here wi 
What Fires the Fiends for willful Murder make; ice tea 
And what my Spirit ſuffers for thy ſake. ._ mantlec 
But hark! I'm call!d——- behold the Dead awake. lame di 
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q waft me, Criſpus, to the ſleepy Shore, - 
11 ſhall never, never ſee thee more. [Ex. Seren; 
iſp She's gone, and takes the means of Death too 
from me. | TA erty } td 
what's the next? What have the Fates to add 
ny paſt Sufferings? Lightning blaſt me, _ 
untains fall on me, gape to the Center Harth, 
tide me from my Friend. Yo 1 SHE 
Enter Dalmatius. 
ham. Why, my deareſt Criſput! but alan = 
in | urg'd thy Father, deaf to all 
Prayers, remorſleſs, rocky and unmov'd; 
think not but I preſs'd with all my Love. 
%. Therefore in great requital for thy Lo 
pk there, and let thy Blood congeal to Stone; 
Wold thy Annibal butcher'd by this Hand. qe 
um. Cold, cold my Boy! Criſpns, have l- -have 17 
[ waſte Time by ſuch unmanly wailing. 
ke to thy Sword. E 4 
%. Thou ſeeſt Pve none: but ftrike——— _ 
haln. What could provoke thee to this horrid Deed? 
1. His Jealouſie, and Anger of the Heav'na: 
lus | robb'd him of Serexa's Love, | 
calld me Traitor, Coward, ſtruck me twice 
re | drew, than ran upon my Sword. W 
ham. Whatever happen'd Im a wretched Father, 
thou haſt robb'd me of an only Child 7 FER 
rcfore hereafter we no more are one. 
here e er 1 go FI ask before | entern 
ſus be not there? that I mayſhun thee. 
rcfore if thou haſt any Gratitudde = 
thoſe kind Offices which I have done thec, 
theſe (ad Eyes, as I will run from thine, mM 
moan my Son, and howl my Life away. [Ext. 
jp. ol. And whither thou? thou heap of walking woe! 
du that haſt pulld thy Father's Curſe upon the; 


. 


car il 
old; 


b 'd thy beſt Friend, and ruin'd all that lov'd thes 
©; ere will ar laſt thy cruel Fortune drive thee ? 
©; ce tear thy Robes, and Naked fly the World; 


nantled to the Weather, wander an Ch + 
ome dark Wild, where Sun-beam never ſhone. [ Exir. 
O 4 SCENE 
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But find thy Love ſo rooted in my Heart, 
1 muſt forgo my Life, or loſe my Claim. 


Therefore I ſwear by Heav'n and all the Saints, 
Prove: Criſpus innocent he ſhall not die. 
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e $-O NEAL 
; | Enter Conftantine, Aiden Fauſta, Sylveſter, 


| Fauſt. Conſider, Sir, his Youth 
Conſt. I have confider'd all 


Vet mark how deep thy Tears have wrought my Temp 
If thou wilt ſwear to null thy Marriage with him, 
By wedding me in Publick, and. this Night, 
By making me thy Lord. 3 
Fauſt; No Sir, tis impoſſible; yet if you'll ſwen 
To fave your Son, if I ſhould prove him guiltleſs, 
I'Il tell you Wonders, Sir, which otherwiſe 
Not Racks ſhall &'er compell. 
Conſt. Forbid it, Heav'n! I ſhould deſtroy the guiltk 


'Tho' Strangers to my Blood, much leſs my Son: 


* 


Fauſt. Be witneſs, oh Arius and Sylveſter! 


What he has ſworn: Let Criſpus ſtrait be call'd, ip. I 
And quitted of his Crime: Run, Aris, haſte, forth. 
That I may ſee the Royal Friendſhip made. | Ex. Ait. E 
Conſt. By an entire Surrender of thy ſelf I not 


To — 1 | 
Fanſt. To Criſpus. 6 
Conſt. By all wy former Oaths, I ſwear to me. 
Fauſt. 1 told you *twas impoſſible, before, 
And now confirm it. : 
Conſt. How? 
Fauſt. 1 am married. . | 
"Conſt. Curſes and Vengeance. Married! ſay by wit 
| Fauſt. To Giſpus. 
Conſt. When, thou falſe one? When? and where 
© Fauſt, Here in your Palace, on that happy Night 
Before you made your dreadful Triumph.” 
Conſt. Dreadful indeed: for now the Wretch ſhalld 
Tho' Angels pleaded—— 


- Emperor, you have ſworn. 

I know it Sir, to ſpare the innocent Blood; 
8 1 wil prove him no ] 
t. White as the Saints; 
Al the Powers of Heav'n and Earth 1 ſwear, 
ws I that puſh'd the Marriage, Conſcious before 
hat] had ſworn to you; nay caſt the Ve: -:.: * 
Modeſty afide to make him ſure, 
d = Marria age, you m y gueſs the reſt, 
. Oh Curles! N —— 
ark as thou wilt let fly at me, 
hen thou ſhalt ſee his Head beneath the Ax, 
en Womans Curſes on thee. ' 
yo, Hon Si the Ax. | 

ter Arius with Criſpus. 

ont. Doſt thou not find the Traitor? 7 
ſee, he comes. Oh thou Diſſembler, anſwer, 
jt thou not tell me, when thy Life was ſtak'd, 
is Marriage was not yet conſummate, ous. 
iſp. *Tis true, dread Sir. 
0 Mark all he has confeſs'd ! | 
$ own Mouth has condemn'd him — he ſhall diet 
iſp. I own'd Sir, 1 was marry 'd— but conlels'd - 


emp 


further. 

mt. How, Traitor! 

not force the Queſtion often? 

ip. True; 

hich 1 as often wav'd with low Submiſſions — 


well thou know'ſt-thy ſubtle working wrought me 

2 Satisfaction that thou hadſt not poſſeſt her. 

iſp. That was alas my Crime. | 

ot. That Crime was Treaſon: 

pos d Abuſe. A Plot upon thy Father. 

my whole Cozenage ſhows thee rank in Sin, 

How know l yet ſhe is enjoy d? | 

ave 5 thy word and her's, and both are Traitors. 

t ſee my Brother comes to join my Juſtice. | 
Enter Dalmatius. 

Dalm. What, Criſtus here? 


where! 
Light 
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1ſt. Vet thoſe thy low Submiſſions all were Lies. 


That Hand that flew the wretched Aunibal. 
Is Murder added to thy Treaſon too? 


His every Grace; his Smiles—all bur his Frowm: 


| Cleantbes, take 'em both: They're both your 
' Criſpus and Fauſta. Arius look you to 'em! 
| Keep em apart; and wait me in my Cloſet. 


Vet arm'd with Innocence, Fll face the Gorgon, 
And brave his bloodieſt Terrors: But thy Death, 
My Criſpus' Death, my Spirit cannot bear 
Therefore I have reſolv'd, and think not Criſpus, 
Think not thy Tears ſhall move me from my Purpd! 
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Cuynſt. Stay, my Dalmatius, ſtay. | 0 the 
Dalm. Your Pardon Sir, | : 

There's one among you wham I cannot ſuffer, 

And Criſpus knows the Cauſe. Exis Di 
Criſp: Come back, and hear it then, 1 

Hear eee Father, hear me own 

The Murder which this curſcd Hand committed, 


Onſt. Anuibal ſlain! O Traitor! And by thee! 


Criſp. It ſhall not ſtand me, Sir, in ſtead to ſay, 
Miſtaken Annibal forc'd me to his Ruin. 
For ſee I lay my Body at your Feet, 
And plead for Death, as others beg for Life. _ 
' Cont. Cleanthes, take him ——Criſpus, thou ſhalt 
Therefore be this our fatal laſt Fare we! 
One ſtruggle more. His Mother's in his Eyes. 
Faul. And where's his Father; but in all his For 
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So exact in Body, qualities of Mind, 
That if you kill your Son, you kill your ſelf. 
Oh therefore liſten to the Call of Nature, 
And once more view him with an Eye of Mercy. 
Conſt. I have look d my laſt, and now am Judge 291 


ri De 


What yet again? Tis the laſt Tugg of Nature. — 
And yet another Why that Sigh uncall'd? 


—— 


U 


Fauſt. Ruin on Ruin, let Deſtruction come, 
With all the Wings of the moſt violent Death, 


Giſp. Speak, Fauſta, ſpeak, ſ how come theſe U 
quakes here? i 


i 


4 thoſe o'erflowings? N thy Sighs redouhle? 
Fauſt. Becauſe my deareſt Life, my all, my Criſpur, 

al of my Soul, that's Martyr'd for thy love——.. © 

n reſoly'd, rather than ſee thy Death, | 

\ wed thy Father, — ; 

(iſp. Ha! do 1 hear thee . 3 

i peak again, for I'll not truſt my Senſes. 

faut. To wed him, Ciſpus. = 

Criſp. Sorrow {ure diſtracts thee. — 

faut. No tis the effect of Reaſon. —- 

hat makes me deſperate in this laſt Reſol ve 

Criſp. No more of this. Haſte, caſt the Poiſon up, 

b U that tempts thee to Eternal Ruin. 8 
derefore if thou deſir'ſt my Spirit ſhou'd part 

Peace, and leave my Love and Bleſſing with thee; 
rent this laſt Reſult of thy Deſpair, | 

| | conclude thee falſe. — 

Fat, How falſe, my Criſpus? | 

Criſp. Falſe to thy Vows, unconſtant to thy Love; 

d that thy Soul, unable for a Ruin, - 

oſe rather to ſuſtain an infamous Life, 

n dye with Honour. T4 - 

Fauſt. Oh I cannot bear it! 3 

Ciſp. Not when I beg thee with my lateſt Breath 
Fauſt. Thy Death, my Dear! And I the hated Cauſe? 
Giſp. Therefore I love thee : And would dye again 


hy Euter Soldier. | 
on, i. The Emperor ſends again to bave you parted. 
ch, . Oh Crifpus! Whither now? | 9 
— . To our long Home, SF 

us, bere purer Spirits drink immortal Air, 

Purpol 


dd thin-clad Souls in 4k 13: move, 
d give, and take, an Everlaſting Love. 
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Fauſt.. Such Love, grant Heav'n, our meetings 

Which no inhuman Father may divide: [beti 
Where at firſt ſight, our Minds enlarg'd may ſpre 
_ Thro' all the Space, and know the mighty Dead. 

=_— - Such is my Hope: But, Criſpus, what my Fear? 

= If 1 ſhould ſeek, but never find you there ; 
= + Criſp. One laſt Embrace! Oh Fauſta! do not ſtain 
—_ -- Our Bliſs, with Fears we ne'er ſhall meet again. 
"wu Through all the Heav'n, in all their Manſions bleſt, 

To ev'ry Saint my Prayers ſhall be addreſt; 

Nor ſhall the happy taſte a Moment's Reſt, 

Till fome kind Angel guides my wandring Eyes, 

And thews me where thy charming Spirit flies. 

Then crown'd with Joys, we never knew before, 

Weil waſte the ſtock of Love's Immortal Store, 

And cruel Fate ſhall never part us more. ¶ Exeum 
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Eurer Dalmatius and Serena. 


Seren. Ow Sir, you have it all, the whole ſad St 
Of your unhappy Son, his Love and min 
Serena's Guilt, and Criſpus Innocence; 

Therefore if you ask Blood, and would revenge hin 
Here waits his Murdreſs for the ſtroke of Death. 
But hate not Criſpus, hate not the Innocent; A 
Much leſs proceed to the Murder of your Friend, 

Your faultleſs, guiltleſs, roo deſerving Friend; 


Mat Pity 
d all th: 


F LW WY 


The gentleſt, beſt, of all th' Imperial Race. nf 
Dalm. No more; there needs no more: My Son ide 8 
Eternal Peace attend him: A few ſad Drops, ond . 

A And now no more. Serena, I belicve thee. mt 
My Heart avows th' Innocence of my Friend; K wales 
Which I had own'd before, had not the Wound ih. ps 
Ol Aunibal lain green upon my Sui; Dag 


But that I now forgive him be thou witneſs, mf. \ 
Be witneſs Heav'n, and this laſt Reſolution, | 
I now put on to ſave my Criſpus' Life, 


| 
4 


Conſtantine the Great.” "Te" - 


}|oſe my own. 

geren. O let me Ll to ſuch ted Virtue. 

t Sir, be quick to ſave him, or this Goodneſs 

in come too late. 

Dalm. Where is the Emperor? | | 

Sen. Lock'd in his Cloſet, deaf tothe Peoples Cries: 

j Sir, 1 ſaw him paſs in Fury by, | ' if 
ich Arius in diſcourſe. 

W nm. 1 fear that Traitor. 

den. Vour Fears, my Lord, are mine. I never lik d bim, 


Grew, Force the Door, | 

he refuſe to let you in, do all 

at Pity, Love, and Priendſhip can inſpire, 

all that I would do, were Dalmatins. [ Ex. Res 


SCENE II. 4 Bedchamber. A 


A Buwl and a e on the Table: 


! : 
Enter Conſtantine and Arius. 


np. Arius ! | 1 
i. Sir. | = x 
Conſt. I am reſoly'd to be at Reſt, {IR 
ou art my Friend, Phyſician, I am fick; | 
8 even to death : Reach me that Goblet hither: = 
e Dagger too. "mi 
„Sir. 
. What an eaſie matter | 
vere for any Man, in any. Caſe, 
0 rack'd with th Gout, — any kind of Torture, 
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17 With one © of theſe to _—_ | 


Nis Poifon, and I'll tell thee too for har: 


Ari. For ever, Sir? 
On Right, Ariut. | | 
_ Then there is Poiſon in the b 
2 There is moſt deadly. 8 1 
rl. May I, Sir, Neu 
To ask for whar? pk 
Conſt. Arius, thou art my Friend; 5 
I think too, thou alt” venturc L. Why vo! 


Wri, Ce 


Io ſte how long a Dog will be a dying 4 f 
Or ſay, what if we try'd 1 it on a W 05 1 5 
Some Enemy that Laws will not take 00 of: > be 
Ari. Sir, I underſtand you. © You 
Conſt. Look then youdo: How doſtthou underſital if Lt 
Ari. Why thus, you paſt your Oath, your Son hol. 15 
If Farfta prov'd him Innocent. | n 
Conſt. "Tis true: HY 
And ſpite of my Revenge, my Heart muſt cler ll; no! 
Ari. Right Sir, I find it, you are grip'd in Conſeiai er him 
Now if a Friend ſhould help you, ſo; or Fate, | its. x 
Not always anſwering moft Mens Expectations, „ All 
Should call your Son ro Heav n. . Th 
Omſt. To Heav'n, Atius! imperc 
An. To Heav'n, or Hell, it matters not for th ne + 
So he be out o'th* way, and you not r mber 
Conſt, And I not know't? . 1 lil 
Ari. No Sir, nor I. What then? jt. Re 
How then ! you never ſee him more. Ient al 
And fo farewell I'll rake this Poon with we ever; 
Conſt. Stay, ſtay ! Come back. I bl 
How ſtrange a Guilt is mine, who dare not ſpeak, 

But indirectly, what my Soul deſires . M 
Dire&ly done. Why ſhould 1 hide Ny Thoughts Wy. 4, 
From thee ? tis tr 

Ari. Why Sir indeed? nſen f 
Conſt. When no Eye ſees. n, I i 
Ari. None. _ "WB. Mag 
Conſt. None but the Eye of Heav'n: 1 


But Walls they ſay haye Ears; therefore we'll wh 
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z horrid, barbarous, and unnatural Murder! 

e him his Choice. Tell him I cannot live, 

he dies: Tell him I ſtrove to fave him, 

Nature pleaded wonders in his Cauſe. 3 

ri, I'll ſtab him firſt, and tell him after. 

"ſt. No, Poiſon's the gentler Fate. Thou art too 

loud | oY 

onſcience! how it heaves within my Boſom _ 

ri, Conſcience! The Soul's riſing of the Lights. | 

Mok Blood ?ĩ?tv:v 

mt. Blood, ſay'ſt thou! What, the Blood of Giſpus? 

Hark : : | | . 

os there? Run to the Door! Say I am not well, 

Pot be ſeen to night. te BE 

i, Your Fancy, Sir. 

ut. I thought I heard my Mother's Voice. 

es long dead: Twas, as thou ſay'ſt, my Fancy. 

car, my Guilt that haunts me: But be gone: 

muſt fall there is no hiding it: N 

t no longer Murder, but a Juſtice, , 

5 him as a Thief that robb'd thy Soul 

Lits wealth + Arius - how am I now? _ 

Al Emperor. And, Sir, I'll haſte to obey you. 

. Thou ſhalt : But go not .4ris, till I ſend tnee 

mperor, and Judge. But where's the Father? \ 

me there Nature, ſave him if thou canſ ; 

mber him as once thy bofom-love. | ' 

i. | like not this Remembrance. F | 

. Remember the whole Progreſs of his Life; 

lent all, ev'n in his Infant Years : N 

every Morning to my Bed: ſide he came, 

us 1 bleſt him, t ank Te f his Too 
Serena knocking wir bur. 

My Lord, the Emperor. | | 

- Arius, hark. Who's there? - 

tis my Wife. Run to the door. My Wife? 

ſen from the dead to ſaye my Son. 

1, I will have Audiencgſgee. 

E adam, you mult not enter. . n 


yo! 


Enter 


224 Conſtantine the" Great. 
Enter Serena. i 
| Seren. caso ſave thy Son; 
Save him in time; the People are in Arms. 
ü Dalmatius, with the Guards, is gone to quell em 
Conſt. How! mutiny? And in my, Son's behalf? 
Is this the courſe to ſave him? Arins, hence » 
And execute my Orders. 
Seren. May I think it? 
A Bowl of Poiſon, Sir! Is that your Order? 
Conſt. There is no Myſtery now to be conceabi 
Tis as you ſaid: And Criſps dies this Minute, 


bo 1 

„ 
— — tt K* Jy 
; — 


——— 


* if x. Ms 28 * _— W 
= _— ON _— = — i = o 
1 = = 
= CY 


= _—_ SORTS ES eE \ 8 
= - =: 
"Iz N S$ - - hy 
F * = I en Find 
2 — 2 gd - , 
o : : 


Axrius away. | | 1.4 
Seren. He ſha'nt, till you hear mmm. 
Think Sir, oh chink! i 
Conſt. I've thought too much already: e- 


But with this laſt Revolt my Heart is ſteel'd; 
Though as you enter'd I was fooling Time 
With Thoughts of Mercy. "= 
Seren. And has this curſed Wretch reveal 
' Conſt. Dalmatius and Sylveſter will be here 
To hinder Juftice: Break her hold. Away. 
Seren. F all then Serena firſt, and ſtay that Fury 
[| Stabs bath 
Conſt. Arins, come back. What haſt thou done, i 
Seren. I've paid the Debt of Nature ere my T 
Conſt. "T'was a too honeſt part. What was the Ul 
Kren. The Love of Criſpus: Love of him youl 
But let this Victim to Deſpair ſuffice. kl 
Enter Dalmarius and Sylveſter. 
= Your Brother here! Dalmatius pardon me, 
=_ ' Your Son is new reveng'd; Reſtrain the Emperots 
= | And look to Arrius. Oh! 
Dalm. The Joys of Heav'n, | 
And an eternal Requiem waft thy Soul, 
Conſt. Brother, how are the People? 
Dalm. All huſh'd again. g 
Why will you harbour, Sir, that Snake ** 5oh | 
That puts you on theſe fatal Reſolutions? 1 
For, elſe could it be poflible a Prince 


So good, ſo full of every Kingly Grate, © 


"i 
hk : l 4 


: 1 


14 once conceive a Thought to put his Son, 
iltleſs Son, to an untimely Death, 
out the Inſtigation of a Devil? 
Wy. Conſider, Ceſar, you that have had the Glory 
aacles from Heav'n to be converted: © | 
[know your Paſſion manacles your Reaſon; 
Where are Hands to help you. 
bf. Is that then the Reſult of all your Reaſon? 
hope for ſober Actions from a Mad-man ? 
un. Not till the Frenzy leaves him. But we know 
Fare not ſo far gone, to loſe all Temper. 
ir Hopes, and Fears, your broken Reſolutions, 
Srmptoms all of a moſt noble Nature, 
ere Judgment ſeems half ſunk, but not quitedrown'd; 
inf. Why this I can alledge as well as you; 
Wow the Lawrels which Pve worn fo long 
it wither : If my Son ſhould find a Grave, 
preſent Fame, and Glory too hereafter, 
upon the hazard: But what then? 
the Storm before me threatning Wrack, 
the Shelves, but who can point the Shore * 
Wy. Caſt over-board the Casket of your Loves 
Wy 'tis precious; but twill fink you, Sir. 
Worce her, Sir; and give her to your Son. 
“Forgo my Fauſta! tis impoſſible. = 
. Nothing's impoſſible to a Mind reſolv'd: . 
pals beyond Sylveſter's mild Remonftrance, 
Wo aſc your Love by Death, by Fauſta's Death. 
ke is paſt recall, you'll love no more; | 
vo more. 
i that could be reſolv'd 
WE Conqueſt were a great one. 
. The more you think, th 
but the difference of Counſellors 
Colours good and bad can give to Reaſon. 
ius ſtay d, by this time you had doom'd 
onto Death; who now have gain'd the Conqueſt. 
Would half were gain'd: yet, ſince the Start 
do Win. in this Olympick Race, [was noble, 
WP hilly all the Way, and at the Golfe | 
=Y — touches 1 


[will ſtrike you - 
ore the Thought 


Dalm? 


"x6 n me 


4 


That after all her 
Deceive you both!" Who, if your Son ae 


This Angel, like a Devil, drew in your Son: 


She dies! P11 ſweat and blecd, but I will beg 


On all their Miſchiefs, Murders, Maſſacres, 1 


Dalm. Urge the-nocbliry3\the'or. Ohno: Git 


Th' innocent Oifpus; ir the guilty Fals, 
00 could thus ee 


No doubt, as quick would practiſe with'anorh 
Conſt. By Heaven, why geld dhe that could fe 
For ſworn, may ſwear and be forſworn again! [and 
Oh! I remember now with what! a Look) alin 
An Angel-look, ſhe vow'd. N 
Dalm. Let with that Lk; 1 


Methinks the very groſſneſs of the rm 
Should make you. loath her. N 
2 Ha! 
8 Dereſt and eben er. £2 e 0 
Scorn on her Scorn, and Death Diſk 
By 1 Majeſty, by Empire, ſhe ſhall bleed.” 9 : 
Slv. Baniſh her, Ceſar. 
Dalm, No, Sir; Death, or ales 0 
Baniſh her to day, and ſhe'll be here to morrow: 
Down with her, down; dwell on her perjurd 
When the ſame Breath that ſwore her yourk for ent 
Dom'd her anothers. 5 
Conſt. Arius, bring her forth. 37 + BO. 


. 
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Call, call my Son. —Henceforth but name a * 
"Tis Treaſon to my Ear: Why, what a Pla | grant 1 
Might ſhe have here engender'd ! Fort'd 41 Fate laſt F 
To put his guiltle Son to horrid Death i . N. 


Halm. Royally urg d. By Heav'n twas hed . 


Where Women had to do. " Therefore beko1d her bye pol 


\ 5 a Ganpreen to the State. not de 
nt. And . off. 0 IAG dl | "6 8 
Dalm. The Bak of Empire und. 2 PI . 

Conſt. And the Rott of F-W-er? 


Vet there I'll ſtay and fix my Imagination; 


And Seas of Blood they have fpilt in former & 
Woman, no more. And hen my Heart go _ 
Sound but rhat * che e ; 


ConftanungeitheiGneay, 2 * 


ond. Circean.: and; Agipti Charms: 2017 F EE A 2 
n niſe the loweſt Devils up in warms, 14 3 
1 Wtioge he Globe, and put the World in Arms. „ | 
en kbar doom us all zo ne ſure ne rise 
F. i elle daneben. Providence can: ſave. Lr 1 
Wl; | Enter» Conſtantine and Fauſſwa. 5 
, Forte, thou art falls, Far WPEBen. er or _ 
„. I ſay ſo too.. e 
ml. Therefore ſhalt dye 0 A 15 

au, J have no other Wiſh. W 1% %% 8 

N Unſt, What, not to live, | 4 G All gag 1 
e hould pardon the? 2 i fr mA = 
k at. That were Life 3 10 21 18 e ix | 
| gin your Pardon, and to live for criſpu. = 
x1 No, Wretch! remember as n iwore. tome, | # 
in teturn; it is impoſſihle. | way = 
ou ſhalt dye for Gips. Res | 
„. And not with him, Sir? he 1 
. No; l've decreed 2 e 
chou ſhalt dye to fave him. | 2687 9 
. But bave you, Sir, decreed to love him too 10 
ee tes Death? ro mts + HA jv 
| inſt, | have. : +44 met . 


aſt. Oh! then the Ge. 


'f e heard my Pray'rs, which, next to living for his, 

Vol ſtill to dye to ſave him. | „ 
grant me, Sir, in Death * 11. 
laſt Farewel,” 1 3 L 


=. No; thou haſt look'd thy laſt. 

faut. Vet you may let em bear me by ki Window: ; 
tbe poſſible to ſnatch a Glance, 1g a 

not delay my Execution, Sir. F. N 
oſt. She weeps; and there is Magick in Be Ken, \ 

l weep too. Bring forth the Poiſon. ike \ 
ſhall not 157 wee of a Bath. 5 ö 
a, Aris! | | * 

_» Sits... 5 

t Give her the Peil. Haſte and ſee her dye. 
1. Gray, Sir, come back. I have ng load upon me 


mg you all ay Ks Ge me the Bowl; 


223 Conſtantine zhe Great. 80 


| * Ir 

Til drink it for my "Love. Als my Lord, 

Methinks one laſt Farewel had not been müch; 

But ſince you judge it, Sin unſit. Adee, 

Without complaining. Therefoſe tell my Love. 

That my laſt Pray'r was for his Life: and Ny" 

Conſt. Hold, Fauſta : Afi; tuke the-Poiſodfrgh 

And bring the Bath. My Son ſhall ſee her dye: 

= | Call Criſpus hither: Since henFate's decretd, 

| *Twerc juſt he ſhou'd be harden'd with the view 

She weeps again, and with the trick -unmans me; 

SHpite of my Vows, ſhe works my Lyon Heart, 

And melts me into Love. How fares my Fanta 

| Fauſt. Sir. Ty ROT 

Gu Thy Hand, before we part for ever, Faul 

1 am loſt——T'm vanquiſh'd. Witha Touch o'ercan 
Dalm. Wake Sir. Where are you? 

: Conſt. Ha! . 

Dalm. Sylveſter's here: 

And Criſpus waits. | 2 

Conſt. Why then ſhe dies again. 

Haſte, bring him in, bring him to my Relief. 
The earning of a Father comes upon me, 


4 
* 
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jþ. For 
that are 
he me 
f, Nor 
may as 
ound hi 
e is no 
. The 
me apai 
me; { 


rr" 


And my Soul 3 to meet him. Fauſta, turn; Ike e 

Turn thy bright Eyes on Death: And carry Fits ue his 

To ſcorch new Worlds z but warm the old no mit PROT A 
For here's the riſing Sun, to eclipſe thy Beams. WR; 1 
| Enter Criſpus with Sylveſter. Carſe 8 


O Criſpus | Who that has beheld our di ſtance, 
That infinite ſpace that Paſſion caſt betwixt us, 


Would cer have thought we thus ſhould meet # "prey 
Criſp. What can be added, Heav'n, to ſuch a ki fark 
Conſt. What, Criſpus! What indeed, to make it li f. TV 
See'ſt thou that fair one? = Wy lat 
. Criſp. Sir, you give me Hopes  tho' daſh'd withk puth' 
But hold, perhaps I have to Death offended, Il not le 
| For finning but in wiſh: A dawning Joy. 5. See 
| Shines in her Eyes, and revyels in her Smiles, WM; bleft 
| Which ſeem do tell me, we ſhall both be happy ſt." 4 
Conſt. Would'ft thou be happy in thy Father's L. nyers 
Criſp. Judge me youPoWer k chr be not my Tha. D. 


SY v5 4 
3 
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— on 5 
1 know no other wiſh; but Fanta Loye=—— 
And that's the Love, u hich you hymy Exanpl . 


lem to to hate. af 101 2 1 Vets Ft! emen "0 EE | 
ip. To hate, Sir! What? L IDE 1 2 bl [ o. NN. | fo | * 
ff. Hate thy Lover nee , d od; 0 rid rift A 9 


phat's all one, to beùn the effect of Hue, e 
Execution here ee Eyes. d 9 fv; f 
iþ My Fauſtas Deatn ? 27959 242 "| 
NE draws. Arius, Labienus, Dili, w with Berz, .4 
l. Behold the Poiſon'd Bath. Lan [Veips: 1 
ih. For me=---I am ready Sir. Haſte, N * | 
that are deſtin d 245 for my Deen 1 F l 
be me haſte p 4 W - .. 0 
}, None touch him, on your Lives. wu | 1 
ay as ſafely launch their Emperor, KO j 
ound his Son. But Fauſta muſt prepare, IL 5 an 


e is no other way to reconcile us. 
jj. Then hold me, Sir, at everlaſting diſtance, | 4 
ne again for ever from your ſighglt. 
1 me; Curſe me, as you did before : yay 
mike not Payfta's Death the curſed Cauſe. 
we his, Villain's Life, this hangman Traitor, + 0 34 
Coward that can live and hear her threaten d! wy 
i. My Love, my Lord, blame not thy noble 2 — 
Curſe thy ſelk, for this was all my ſeeking. ——-- 
b. Thy ſeeking, Ha! And bebt thay, my Heer 
race. — 
the baſe Diſtionour thou haſt done me?, THEY 8 
On my Arms 4 Dag of 
. T Will not, I Will hold the: 4 58 & 
by laſt gaſp, and graſp. thee after Death. 50 © 
Fputh me Jet again: Nay, ſtrike me ige, 4 
| not leave thy Boſom. "Wo i: 199 


At) Toes wo rerte 


lp. See he's going - 3 * E 
y bleff Mother's Soul, let me come u him 
. Ait, Tee it done. 1 

Myers te vain: _ſomy. eu. brei © his hold. 


D. Dalmaths a Sheſter will not ſure, 
tor the reſt, let me bur fee who dares. ” 
55 Conft, 


( 
x wits roc ,cotigr EF nll) bt 1+: chat da 
Conſt. The ir Emperor iP PRES pray 
al ; hee rtilius cave. 1 Nene 217 og. 87 87 NY . 
py by this Willfulnels Fe Ss ay. 
Criſp. 1 have no Willfulacls but theſe Kul ne 0. Ve. 
Hear my laſt Sighs, for Groans quite d 7 Wa ere thou 
My Fauſta's Life; or break my Heart be ore you, LE 
Fauſt. Sir, do not hear him, ſuatch your Lell uu the und 
; And leave us here — Ell huſh him, ere L die; ch he x 
And fend him weeping to you for his Pardon. . Hole 
} _ Conſt. He ſecs tis van; and has let ge his hold, ft, Ho 
Withdraw-——yct Brother, with obſerve unſeen Com 
I do not like this ſudden Sullenneſs- 7 me co 
Fauſta farewel. Arius diſpatch. No more. 1. Th 
riſpus, Arius, Fauſta, Executtoners, * ole 
- Fauſt, Now Criſpus, now my Dear, WOE FE by poiſon 
This glorious Conqueſt of triumphing Kore io * 11.288}. Do! 
Criſp, No: By my Soul, and by my. LI rege be ge 
Not at thy parting Groan, will 1 forgive thee; A 
But rather curſe the Hour when firſt. | ſaw thee, „ — 
Curſc our firſt Kiſſes, Marriage ang TIC . "8 ſnatch 
Unleſs thou Join me — Ha come for war er: — 
Wich Arius, join me, to provide ſome Means, hore 
| That I may bear thee Company in Death. . Der 
f If this thou doſt deny me, by the Saints, e. Or 
| By all our Loves I ſwear thou never Lo. 1 the Hai 
| Ari. By Heav'n my Lord I pity you; wo Mu Treafor 
Fauſt. If, Arius! What? thou wilt not joyn _ ; ' my 
Criſp, Hark Arius: By our Fr iendſhip---I conjure MS l will 
For I have ſworn I will not eat nor dr ink, * her, m 
Tho' 1 furvive 1 F all the] 
| \ Ari. I have the Means. e Dews o 
| | Criſp. A Dagger. Bleſſings on thee---give't me, lf 0. Oh 
1 » Fouſt, S rius, thou art a Villain! Ait 0:40 lf. Oh 
| Crifp, tell my Father, that ] forc'd = 101 . Fa 
Fay/!. Keep, keep it from him, or PII tell the Em uf. 01 
"I'was"yeſd vhat firſt betray'd him to my Love, * 6 Fat! 
And marry Us. F nn 7 et Us pr. 
e Madam! lebne beg Jg Norte 
Now Loves Tam for thee? 5 at ſhall * 


l call the Emperor. / 


confancine.th oa. 23 
that damn d Nm Wise Devi Arins, | 
0 without. ] Ms 15 inprder'd. 3 
i. Nay, then tis time 4 80 — | 
Conſtantine meets bin wh The reſt, | 5 
nt, Ves Fiend, to Hell, Ko 
ere thou ſhalt make Tg damm Account. In witRgsg 
im : FR 
the unblooded Villain in the Dach, 
ich he prepar'd for others: Throw him in. | 8 
„ Hold dir, the Bath's not poĩſon d. =— 
. How! | 
” 1 Compaſſion for. your Empreſs, 1 1 
me contrive this only way to fave her. "> i Mi 
Thou haſt done well. Vet in with him, to try. 
„ Hold Sir! And I'll confeſs, it is, it is, \ | 
poiſon d Pardon. | = 
. Down with him, keep him down 
be be W Then give him to his Slaves. 
[The Bath ſinks with bis. 
2 —Why? why doſt thou eye me thus 
ſnatch'd Regards? Why doſt thou eye thy Father? 
looking on thy Dagger, now on Fauſta 
twere poſſible to deny her till? 
% Deny her? Why, Sir! mean you then to give her? 
Or let me ſtand a Curſe to After-Ages. 
the Hand of Heav'n, not mine, that gives her: 
Treaſons of the perjur'd int: 
m my Soul, ph? quite reduce my Reaſon, 


— 


tel 
lr give her 985 without a 7 3 

E her, my Son, and with her all the eſſings, 
all the Love, my loaded Boſom bears ” 
News of Heay' n, and wel thy Father” 3 Tears. f 
ft Oh How nl, WS G | ; ; TY 
E l 
t. Ort 40 cala! 1 Nee . 
: us ane — 49 Go approach him—e 
Be Lia oft , 5 ag * 
at ſhall we anfwer? N 
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„ Selen by Mes. Cook... _ 
GM AY that 
O UR Hero's happy in the Plays Conciuſſun: Blackee) 
The holy Rogue at laſt has met Confwſſor's < which 
Though * all along appear d a Saint, leaſure 
The laft Act ſhew'd him a true Proteſtant. for #/ 
Euſebius, (for jou know I read Greek Authors) © mt be 


Reports, that after all theſe Plots and os, 
The Court of Conſtantine was full of Glory, 
And every Trimmer turn d Adareſſing Tory 
They follow'd him in Herds as they were mad: 
iber Clauſe was King, then all the World was glad. 
Whigs kepr the Places they poſſeſt before, 
And moſt were in a way. of getting more; >. 
Which was as much as ſaying, Gentle lemen, 
Here's Power and Mom to be Roghes again,” 
| indeed there were à ſort of peaking Wc 
ome call them Modeſty. but 1 call "ers Real 5 
en much more Loyal, tho" not 27 ſo loud; 
Bus theſe poor Devils were cat behind the Crottd- 
For Gold Knaves thrive withone oft Grain of Senſe, 
; But good Men ftarve for mant of Iiypudence. 
Beſides all thiſe, le. 4 fort of Wights, . 
(1 think my Amuther calls them Feckelites 3 . 
Such hearty Rogues againſt the King. and Lan. 
The ! fauour d even a OT Rebel Ganſe. 
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Iriginal Trimmer, though a Friend to, ns Man, 

his Heart ador'd a pretty Woman : 

that Mahomet laid up for ever, * 5 
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PREFACE 


» 


HOUGH it be dangerous to raiſe too 
great an Expectation, eſpecially in Works 
of this Nature, where we are to pleaſe an 

ſatiable Audience, yet tis reaſonable to prepoſ= 

s them in favour of an Author; and therefore 

h the Prologue and Epilogue inform'd you, that 

dipus was the moſt celebrated Piece of all An- 

ity. That Sophocles, not only the greateſt Wit, 
one of the greateſt Men in Athens, made it for 

Stage, at the Publick Coſt; and that it had the 

putation of being his Maſter-piece, not only a- 
veſt the Seven of his which are ſtill remaining, 
t of the greater Number which are periſh d. 

Hotle has more than once admir d it in his Book 

Poetry; Horace has mentioned it; Luculls', 

ws Ceſar, and other noble Romgns, have 

= on the drew Ts thei ig are 
dont loſt; but Senecas is ſtill preferv'd. In our 
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re 
bn nge, Carneille has attempted it, and it ap 
by his Preface: M ith great Sucoeſse But a julitin 
Reader will vaſily obſerve, how! much the Coy 
Auferior to the Original. He tells you hiriſcifh 

| me owes: a great part of his Sucteſs to the h be 
iſode of Theſeus and Dirce; which is the e 
Ahing, as if we ſhould acknowledge, that we 
Afdebted. for bur good Fortune, to the Undetal 
of Adraſtus, Eurydice, and Creon. Tbe Trinh 
_ #be. miſerably failed in the Character of his Hin 
Af he deſir'd that OEdipus ſhould be piticd 
zthould have made him à better Man. HHe to 
That Saphocles had taken eare to ſhew him if 
(firſt; Entrance a juſt, a merciful, a ſucceſsful: al 
ligious Prince, and in ſhort a Father of his G 
(ry Inſtead of theſe, he has drawn him ſuſpicious 
Aigning, moreanxious of keeping the Then Cu 
than ſollicitous for the Safety of his People: Help 


by Thefeas,'conteran'd by Dirce, and ſcaree nate 
taining a ſecond part in his own Tragedy. yd in 


_ Was an Error in the firſt Concoction; and the ul bolt co 

nmneber to be mended in the ſecond or the thisd: 

x introduc'd a greater Hero than OEdipus ini 
for: when 7,4e/eus was once there, that Comp 
on of Hercules muſt yield to none: The Port 
obliged to furniſh him with Buſineſs, to make) 
an Equipage ſuitable to his Dignity and by 

* Jow ing him too cloſe, to loſe his other King 

Brandſord in the Crowd. Seneca on the other 

ds if there were no ſuch thing as Nature 10 

minded in a Play, is always running after pan 

Expreſſions, pointed Sentences, and Philoſopil 

Notions more proper for the Study thanthe di 

The Frenchmen followed a wrong Scent r an 

Roman was abſolutely-at cold Hunting. (A 


— 


FAT. 


old gatller out of Carneilleß was, chat ary Epiſode 
uſt (be, nn das 
this Tread raiſiug tlie Ghoſt: of Lajur, which £ 
here perform'd in view! of the Audience” the 
es and Ceremonies ſo far his, as h agreed with = 
irquity, and the Religion of the Greeks; buthe 
melf was beholden to Homer's Tirtſias in the 
&ſſes for ſome of them; and the reſt have been i 
dlle&ed from Helidore's Ethiopiques, and Lucan's - Wi 
ho. Sophocles, indeed, is admirable every 1 
here; and therefore we have followed as cloſe as 
ibly we cou' d: But the Athenian Theatre (he- 
core perfect than ours, is not now diſputed) 
a Perfection differing from ours. You ſee there 
euery Act a ſingle Scene, (or two at moſt) 
hich manage the Buſineſs of the Play; and after 
t ſucceeds the Chorus, which commonly takes 
more Time in ſinging, than there has been em- 
Yin ſpeaking. The principal Perſon appears 
ett conſtantly through the Play; but the infe- 
kurs ſeldom above once in the whole Tragedy. 
(Conduct of our Stage is much more difficult 
ne we are oblig'd never to loſe any confiderable 
mari which we have once preſented; ' Cuſtom 
wiſe has obtain'd, that we muſt: form an Un- 
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by Flor of Second Perſons, which muſt be depend- | 
Kg on the Firſt ; and their By Walks muſt be like 0 
chene in a Labyrinth, which all ef em lead into | 
re 18 great Partere; or like fo many ſeveral Lodgings 0 
po ders, which have their Out · lets into theſame 4 
ofopuWitry. Perhaps, after all, if we cou d think ſa, N 


icient Method, as tis the eaſieſt, is alſo the 
* natural, and the beſt: For Variety, as tis 
| We'd, d too oſten ſubject to breed Diſtraction; 


and 


„ͤ U 
and while we would pleaſe too many ways, 
want of Art in the Conduct, we pleaſe in w 
But we have given you more already than ways 
ceflary for a Preface ; and for ought we know 
gain no more by our Inſtru&ions than that Pois 
Nation is like to do, who have taught their 
mies to fight ſo long, that at laſt they ate i 
Condition to invade them. 4 


RO LOG UE. 
| 
7 HEN Athens all the Grecian State did gnide, 
And Greece gave Laws to all the Warld beſide, 
; Sophocles ith Socrates did fit 
ame, in Mſdom one, and one in Wit: 
We from Niſdom differ'd not in thoſe, 
u'twas ſung in Verſe, or ſaid in Proſe, 
OEdipus on Crowned Theatres, 
all admiring Eyes and liſt ning Ears z 
pleas d Spectator ſhouted every Line, 
whleſt, manlieſt, and the beſt Deſign! 
lever) Critick of each learned Age 
his juſt Model has reform d the Stage. 
ſbould it fail, (as Heav'n avert our Fear!) 
it in Silence, leſt the World ſhould hear. 
were it known this Poem did not pleaſe, 
might ſet up for perfect Salvages: 
Neighbours would not look on you as Men: 
think the Nation all turn d Picts again. 
þ as you manage Matters, tis not fit 
ſhould ſuſpect your ſelves of too much Mit. 
nt the Feſt too far, but ſpare this Piece: 
U for this once, be not more wiſe than Greece 
twice! do not pell-mell to Damning fall, 

ne- born Britains, who neer think at all: 
e advisd;, and though at Mons you won, 
ned Cannon do not always run. 
ſeme reſpect to ancient Wit proceed; 
late the four firſt Councils for your Creed. 
when you lay Tradition wholly by, 

in the private Spirit alone rely, 
lurn Fanaticks in your Poetry. 

fi hſtanding all that we can fo. -- 
Weds will have your pen worths of the Play, 
tome reſolv d to Damn, becauſe you pay: 
lord it, in memorial of the Fatt, 


rh Play bury'd ſince 2 MWoollen m | 
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Edipus, | Mr. Better 
_ Adraſtus, | Mr. Smith, 
Creon, 8 Mr. Sanford 
E  .  Tirefias, E Mr. Harris 
Haæmon, „MW O 
Alcander, | 1 Mr. Willa 
| Diocles, | | Mr. Norris, 
= Pyracmon, | Mr. Bout 
1 Phorbas, Mr. Gill. 
Dymas. 7 
 AMgeon. _. EE 
Ghoſt of Lajus, Mr. Viliu 


Cutan 
lent Con. 
lance in 


Pers dri 


—_ - WOMEN: 


Jocaſta, Mrs. Bett 
Eurydice, - Mrs, Les. 
Manto, Mrs. Evan 


Priefts, Citizens, Attendants, &. 
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(wtain riſes to a plaintive Tune, ropteſtvieths tbe pre- 
(nt Condition of Thebes: Dead Bodies appear at @ di- 
ance in the Streets; 7 ome faintby 5 over tbe Stage, o- 
Pers drcp. 


Enter Alcander, Diocles and Pyracmon. | 


ALCANDE R. 


Jinks we ſtand on Ruins; Nature ſhakes 
About us; and the univerſal F Fame 
\\ So looſe, that ir but wants another Puſh 
To leap from off irs Hinges. 
Dio. No Sun to chear us, but a bloody 
Globe 
at row ls above; a bald and beamleſs Fire; 

Face o'er-grown with Scurf: The Sun 8 11 cos | 
ply he'll be on Earth. 4 
. Therefore the Seaſons 1 

all confus'd z and by the Heay'ns 3 55 

get themſelves : Blind Winter meets the Summer 6 28 

his Mid. Way, and, ſeeing not his Livery, - 

) e n him beadlong back: And the raw Damps 

th lagey Wings fly heavily about, 

tering their peſtilential Colds and Rheums | 

(ugh all the ty Air. 5 1 
Qs . 1 
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Alle. Hence Murrains follow, : 
On bleating Flocks, and on the lowing Herds: 
At laft, the Malady e ag re. 
' Grew more domeſtick, and the faithful Dog 
Dy'd at his Maſter's Feet. | 
| Dio. And next his Maſter: | 
For all thoſe Plagues which Earth and Air hadbrog 
Firſt on inferior Creatures try'd their Force; 
And laſt they ſeiz'd on Man. | | 
Pyr. And then a thouſand Deaths at once advance Di. W 
And every Dart took place; all was ſo ſudden, 
That ſcarce a firſt Man fell; one but began 


To wonder, and ſtrait fella Wonder too; » Quee 
A third, who ſtoop'd to raiſe his dying Friend, dro] 
Dropt in the pious Act. Heard you that Groan? iſh a yc 

[ Groan with. He 

Dio. A Troop of Ghoſts took flight together then forme 
Now Death's grown riotous, and will play no morſe. I a! 
For ſingle Stakes, but Families and Tribes: W. 

' How are we ſure we breath not now our laſt, will be 
And that next Minute, | e. So! 
Our Bodies caſt into ſome common Pit, time 
Shall not be built upon, and overlaid eyoun 
By half a People? | ſe Wo 
Alc. There's a Chain of Cauſes k wher 
Link'd to Effects; invincible Neceſſity lame ! 
That whate'er is, could not but fo have been; broodi 
That's my Security. | urges 
A Enter Creon. 0, Hac 

Cre. So had it need, when all our Streets lie cole Ceo: 
With dead and dying Men, ranger 
And Earth expoſes Bodies on the Pavements e, Tha 
More than ſhe hides in Graves! 8055 Ids hart 
Berwixt the Bride and Bridegroom have! ſeen . We 
The Nuptial Torch do common Offices People 
Of Marriage and of. Death. | aden 
Dio. Now Oedipus, deen 

Af he return from War, our other Plague) ce the 
Will ſcarce find half he left to grace his Triumphs 2 
INKS kr 


Ayr. A feeble Pæan will be ſung before him. 


f OE 1 P US. 3 N 
. He would do well to bring the Wives and Chidren 
Conquer'd Argians to rene w his Thebes. 1 
je. May Funerals meet him at the City Gates 
-h their deteſted Omen. 3 

0. Of his Children, * 

. Nay, though ſhe be my Siſter, of his Wife. 

fc. Oh that our Thebes might once apain behold 
onarch Theban born! | | a 

bin. We might have had one. 

y. Yes, had the People pleas'd. 

t. Come ye're my Friends: | 

Queen, my Siſter, after Lajus' Death, 

d to lie ſingle; and ſupply'd his Place 

th a young Succeſſor. 

. He much reſembles 

former Husband roo. | 

llc, I always thought ſo, black Locks 
When twenty Winters more have grizz''d his 
will be a very Lajus. A 
e. So he will, Aa 

time ſhe ſtands provided of a Lajus 

e joung and vigorous too, by twenty Springs. 
Women are uch cunning Purveyors / 

k where their Appetites have once heen pleas'd, 

me Reſemblance in a younger Lover © © 

brooding in their Fancies the ſame Pleaſures, 

urges their Remembrance to deſire. | 

b. Had Merit, not her Dotage, been conſider'd, 

1 Creon had been King; but Oedipus, 

ranger ! | 

t. That Word Stranger, I confeſs 

Id harſhly in my Ears. 

. We are your Creatures. | | 

reople prone, as in all gensral Ills, 0 1 
adden eee the King in Wars abroad, =_ 
Queen a Woman, weak and unregarded / „ 


* 


* 


ce the Daughter of dead Lajus, . HA =_— 

mobs. "ceſs young and beguteous, and unmartied. „ Ki 
. inks from theſe disjointed Propoſitions = 
thing might be produc'd, ke — 
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Their part, by ſeading this commodious Plague: 


Ale. Your Claim to her is ſtrong; you are betroth 


Dio. We'll about it. 


\ Where late the Streets were ſo thick ſown with Mt 


| os The Gods have done 


Bur oh the Princeſs! her hard Heart is ſhut | 
By Adamantine Locks againſt my Love. 


Pyr. True! in her Nonage. 

Alc: But that Lert's remov'd. 9 
Dio. 1 heard the Prince of Argos, yaur Adraſtys, 
When he was Hoſtage here 

Cre. Oh name him not! the Bane of all my Hope 
That hot-brain'd, headlong Warriour, has the Ch. 


Of Youth, and {omewhat of a lucky Raſhneſs, AN 
To pleaſe a Woman yet more Fool than he. . AN 
That thoughtleſs Sex is caught by outward Form iſe. Wh 
And empty Noiſe, and loves it ſelf in Man. Ih 
Alc. But ſince the War broke out about our Fraun otl 
He's now a Foe to Thebes! | er thar 
Ce, But is not ſo to her; ſee ſhe appears; Pole 
Once more 1'll prove my Fortune; you inſinuate I Tw. 
Kind Thoughts of me into the Multitude; Face at 
Lay lcad upon the Court; gull em with Freedom Ya 
And you ſhall ſee em trols their Tails, and gad, ” pe 


As if the Breeze had ſtung em. 


raci 


 [Exeunt Alcander, Diocles, Py 
3 | Enter Eurydice. 

Cre. Hail, Royal Maid; thou bright Eurydice! 
A laviſh Planet reign'd when thou wert born, 
And made thee of ſuch Kindred mold to Heay'n, 

Thou ſeemeſt more Heav'ns than ours, 
Eur. Caſt round yonr Eyes; 


minrec 
half o 
le Rig 
knew 
e not t 
e. Am 
 perve! 


Like Cadmus's Brood they juſtled for the Paſſage: 
Now look for thoſe erected Heads, and ſee em 
Eike Pebbles paving all our publick Ways: 
When you have thought on this, anſwer me this, 
If theſe be, Hours of Courtſhip, 

Cre. Yes, they are; | | 

For when the Gods deſtroy fo faſt, tis time 


We ſhould renew the Race. =_ CI 


£ 


r 4 
What, in the midſt of horror! 
Why n not then? „ 7:4 7 
e's the more need of Comfort, TY . 
. Impious Creon | wW 
. Unjuſt Eyrydice! can you accuſe me 
ove, Which is Heav'ns Precept, and not fear 
Vengeance, which you ſay purſues our CHE, 
d reach your Perjuries ? 

Still the old Argument. 
you caft your Eyes on other Men, 

caſt em on your ſelf: think what yu are. 

A Man. 549 
. A Man! 

g. Why doubt you? I'm a Man. 

. 'Tis well you tell me ſa, I ſhould miſtake you 
other part o'th* whole Creation, 
er than think you Man: hence from my n 
Poyſon to my Eyes. 

Tas you firſt poyſon'd mine; and yet methinks 
Fic and Perſon ſhou'd not make you my 

. You force me, by your Importunities, 
ew you what you are. 

A Prince who loves you: . | 
lince your Pride provokes me, worth your Love, 
at his higheſt Value. 2 
. Love for thee? 
Lore renounc'd thee ere thou ſaw'ſt the Light: 
re her ſelf ſtart back when thou wert born, 8 
yd, The Wörk's not mine 
idwiſe ſtood agaſt; and when ſhe 6 | 
Mountain Back, and * diſtorted Legs, 

Face it ſelf, | 
minted with the Royal Goon of Man, 

half o'ercome with Beaſt, ſtood doubting long, 
le Right in thee were more: 

knew not if to burn thee in the Flames, 

e not the holier Work. 

e. Am 1 to blame, if Nature threw my Body - 
perverſe a Mold? Yer prac ſhe caſt | 
envious Hand upon mv ſupple Joints - + oh 
Q 4 . 


3 This ill-ſhap'd Body with a darling Soul: 


| Of. your young Alinon, ſpoil the Gods fine Wotk 


n OFDIPUS. 


\. Unable to reſiſt, and rumpled em \ ſnatch 


On heaps in their dark Looging, to revenge love v 
Hier bungled Work, ſhe ſtampt my Mind more fir les w. 
And as from Chaos, huddled and deform'd, bung 
The Gods ſtruck Fire, and lighted up their Lam J [Fave 


That beautifie the Sky, ſo ſhe inform'd Fl Euter 
And making leſs than Man, ſhe made me more, 

Eur, No, thou art all one Error ; Soul and Bod 
The firſt young Tryal of ſome unskill d Pow'r, 
Rude in the making Art, an Ape of be. 
Thy erooked Mind within, hunch'd out thy Back, 
And wandred in thy Limbs: To thy own kind 7:1 
Make Love, if thou canſt find it in the World; 
And ſeek not from our Sex to raiſe an Off-ſpring, 
Which mingled with the reſt, would tempt the G0 
To cut off Human Kind. 
Ce. No; let em leave 6 
The Argian Prince for you: that Enemy 
Of Thebes has made you falſe, and break the Vo 
Lou made to me. „ 

Eur. They were my Mother's Vows, 
Made when | was at Nurſe. 
Cee. But hear me, Maid; | 
This Blot of Nature, this deform'd loath'd eon, 
Is Maſter of a Sword, to reach the Blood 


hat mal 
ou d hi 
Earth 
| popul 
(ir, A 
ou wre 
duct | 
me at 
ich Im 
thinks 

here ar 
anto. 

e moſt 
Thebes 
0 Graf; 
ir, It 
re let 
how 
2 dim 
it nods 
plime! 
2 


And ſtab you in his Heart. 
Eur. This when thou doeſt, 
Then may 'ſt thou ſtill be curſt with loving me: 
And, as thou art, be ſtill unpitied, loath'd; 
And let his Ghoſt No, let his Ghoſt have fel 
But let the greateſt, fierceſt, fouleſt Fury, \ 
Let Creox haunt himſelf, Exit Eurydl 
Doe. "Tis true, | am 
WM bat ſhe has told me, an Offence to ſight: 
My Body opens inward to my Soul, 
And lets in Day to make my Vices ſeen, 
- By all diſcerning Eyes, bur the blind Vulgar. 
- I'mult haſte, ere Oedipus return, 
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ſuatch the Crown and her; for I ſtill love, 
love with Malice; as an angry Cur ap 
Ales while he feeds, ſo will 1 ſeize and ſtaunch - 
e hunger of my Love on this proud Bcauty, 
1 ſave the ſcraps for Slaves. | 
Enter Tireſias, leaning on a Staff, and led by bis 
Daughter Manto. ; 
hat makes this blind prophetick Fool abroad? 
du d his Apollo had him, he's too holy 2 
Earth and me; I'll ſhun his walk, and ſeek _ 
popular Friends. ' | Exit Creon, 
I, A little farther, yet a little farther; 
du wretched Daughter of a dark old Man, 
duct my weary Steps; and thou who ſeeſt 
me and for thy ſelf, beware thou tread not 
Gch Impious Steps upon dead Corps; Now ſtay 
thinks I draw more open, viral Air. ; 
here are we? | | 
mo. Under Covert of a Wall: 
e moſt frequented once, and noiſie part 
Thebes, now Midnight Silence reigns even here; 
| Graſs untrodden ſprings beneath our Feet. 
ir, If there be nigh this Place a Sunny Bank, 
rc let me reſt a while: A Sunny Bank! RE 
how can it be where no Sun ſhines! _ N go) neg 
adm winking Taper in the Skies, Ne 40 
it nods, and ſcarce holds up its drowſie Head 1. a 
glimer through the Damps. M 
[4 Noiſe within, Follow, Follow, Follow: 4 Creda, 
A Creon, A Creon: | 1 8 A 
k! atumultuous Noiſe, and Creon's Name wy: 
x eccho'. OSS 
anto. Fly, the Tempeſt drives this way.. _ ... 
r. Whither can As and Blindneſs cakes theu fight? 


fr 
Y 


OW3 


could fly, what could I ſuffer worſe. * _,, _ 4 = 

Ire of great 111? {Noiſe again, Creon, Creon, Creon: N 

ter Creon, Diocles, Aicander, Pyraemon, fotiow'd 1 
| ' by the Crowd, WE Se, 1 

e. I thank ye, Countrymen; but muſt refuſe 

Honours you intend me, they're too great; 
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And I am too unworthy ; think again, 
And make a better Choice. | 


| [Li 
1 Cir. Think twice! I ne'er thought twice nt 


That's double Work. 
2 Cit. My firſt Word is always my ſecond ; andth 


fore I'll have no ſecond Word; and there fore once a 


I ſay, a Creon. | | 
All. A Creon, a Creon, a Creon. 

Cre. Vet hear me, Fellow-Citizens. 

Dio. Fellow-Cirizens! there was a Word of Kindny 


Ge. Indeed he could not, for he was a Stranger: 
But under him our Thebes is half deſtroy'd. 
Forbid it Heav'n the re{idue ſhould periſh 
Under a Theban born. | 
Tis true, the Gods might ſend this Plague among y 
Becauſe a Stranger rul'd. But what of that? 
Can! redreſs it now? ü 
3 Cit. Ves, you or none. 
*Tis certain that the Gods are angry with us 
Becauſe he reigns. 
Cre. Oedipus may return, you may be ruin'd. 
1 Cit, Nay if that be the matter, we are ruin'dalra 
2 Cit. Half of us that are here preſent, were living 
But Veſterday; and we that are abſent do but drop andan 
And no Man knows whether he be dead or living. 
Therefore, while we are ſound and well, let us atishity 
Conſciences, and make a new King. ſt 
3 cit. Ha, if we were but worthy to ſee another Con 
And then, if we muſt die, we'll go merrily togethet 
All. To the Queſtion, to the Queſtion. - 
Dio. Are you content Creon ſhould be your King! 
All. A Creon, a Greon, a Greon. | 
Tir. Hear me, ye Thebans: And thou Creon, hear! 
1 Gt. Who's that would be heard? We'll hear no) 
We can ſcarce hear one another. 
Tir. I charge you by the Gods to hear me. 
2 Cit. Oh tis Apollo s Prieſt; we muſt hear him: 


the old blind Prophet that ſees all things. (Bein 


3 Cir. He comes from the Gods too; and they ate 


Ac. When did Oedipus ſalute you by that famil 
1 Ct. Never, never; he was too proud. Nam 
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OE DFPUS. . 

therefore in good Manners we muſt hear him. Speak 
Prophet. | f | b A. 
Cit. For coming from the Gods, that's no great matter; 
can all ſay that: But he's a great Scholar, he can make 
anacks and he were put tot; and therefore I ſay hear 
him. | ia? 
7, When angry Heavꝰn ſcatters itsPlagues among you, 
for Naught, ye Thebaus? Are the Gods 2 
aft in puniſhing? Are there no Crimes 
ich pull this Vengeance down ? 
Git. Yes, yes, no doubt there are ſome Sins ſtirring, 
tare the Cauſe of all. 
(it. Yes there are Sins, or we ſhould have no Taxes. 
Cit, For my part, I can ſpeak it with a ſafe Con- 
er ſin'd in all my Life. | [ſcience, 
Cit. Nor | | DICE 
Gt, Nor I, | [our Doors. 
Tc. Then we are all juſtified : The Sin lies not at 
*. All juſtificd alike, and yet all Guilty. 4 0 
re every Man's Falſe· dealing brought to light; 
Envy, Malice, Lying, Perjuries, 
Weights and Meaſures, th other Man's Extortions, 
h what Face could you tell offended Heav'n, | 
had not ſin d? „ [ part, I never 
Ct. Nay, if theſe be Sins, the caſe is alter d: For my 
vpht any thing but Murder had been a Sin. £ 
7. And yet, as if all theſe were leſs than nothing, 
add Rebellion to em. Impious Thebans ! 
e you not {worn before the Gods, to ſerve 
to obey this Oedipus, your King, 
u>lick Voice elected? Anſwer me, 
is be true. : 
Cit, This is true: But is't a hard World, Neighbours, 
Man's Oath muſt be his Maſter. ; 
e. Speak Drocles; All goes wrong. | | 
10. How are you Traitors, Countrymen of Thebes ? 
holy Sir, who preſſes you with Oaths, 
ets your farſt, Were you not ſworn before 

ajus; and his Blood? 
. We were, we were. | 
0, While Lajus has a lawful Succeſſor, 
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Your firſt Oath ſtill muſt bind: Eurydice 
Is Heir to Lajus; let her Marry Greon: 
Offended Heav'n will never be appeas'd, 


1 Cit. 
. 
t; oh 
eſt! I 


While Oedipus pollutes the Throne of Lajus, Jall y 
A Stranger to his Blood. RH ; 
All. We'll no Oedipus, no Oedipus, _ "RE 
1 Gt. He puts the Prophet in a Mouſe-hole. Ku 
2 Git. I knew it would be ſo: the laſt Man ever ſpeſ heir we 
the beſt Reaſon. ; d led 
Tir. Can Benefits thus die? Ungrateful Theban:! . © 
Remember yet, when, after Lajus' Death, Den 
The Monſter ꝓhynx laid your rich Country waſte, ile, all 
Your Vineyards ſpoil'd, your labouring Oxen flew; mee 
Your ſelves, for Fear, mew'd up within your Walls; WW... P 
She, taller than your Gates o'er-look'd your Town; un al 
But when ſhe rais'd her Bulk to (ail above you, 1 
She drove the Air around her like a Whirl-wind, Cd 
And ſhaded all beneath; till ſtooping down, {| me. 
She clap'd her Leathern Wing againſt your Tow's, WW ye 
And thruſt out her long Neck, ev'n to your Door, Cour 
Dio. Alc. Pyr. We'll hear no more. x, as y 
Tir. You durſt not meet in Temple, meet y 
T' invoke the Gods for Aid; the proudeſt he dow 
Who leads you now, then crow'd like a dard Lark: WW End e 
This Creon ſhook for fear, give 
The Blood of Lajus cruddled in his Veins; Enter 
Till Oedipus arriv'd, | | 
Call'd by his own high Courage, and the Gods; ren. | 
Himſelf to you a God: Ye offer'd him ou mip 
Your Queen and Crown;(but what was then your Crom thy o 
And Heav'n authoriz'd it by his Succeſs. half t 
Speak then; Who is your lawful King? want 
All, Tis Oedipus, 5 | we, 
Tir. "Tis Oedipus, your King more lawful welco 
Than yet you dream; for ſomething ſtill there lie; Ned. T 
In Heav'ns dark Volume, which I read through MU lent b 
"Tis great, prodigious; tis a dreadful Birth | while 
Of wondrous Fate; and now, juſt now diſcloſing: ¶ it can 
J ſee, I ſee how terrible it dawas! _ ſome L 


And my Soul fickens yirh ir, 0 


0E BIP US. 


1 cit. How the God ſhakes him! [Triumph ! 
Tir. He comes! he comes! Victory! Conqueſt! 
t; oh! Guiltleſs and Guilty: Murder! Parricide! 
ef! Diſcovery! Puniſhment tis ended, 
4 all your Sufferings o'er. ID 
A Trumpet within; Enter Hzmon, 
Ham. Rouſe up, ye Thebansz tune your Jo pa 
our King returns: The Argians are o'ercome; 
heir warlike Prince in ſingle Combat taken, 
ad led in Bands by God-like Oedipus. 
All. Oedipus, Oedipus, Oedipus ! 7 
(ron. Furies confound his Fortune [Ade 
ite, all haſte [To them. 
meet with Bleſſings our victorious King; 
cree Pre cſſions; bid new Holy Days; 
own all Le Statues of our Gads with Garlands; 
d raiſe . Brazen Column, thus inſcrib'd, | 
) Oedipus, now twice a Conqueror; Deliverer of his 
| me, I weep for Joy to ſee this Day. |[ Thebes. 
Ir. Yes, Heav'n knows how thou weep'ſt: G0 
Country-men, : | 
d, as you us'd to ſupplicate your Gods, 
meet your King, with Bays, and Olive-branches - 
down, and touch his Knees, and beg from him 
End of all your Woes; for only he | 
give it ou. [Exit Tireſias, tbe People following. 
Enter Oedipus in Triumph; Adraſtus Priſoner; 
Dymas, Train. od 
enn. All hail, great Oedipus ; 
ou mighty Conqueror, hailz welcome to Thebes, 
thy own Thebes, to all that's left of Thebes: 
half thy Citizens are ſwept away, 
wanting to thy Triumphs; 
we, the happy Remnant, only live 
welcome thee, and die. . 
ed. Thus Pleaſure never comes ſincere to Man; 
lent by Heav'n, upon hard Uſury; 
while Fove holds us out the Bowl of Joy, 
it can reach our Lips, tis daſh'd with Gall 
ſome Left - handed God. O mouraful Triumph! 


1 > 


lies 


Mi 


ing: 
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' © Conqueſt gain'd abroad, and loſt at home! 


d he 
O Abs, now rejoice, for Thebes lies low; 


05, 


Thy flaughtcr'd Sons now ſmile, and think they A Im 
When they can count more 7heban Ghoſts than theyMif ould 
Adr. No; Argos mourns with Thebes; you rethper iſe! 7 
Your Courage while you fought, that Mercy ſeen ben 
The Manlicr Virtue, and much more preyail'g. Ded. 
While Argus is a People, think you Thebes hat n 
Can never want for Subjects: Every Nation 0 liſte 
Will crowd toferve where Oedipus commands. hom | 
Creon to Hem, How mean it ſhews, to fiwy wh Fri. 

+ the Victor! | Wd thee 
Ham. Had you beheld him fight you had ſaid ao a 1 
Come, tis brave Bearing in him, not to envy ice 
Superior Virtue. e Buſt 
Oed. This, indeed, 45 Conqueſt, pht on 
To gain a Friend like you: Why were we Foes) WK lcav 
Adr. Cauſe we were Kings, and each diſdani wher 

I fought to have it in my Power to do Ee that 
What thou haſt done; and fo to uſe my Conqueſ, ons 
To ſhey thee Honour was my only Motive. eople 
Know this, that were my Army at thy Gates, idnig 
And Thebes thus waſte, I would not take the Gift, Nd. O 
Which, like a Toy drop'd from the Hands of Fo vith 
Lay for the next Chance-comer. N all [ 
Oed. Embracing. No more Captive, ſearch 
But Brother of the War: Tis much more pleaſuſ ter den 
Anck ſafer, truſt me, thus to meet thy Love; Pri, 
Than when hard Gantlets clench'd our W arlikc Hs. Ne 
And kept em from ſoft Uſe. rels'd t 
Adr. My Conquetor ! Nea this 
Oed. My Friend! That other Name keeps Ll was 
But longer to detain thee were a Crime 8 Cauſe 
To Love, and to Emurydice; go free: is this 
Such Welcome as a ruin'd Town can give, Cerns t. 
Expect from me; the reſt let her ſupphy. in this 
Adr. Igo without a Bluſh, though conquer'd . A 

. By you, and by my Princeſs. | Exit Adu facred 
| eſe my 


Creon Afide, Then I am conquer'd thrice; 
Oedipus, x 


ad her, and even by him, the Slave of both. Shae 8 N 
ds, 1 am beholding to you for making me yu¹Fỹj 
Image: . + Fs. 
ould Pons make you mine. | Exiz Creon. 
jer the People with Branches in their Hands holding 
them up, and kneeling: Two Prieſts before them. 
ed. Alas my People! _ wha | 
hat means this ſpeechleſs Sorrow, down-caſt Eyes, 
a liſted Hands? If there be one among you, N 
hom Grief has left a Tongue, ſpeak for the reſt. 
Pri, O Father of thy Country! 

thee theſe Knees are bent, theſe Eyes are lifted, 
to a viſible Divinity; : 
prince, on whom Heav'n ſafely might repoſe 

e Buſineſs of Mankind: For Providence 

ht on thy Boſom fleep ſecure, 

{ leave her Task to thee. 


the 
pere 


leem 


oe? 28 

Gn where's the Glory of thy former Acts? 
hat's Fore is when none ſhall live to ſpeak it. 

ul, ons of Subjects ſhalt thou have, but mute. 


eople of the Dead; a crowded Deſart: 
dnight-filence at the Noon of Day. 

d. Oh! were our Gods as ready with their Pity, 

f Fon with mine, this Preſence ſhould be throng'd 

h all I left alive; and my fad Eyes | 

ſearch in vain for Friends, whoſe promis'd Sight 

terd my Toyls of War. Wo 

Bi. Twice our Deliverer! 

ike Es Nor are now your Vows 

rels'd to one who ſleeps: se: 1 

en this unwelcome News firſt reach'd my Ears, 

as was ſent to Delphos, to enquire _- 

Cauſe and Cure of this contagious Ill; 

is this Day return'd: But ſince his Meſſage 

cerns the Publick, I refus'd to hear it, 

in this general Preſence: Let him ſpeak. , 

n. A dreadful Anſwer from the hallow'd Urn, 

it Ad facred Tripous did the Prieſteſs give, 

thrice; Nele myſterious Words, 


'The 
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The Oracle. Shed in a curſed Hour, by curſed murd 
Blood-Royal unreveng'd, has curs'd the 2. 7 Heng 
When Lajus' Death ts expiated well, Ned, N 
Hour Plague fhall ceaſe: The reſt let Lajus rell. 
Ded. Dreadful indeed? Blood, and a King's Bloodi 

And ſuch a King; and by his Subjects ſhed! 
(Elſe, by this Curſe on Thebes!) No wonder then preſe 
If Monſters, Wars and Plagues revenge ſuch Crime | 
If Heav'n be juſt, its whole Artillery l. M 
All muſt be empty'd on us: Not one Bolt 
Shall err from Thebes; but more be call'd for, mars 
New - moulded Thunder, of a larger Size, 
Driven by whole Fove. What! Touch anointed Py 
Then Gods beware; Fove would himſelf be next, 
Cou'd you but reach him too. 

2 Pri. We mourn the ſad Remembrance. 

Oed. Well you may. | 
Worſe than a Plague infects you: Ye're devoted 
To Mother Earth, and to th' Infernal Pow'rs: 
Hell has a Right in you: I thank you Gods, 
That I am no Tbeban born: How my Blood crudds 
As if this Curſe touch'd me ! and rouch'd me nearet 


it for F 
Murde 
heavy 6 


Than all this Preſence— Ves, tis a King's Blood, 4! 

And I, a King, am ty'd in deeper Bonds ale, a 

To expiate this Blood: But where, from whom, Ie the 

Or how muſftI attone it? Tell me, Thebans, lim, ) 

How Lajus fell; for a confus'd Report the ſan 

Paſs'd through my Ears, when firſt I took the Coli his 1 

Blut full of hurry, like a Morning-Dream, ife an 
It vaniſh'd in the Buſineſs of the Day. b Pri, 

1 Pri. He went in private forth, but thinly fo . £ 

And ne'er return'd to Thebes. At 1. 

Oed. Nor any from him? Came there no Attending tl 

None to bring News? Nw, and 

2 Pri. But one; and he ſo wounded, Avert 

He ſcarce drew Breath to ſpeak ſome few faint Wo by fa 

Oed. What were they? Something may belcarit aft tl 

thence. | X ole fo 

1 Pri. He ſaid a Band of Robbers warch'd their Pi I her 


Who took Advantage of a narrow Way, 


} 


murder Lajus * the reſt; nal „ 
ſt too for dead. 2 5 5 bs: 4 
el. Made you no Enquiry, 4 4 
took this bare Relation? „„ on BR 
Pri, Twas neglected: _ 1 
then the Monſter Sphynx began to rage; 
j preſent Cares ſoon buried the remote: 
vas it huſn'd, and never fince reviy'd. LEES 
Ld. Mark, — mark! 3 
then the Sphynx began tor ong you; 
Gods took hold ev'n of * — Minute, 
| dated thence your Woes: Thence will I — em 
pi. Tis juſt thou ſhouldſt. 
1, Hear then this dread Imprecation, hear i ir: 25 
aid on all, net any one exempt: | | 
witneſs, Heav'n: avenge it an the Perjurd. : 
1 Theban barn, if any Stranger 
a this Murder, or produce its Author; 
Attie Talents be his juſt Reward: = 
i for Fear, for Favour, or for Hire 
Murder he conceal, the Curſgof Thebes | | 
heavy on his Head: Unite our Plagues, 
ds, and place em there: From Fire and Wis 
ſe, and all things common, be 15 e 
vr the Murderer's ſelf, unfound b 1 hs 
bim, ye Pow'rs Celeftial and 1 har rnal; 18 
the ſame Fate, or worſe than Lajus met, 4 
e his Lot; His Children be;accurs'd; fe wil] 
ife and Kindred, all of his be curs'd, * 
b Pri, Confirm it, Heay'n. 
Euter Jocaſta attended by Mumm. 
At your Devotions! Heay 'n ſucceed N Wis | 
ting th' Effect of theſe your pious Pray rs 
, and me, and all, | 
855 this Omen, Heav'n! MO ka, ö 
O fatal Sound! unfortunate Jocaſia! =. *-T 
haſt thou ſaid! an ill How haſt thou choſen. | 4 | 4 
loſe fore · boading Words: Wh we were cu} = 
1 = chat m_ fal ly mhereyou Al i. | 
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5 Oed. Speak no more; 


For all thou ſay'ſt is ominous: We were curſing; for 

3 And that dire Imprecation baſt thou faſten d 5 200 
=_ On Thebes, and thee, and me, and all of us. J 72 
1 Joe. Are then my Bleſſings turn'd into a Curſe? Cho 

DOD unkind Oedipus! My former Lord 3 0 ſhc 

Thought me his Bleſſing; be thou like my Lajus, be 


Oed. What, yet again ! The third time haſt thou q pe. E 

This Imprecation Was for Lajus Death; ow! 

| Ard thou haſt wiſh'd me like him. 

= | | . Horror ſeizes me! = 
Oed. Why doſt thou gaze upon me?” Prithee, ne! 

Take off thy Eye; it burdens me too much. 

| Foe. The more I look, the more I find of Lajur: I. lik 

= His Speech, his Garb, his Action, nay, his Fromn; 

*— (For l have ſeen it;) but ne'er bent on me. n 
Oed. Are ve ſo like? | 
Foe. In all thinks but his Love. [ſpeak how m 
Oed. 1 love thee more: So well I love, Words c van 

No pious Son e'er lov'd his Mother more, 

Than I wy dear Jocaſta. | 
Joc. I love you too | 

The ſelf-ſame way: And when you chid, methough 

A: Mother's Love ftart up in your Defence, 


And bad me not be angry: Be not you: ENE : 
For | love Lajus ſtill as Wives ſhou'd love; po 
Bur you more tenderly, as Part of me: 
And when have you in my Arms, methinks E 
I Jull my Child aſleep. U 
Oed. Then we are bleſs'd: p 
And all theſe Curſes ſweep along the Skies, gbaſt] 
Like empty Clouds, but drop not on our Heads, you t] 
Jo. I have not joy'd an Hour ſince you depaniſ below 
For publick Miſeries and for private Fears; F Worl, 
But this bleſs'd Meeting has o er- pay'd em all. its laſt 
Good Fortune, that comes ſeldom, comes more wel dun X 
All I can wiſh for now, is your Conſent boot. 
To make my Brother happy. char 
6 Ord. How, Jocaſta? by Ti 


rr US CC Z249 
fic. By Marriage with his Neice Begdico. | 
Oed. Uncle and Neice! they are too near, my Lovei 
is too like Inceſtz i Offence to King 
1d [ nor promis'd, Were there no Adraſtus, 

Jo Choice but Creon left her of Mankind, 


hey ſhou'd not Marry. Speak by more of irs | = 
he Thought diſturbs me. + 1 3 


e. Heav'n can never bleſu 
Vow ſo broken, which I made to Creon: 

member he's my Brother. 2 

Oed. That's the ar. 1 

d ſhe thy Daughter: Nature would abhor 

be fore d back again upon her ſelf, 15 

, like a Whirl-pool, ſwallow her own Streams. | 

cc. Be not diſpleas d, I'll move the Suit no More. 
ed. No, do not; for, I know not why, it ſhakes ms 
hen but think on Inceſt: Move me forward 
thank the Gods for my Succeſs, and pray 


waſh the Guilt of Royal Blood away. [Exeunt. 


ACT. it. SCENE 1. 


NE an open Gallery: A Royal Bedchamber being 
ppo'd behind. The Time Night, Thunder, &c. 


Enter Hæmon, Alcander; Pyracmon. 


CURE ' tis the End of all things! Fate has torn 
The Lock of Time off, and his Head is now 
gbaſtly Ball of round Eternity ! 5 
| you theſe Peals of Thunder, bi the Yawn 
bellowing Clouds? By Jouve, they ſeem to me : 
World'slaft Groans; and thoſe vaſt Sheets of Flame 
its laſt Blaze! The Tapers of the Gods, | 
Sun and Moon, run down like waxen Globes; 
ſhooting Stars end all in Purple Jellies z 


* 


chaos is at hind, 1 
r. Tis Midnight, yet there's not a Theban ſleeps, 
ſuch as ne'er muſt wake. All crowd about 

R 2 The 


260 OE DIP US. ö 
The Palace, and implore, as from a God, 


| ** 5 04d, 
| Help of the King; Who, from the: Battlement, 
By 3s red Lightning's glare, deſcry d far, * 
Atones the angry Power F Wh: 2. d coj 
Hem. Ha! Fyracnion, looks 
Behold, Alcander, from yon” Weſt of Heav'n, 1 
The perfect Figures of a Man and Woman : hy yo 
A Scepter bright with Gems in each right Hand, WN 
Their flowing Robes of dazling Purple made, bich 
Diſtinctly yonder in that Point they ſtand, | Wy 
Juſt Weſt: A bloody Red ſtains all the Place: nur 
And ſee, their Faces are quite hid in Clouds. : me 
Pyr. Cluſters of golden Stars hang o'er their Head . 
And ſeem fo crquded, that they burſt upon em: this 
All dart at once their baleful Influence, Gi 
In leakjng Fire. 5 
. L baaddel Comets ſtick, 3 2 
Like flaming Porcupines, to their left Sides, | the & 
As they would ſhoot their Quills into their Heart, Oedt 
Ham. But ſec! the as 8 _— 985. 
Did every Day or Night ſhew ought like this? i. E 
Y * RW. vaniſ] 
The SCENE draws and diſcovers the Prodigin WY juſt a 
Eurer Oedipus, Jocaſta, Eurydice, Adraftus, alla | re 
Forward with Amazement. * an 
3 | ; & Ir 
Oed. Anſwer, you Pow'rs Divine; ſpareall this M.. »7 
This rack of Heav'n, and ſpeak your fatal Pleaſur WW fer in 
Why breaks yon dark and dusky Orb away? * 
Why from the bleeding Womb of monſtrous Ni. M. 
Burſt forth ſuch Miriads of abortive Stars? the 
Hal! my Focaſta, look the Silver Moon! ſome 
A ſettling Crimſon ſtains her beauteous Face! bleſs y 
She's all o'er Blood! and look, behold again, breat] 
What mean the myſtick Heav'ns ſhe journies on? Id tt | 
A vaſt Eclipfe darkens the labouring Planet: | wil 
Sound there, found all your Inſtruments of War; from 
Clarions and Trumpers, Silver, Braſs, and Iron, eer | 
And beat a thouſand Drums to help her Labour. L the 1 
Adr. Tis vain; you ſee the Prodigies continue: l our 


Let's gaze no more, the Gods are humorous. 


OE DIP U S. _ -: 
04d, Forbear, raſh Nan Once more 1 ask your | 
that the Glow-worm light of human Reaſon {Pleafure? 


light dare to offer at immortal Knowledge, 

id cope with Gods, why all this ſtorm of Nature? 

by do the Rocks ſplit, and why rowls the Sea? 

[hy theſe Portents in Heav'n, and Plagues on Earth? 

hy yon' Gigantick Forms, Ethereal Monſters? - 

5! Is all this but to fright the Dwarfs _ 

hich your own Hands have made? then be it ſo. 

if the Fates reſolve forme Expiation | 

r murder d Lajizs ; Hear me, hear me; Gods! 
me thus proſtrate: Spare this groaning Land, 

e Innocent Thebes, ſtep the Tyrant Death; 

this, and lo I ftand up an Oblation 

meet your ſwifteſt and ſevereſt Anger; 

jet all at once, and ſtrike me to the Center. 

br Cloud draws that veiPd:the Heats of the Figures in 

the Sky, and fhews em Crown'd, with tbe Names of 


4 


d, 


— 


0 Oedipus and Jocaſta written above in great Chara» 
„, of Gold. * „ 


yaniſh'd with that Cloud that fleets away 
juſt above thoſe twWo Majeſtick Heads, 

L read diſtinctly in large Gold. ni 
us and Focaſta: » ». 8 f N 


; le. I read thefame: 15 5 ER, 82.5 No T4143, 
— #. Tis wonderful; yet ought not Man to wade 
2a{ure; F 1 a 


far in the vaſt deep of Deſtiny: £) 
«4 49 Thunder 5 and the Prodigies vaniſh. 
xe, My Lord, my Oedipus, Why gaze you now, - 
n the whole Heav'n is clear, as if the Gods 
ſome new Monſters made! will you not turn, 


Jes your People, wh devour each Word | / 
| breath ? as Re 
son! it mall be fo; N | k 

: | will die, O Thebes, to fave thee!” 

War; from my Heart my Blood, with more content 

ron, ser 1 wore thy Crown. Yet, O Jocaſta! 

Jour. | the Indearments of miraculous Lobe, f 

tinue | our Languiſhings, our Fears in Pleaſure, 

IS» 


h oft have made us wonder; here I (wear 6 
R 3 On 


Zr _ — — 
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On thy fair Hand, upon thy Breaſt I ſwear 
J cannot call to mind, kom budding Childhood 
Jo blooming Vouth, a Crime by me committed, Nas at 
For which the awful Gods ſhould doom my Death, . F 
Joc. Tis not you, my Lord, 
But he who murder'd Læjus, frees the Land: 
Were you, which is impoſſible, the Man, | 
Perhaps my Poniard firſt ſhould drink your Blood; Ws on 
But you are Innocent, as your Focaſta, 
From Crimes like thoſe. This made me violent 
To ſave your Life, which you unjuſt would loſe; 
Nor can you comprehend with deepeſt . 
The horrid Agony you caſt me in, 
When you reſolv'd to die. N cn | 
Od. Is't poſſible? mix W 
Joc. Alas! why ſtart you fo? Her ſtiff ning Grie 
Who ſaw her Children ſlaughter'd all at once, 
Was dull to mine: Methinks I ſhould have made 
My Boſom bare againſt the armed wy 
To fave my Oedipus | | 
Oed, I pray, no more. 
Joc. You've filenc'd me, my Lord. 
Oed. Pardon me, dear Jacaſta; 
Pardon a Heart that ſinks with Sufferings, | 
And can but vent it ſelf in Sobs and -Murmurs: rour « 
Yet to reſtore my Peace, Iil find him out. mb ' d: 
Ves, yes, you Gods? you ſhall have ample Veng 
On-Lajus' Murderer, O, the Traitor's Name! 
VI know it, 1 will: Art ſhall be conjur'd for it, 
And Nature all unraveld. 
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Foc. Sacred Sir - | all be 
Oed. Rage will have way, and "tis but juſt; IP" baff 
Tho ladg d in Air upon a Dragon's Wing, Tbrace 
Tho? Rocks ſhould hide him: Nay he ſhall be dry h lifte, 
From Hell, if Charms can hurry him along, * t 
v 


His Ghoſt ſhall he by ſage Tirefas' Pow r. 
Tixeſias, that rules all kr the Moon) 
ontin'd to Fleſh, to ſuffer Death once more; 
And then be plung d in his firſt Fires again. 


CEELILLS 


"Enter . . 
Bok 6. My Lord, 
5 as attends y our Pleaſure. - 
oh 7-1, Haſte and being = in. 


my Jocaſta, * * n FO 

mm, and all ye Thebans, now the eng 

Pagues, of Madneſs, Murders, Prodigics, gs 

ws on: This Battel of the Heavins and Earth. 

U by his Wiſdom be reduc'd to Peace... 

„ Tireſias leaning on à Staff, led ly bis Dangher 
Manto, fol lum d by other Thebans. 

hou, whoſe molt aſpiring Mind 

w'ſt all the Buſineſs of che Courts hens... 

ns the Cloſets of the Gods, and dare: 70 

mix with Jous himſelf and Fate at Council; 5 


Cid rophet, anſwer me, declare aloud * | | 
t Traitor, who conſpirx d the Death of 3 J oy 
de be they more, who from malignant Stars | | 


e drawn this Plague that blaſts unhappy Thebes. 7 0 0 fol 1 4 
We muſt no more, than Fare commiſſions us * 
tell; yet ſomething, dad of Moment, I'll unfold, / 
hat the! God would wake; T feet him now, 36 bf 
a ſtrong Spirit charm'd into a Tre, 
t leaps, — moves the Wood without a War * 
rouz'd God, as all this while he lay 
mb d alive, ſtarts and dilates himſelt?? * fn 
Iroggles, and he tears my aged Trunk 
h holy Fury, my old Arteries burſt, 23 
nvePd Skin 1994 
e Parchment crackles at the hallow'd Fire; 14 
all be young again: AManto, my Daughter, 
pu halt a Voice that might have ſay'd the Bare 
Tbrace, and forc'd the raging. Bacchanalss, 
h lifted Prongs, to liſten to thy Airs: 
harm this God, this Fury in my Boſom, 
| him with tuneful Notes, and artful Strings, 
r pow'rful Strains; Manto, my lovely Child, 

h the __ God-head to be mild. 


Ris oo SOR 


Lives and is great; 
But cruel Greatneſs ne er was long: 


** * command thee ; 
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Phcebus, God below'd by Men; TUO I; 
At thy dawn, every Beaſt is rod in bis Day; 
At thy ſetting, all-the Birds of thy Abſence comy 
And we dye, dll dye rl the Morning. comet Yor 
F P hoebuss God belov'd by Men, "i 
Idol of the Eaſtern Kings, © | 
Awful as the God who ling F< | 
Hit Thunder round, and the Lane TY 
God of Songs and Orphean ring,, 
Who ro this mortal Boſom brings,” | 
All batmonous beau nly 7. Binge | 
Thy drowzy Prophet to revive, 
Tien thouſand thouſand Fhrm. dete bim ef 
With Chariots and Hotſes all © fire awake bin, 
Chnvulſions, and Furies, and wy or ſhake hin, 
Let bim tell it in Groans, rho be bend with the L 
Thy be butft with the weight of the terrible G 


A The Wreteh, who fd the Blood ofold L 


The'firt of Lejus': Blood his Life did ſeine, 

And urg'd his Fate. 

Which elſe had laſting been 40d Rtrong: 

The Wretch, who Lajus kill d, mult bleed, or fy; 

Or Thebes conſum'd with Plagues in Ruin lye. 
Oed. The firſt of Lajue' Blood! pronounce the Pak 

May the God roar. from thy prophetiek Mouth, 

That even the Dead may ſtart up to behold: 


Name him, I ſay, that moſt ne Werde 
For by the Stars he dies? 


By Phebus, ſpeak for ſudden. Death's his L Doom: 

ere ſhall he fall, blerd on this very ſpots —_ 

His Name, I charge thee orice more, ſpeak. 
Tir. 'Tis loſt, 

Like what we think can never ſhun Remembrance; 

Yet of a ſudden's gone beyond the Clouds. 
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d. Fetch it from thence; LI . er ĩt be. 
e. Let me intreat you; ſacred Sir, be cam 

j Creon ſhall point out the great Offender. 

tue, teſpect of Nature might i injoyn 

Silence at another time but oli, | I 
ch more the-pow'r of my Eternal Love! try 
it, that ſhould ſtrike me Dumb: Vet Theben, my Coun» 
break through all, ro ſuccour thee, poot City. 

I muſt ſpeak. 

Jed, Speak xg if ought 180 knoweſt: | 

nuch thou ſeem'd to know, delay no len 

t. O Beauty © Illuſtrious Royal Maid? 

whom my Vows were ever paid till now, 
with ſuch modeſt; chaſte, and pure Affection, 
coldeſt Nymph might read em without ſing 
thou the Murdreſs then ↄf wretched e * 
l, muſt La6tule thee? O my Tears! 

il you fall in fo abhord a Cauſ? 
chat thy beauteous, barbarous Hand b 


Men at once take Notice. [7-8 


7 Traytor, go on; | ſcorn thy lietle Malice, - 
knowing more my perfect Innocence, 
In Gods and Men, then how much more than thee, 
o art their oppoſite, and form d a Lyar. 
diſdain thee? Thou once didſt talk of Love; 
ule I hate thy Love, thou doſt accuſe me. 
4. Villain, inglorious Villain 15 
Traytor, double dainn d, who durſt Bluſpkeme 
ſpotleſs Virtue of the brighteſt Beaux 
u dy'ſt: Nor ſhall the ſacred Majeſty f 
guards chis Place, preſervd thee. from my Rage. 
[Draws and wounds bins. 
d. Diſarm em both: Prince; L ſhall make you know 
Row rame you twiee. Guards, ſcize him. 
. of, : 
t acknowledge i in mother Cauſe 
ntance might abaſh me; but I glory. 
dis, and ſmile to ſee che Traytor' Ba. 4 # 
ed. 


Father (O monſtrous Act!) both Gods | N In | | 


8 
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Oed. Creon, you ſhall be ſatisfied at full. 
Ge. My Hurt is nothing, Sir; bur J appeal 
Io wiſe Tireſiat, if my Accuſation - 
Be not moſt true. The firſt of Lajus Blood 


ed. 1 
ſuffer 


on me 


Gave him his Death. Is there a Prince before he] bo 
Then ſhe is. faultleſs, and I ask her Pardon. ” j 0 
And may this Blood ne'er ceaſe to drop, O T beben r bor 
If pity of thy Sufferings did not move me kutret 
To ſhew the Cure, which Heav'n it ſelf oreſcrib/l re 
Eur. Ves, Thebans, I will dye to fave your Li prince 
More willingly than you can wiſh my Fate; life's 
But let this Good, this Wiſe, this Holy Man de d 
Pronounce my Sentence: For to fall by him, Km 
By the vile Breath of that prodigious Villain, (edi 


Would fink my Soul, tho' I ſliould dye a Marty. 
Adr. Unhand me, Slaves. O 'mightieſt of King, 
See at your Feet a Prince not us d to Kneel ; 
Touch not Eurydice, by all the Gods, 
As yoù would ave. your 7hebes, but take my Li 
For ſhould ſhe periſh, Heav'n would you Plage 


Rain Sulphur down, hurl kindled Bolts b. 
Upon your-guilty Heads. De the 
Ge. You turn to- Gallantry, what is but Juſti Loves 
Proof will be eafie made. Adraſtus wass PII a1 
The Robber, who berefc th' unhappy King Co 


Of Life; becauſe he flatly had deny'd 
To make ſo poor 4 Prince his Son- in · Law: 
Therefore twere fit that both ſhould periſh. 
: Theb. Both, let both dye. 18183 
All Theb. Both, both; let em dye. 
Oed. Hence you wild Herd! For your Ring- leade 
He fhall be made an Example. er take him 
1 Theb. Mercy, O Mercy. 
Oed. Mutiny in my ,Preſence ! 
Hence, let me * that buſie Face no more. 
Tir. Thebans, what Madneſs makes you drunk 
Enough of guilty Death's already acted: ä 
Fierce Creon has accus'd Eurydice, + 
With Prince Adraſtur; which the God reproys e. No 
By inward Checks, and leaves their Fate in doubt 


0E D I Þ'U "i 2674 


1 Therefore inſtru& us what remains to do, 
ſuffer; for I feel a Sleep like Death 
on me, and I ſigh to be at reſt. an 
ir. Since that the Pow'rs Divine refuſe roll; 
mymick Deed;. I'll to the Grove of Furies; 
te 1 can force th Infernal pad to ſhew 
ir horrid Forms; 

h_ trembling: Ghoſt (hall ni | 
| 5 their griſly King without a Waiter: 
prince Adraſtus and Eurydice, | 
Life's engag'd, I'll guard em in the Fane, 
the dark Myſteries of Hell are done. / 
ow me, Princeſs; Thebans, all to Reſt. 
Cedij us, to- morrow but no more, 
x thy wakeful Genius will permit, 
ge thy Brain this Night with ſofter Slonben : 
morrow, O to-morrow ! Sleep, my Son- | 
in prophetick Dreams thy Fate be ſhown.” 

Ex. Tireſ. Adfaft. Euryd. Manto; Thebans, 

ment Oed. Jocaſt. Creon,' Pyrac. Hem. Alcan. 
u. To bed, my Fair, my Dear, my beſt Jocaſts, 
r the Toils of War, tis wondrous ſtrange 
Loves ſhould thus be daſh'd. One Moment's thought, 
']] approach the Arms of my belov'd. | 

e. Conſume whole Years in Care, ſo now and then 
© hav! leave to feed my famiſh'd Eyes 
h one ſhort paſſing Glance, and ſigh my Vows: 
and no more, my Lord, is all the Paſſion 
inguiſhing Focaſta. * [ Exit, 
d. Thouofrelt, ſweeteſt of the World! good Night. 
ſhe is beauteous too; yet, mighty oye? 2 
er offer d to obey thy Laws, oh 
an unuſual Chillneſs came upon me; | 
nknown Hand ſtill cheek'd\my forward Toy, 
'd me with Bluſhes, tho*\no'Light was near; 

ev'n the Ac became a Violation. 
7, He's ſtrangely Thoughtful. RA ra8 
d _ who was that? Ha? Creon, didſt thoucall | 
e. Not l, m i r ere.” 
; * * ous ans be no "WH 0 


ebei! 
ib 
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| Oed. That's ftrange! Methought Thearda dolefuly; 
Cry'd Oedipus.— The Prophet bad me Sleep; 
He talkt of Dreams and Viſions, and to-morrow 
I'll muſe no tore ont, come what will or can, 
My Thoughts are clearer than unclouded Stars; 
And with thoſe Thoughts LI reſt ; Creon, good Ni 
: TR” | [ Ex. with He 
Cre. Sleep ſeal your Eyes, Sir, eternal Sleep. be che 
But if he muſt ſleep and wake again, O all co 
Tormenting Dreams, wild Horrors of the Night, Mu me 
And Hags of Fancy wing him through the Air: e gloo 
From Precipices hurl him headlong down; WW: Cort 
Charybdis roar, and Death be ſet before him. ofa? 
Alc. Your Curſes have already-ta'en effect; fare: 
For he looks very fac. bu ! Ligh 
Cre. May he be rooted, where he ſtands, for ere t me 
His Eye-balls never move, Brows be unbent, i Vult 
His Blood, his Entrails, Liver, Neart and Bowels, il the 
Be blacker than the Place I wiſh him, Hell. don 
Hir. No more: You tear your ſelf, but vex not bor, 
Methinks twere braye this Night to force the Tem me? 
While blind Tireſas conjures up the Fiends, th thy 
And paſs the Time with nice Emrydice, vt a ( 
Ale. Try Promiſes and Threats, and if all fail, I Mur 
rer Hells broke looſe, why ſhould not you be tt and 
viſh and leave her Dead with her Adraſtus. thou 
Oe. Were the Globe mine, I'd give a Province hi blind x 
For ſuch another Thought. Luſt and Revenge! row, 
To ſtab at once the only Man I hate, | alenge 
And to enjoy the Woman whom l love! e Oed 
I ask no more of my auſpicious Stars, er Joc 
The reſt as Fortune pleaſe; ſo but this Night Jed. N. 
She play me fair, why let her turn for ever. ere an 
i ame won 
Ham. My Lord, the troubled King is gone to relate tl 
Yet, ere he ſlept, commanded me to clear th fier, 
The Antichambers: None muſt dare be near him. o, I 
Ge. Heomon, do your Duty; =——= [Fa afaite 
And we obey. The Night grows yet more rc: think; 
Tis juſt that all retire to their Devotions ; 
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Are burſt; my Eyes, as if they had been knock 
By ſome tempeſluous Hand, ſhoot flaſhing Fire. 
Thar Sleep ſhould do this! | 
Po., Then my Fears were true. | 
Methought I heard a Voice, and yet 1 doubted, 
Now roaring like the Ocean, when, the Winds 
Fight with the Waves; now in a ſtill ſmall Tone 
- Your dying Accents fell, as racking Ships, 
After the dreadful Yell, fink murmuring down, 
And bubble up a Noiſe. | » 

Oed. Truſt me, thou faireſt, beſt of all thy Kin 
None e'er in Dreams was tortur'd fo before; 
Yet what moſt ſhocks the Niceneſs of my Tempe 
Ev*n far beyond the Killing of my Father, 


gone C 
gere A ] 
Wom 
Birds al 
what 

m, like 
refore, 
l (nat 
bed, m 
boſt wi 
Id. Ha 
ſt thot 


bc. Ala 
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And my own Death, is, that this horrid Slee . O t 
Daſh'd my fick Fancy with an AC of Inceſt: Jed, Ca 
1 Dreamt, Focaſta, that thou wert my Mother, on m) 
Which, though impoſſible, ſo damps my Spirits, ce the 
That | cou'd do a Miſchief on my ſelf, pipht of 
Leſt I ſhould fleep, and Dream the like again. MWiugh r 
| Foc, O Oedipus, too well I underſtand you! break 'e 
1 know the Wrath of Heav'n, the Care of Tbeb in t 
The Cries of its Inhabitants, War's Toils, lat my 


And Thouſand other Labours of the State, 
Are all referr'd to you, and ought to take you 


For ever from Focaſta. | 
Oed. Life of my Life, and Treaſure of my Soul! 


* 


Heav'n knows I love thee. 8 
| Foc. Oh! You think me vile, 
And of an Inclination ſo ignoble, | 
That I muſt hide me from your Eyes for ever. 
Be witneſs, Gods, and ſtrike Jocaſta dead, 
If an immodeſt Thought, or low Deſire | 
Inflam'd my Breaſt, ſince firſt our Loves were lie 'tis | 
| ” | Kev dinking 
Oed. Oh, riſe; and add not, by thy cruel Kinda when 
every 


A Grief more ſenſible than all my Torments, | 
Thou think'ſt my Dreams are forg'd: But, by thy WW”. Yo 
The greateſt Oath I ſwear, they are moſt true. WF": 
But be they what they will, I here diſmiſs em: 41d be 
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gone Chimers's, to your Mother Clouds: 

gere a Fault in us? have we not ſearch'd  _ 
Womb of Heav'n, examin'd all the Entrails 

Birds and Beaſts, and tir d the Prophet's Art? 
what avails? he, and the Gods together, 

m, like Phyſicians, at a loſs to help us: . 
refore, like Wretches that have linger d long, 

11 ſnatch the ſtrongeſt Cordial of our Love. 

bed, my Fair. | | 2” 
boſt wit bin. Oedipus! 

ed. Ba! Who calls? 

| thou not hear a Voice? 

ic. Alas! I did. 


of. Jocaſta | 

x, O my Love, my Lord, ſupport me! 

ed, Call louder, till you burſt your Airy Forms: 
on my Hand. Thus arm'd with Innocence, 
ce theſe babling Demons of the Air : 

pight of Ghoſts, PH on: | 1 

ugh round my Bed the Furies plant their Charms, 

break em, with FJocaſtæa in my Arms: . | 
q in the Folds of Love, I'll wait my Doom; 

act my Joys, though Thunder ſhake the Room, [ Exe. 


2 
r 


ACT HM /S CHE-ME 
SCENE A Dark Grove: 


Enter Creon and Diocles. 


e. TIS better not to be, than to be unhappy. _ 
Dio. What mean you by theſe Words ? 

e. tis better not to be, than to be Creon. 

inking Soul is Puniſhment enough: 

when 'tis great, like mine, and wretched too, 
every Thought draws Blood. 

n. You are not wretched. 
e. Iam: My Soul's ill married to my Body. 
uld be young, be handſom, be beloy'd: | 


Cou'd 


3 


292 „** DTP U.S. ks. 


" Cou'd I but breath my ſelf into Maraftur— ; they 
Dio. You rave; call home your Thoughts. AW} 
Cre, I prithee let my Soul take Air a while: tis 

Were ſhe in Oedipus, I were a King; rot 

Then Thad kil'd a Monſter, gain'd a Battel, walk, 

And had my Rival Pris'ner: Brave, brave Keie be 

Why have not I done thele ? t lead 
Dio. Vour Fortune hinder'd. ere lit 
Gre. There's it: I have a Soul to do em all ; ing t. 

But Fortune will have nothing done that's great, often 

But by young, handſom Fools: Body and Brayn your 

Do all her Work. Hercules was a Fool, n, lik 

And ſtraight grew famous; a mad boyſterous Fog out f 

Nay worſe, a Woman's Fool. hiſtli 

Fool is the Stuff of which Heav'n makes a Hero, tend 
Dio. A Serpent ne er becomes a flying Dragon, . Mt 

Till he has eat a Serpent. e Quiet 
Cre. Goes it there No 

I underſtand thee, I muſt kill Adraſtur. beaut 

Dio. Or not enjoy your Miſtreſs : be n 

Eurydice and he are Pris'ners here, A cold 

But will not long be ſo; this Tell-tale Ghoſt, h th 

Perhaps will clear em both. Joath 
_ Ge. Well, tis reſolv'd. is the 
Dio. The Princeſs walks this Way; to the 

You muſt not meet her, WI 

Till this be done. al To 
Cre. I muſt. tudes 


Dio. She hates your Sight: 
And more, ſince you accus'd her. 
Cre. Urge it not. 
T cannot ſtay to tell thee my deſign; 


For ſhe's too near 
Enter Eurydice. 

Mow, Madam, were your Thoughts employ'd? 
Eur. On Death and thee. 

Cre, 'Then were they not well ſorted: Life s 
Had been the better Match. 

Eur. No; I was thinking 
On two the moſt deteſted * in Name, 


ke tha 
xcreſ- 
to Cy 


Dea 
I, 


they are Death and thee. ks | 

The —_ of Death, to one near Death, is 
tis a fearful t 

i to be, to wander after Death; 

walk, as Spirits do, in Brakes all Day; 

when the Darkneſs comes, to glide in Paths 

lead to Graves; and in the ſilent Vault, 

ere lies your own pale Shrowd, to hover o'er it, 

ing to enter your forbidden Corps; ; 

often, often, vainly breath your Ghoft 

your lifeleſs Lips: 

n, like a lone, benighted Traveller, 
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hiſtling Winds, whoſe every Blaſt will ſhake 
r tender Form to Atoms. EE 
. Muſt I be this thin Being? and thus wander! 
Quiet after Death! | | | 
None: You muſt leave 
beauteous Body; all this Youth and Freſhneſs 
be no more the Object of Deſite, 
cold Lump of Clay; 
Ich then your diſcontented Ghoſt will leave, 
loath its former Lodging. 
is the beft of what comes after Death, 
so the beſt. 
What then ſhall be thy Lot? 
al Torments, Baths of boiling Sulphur ; 
Itudes of Fires, and then of Froſts; 
n old Guardian Fiend, ugly as thou art, 
low in thy Ears at every Laſh, 
for Eurydice, theſe for her Adraſtus. 

For her Adraſtus ! 2 | 
Ves; for her Adraſtus : | 
heath ſhall ne'er divide us. Death! What's Death? 
. Yon ſeem'd to fear it. 5 
But I more fear Creon: | 
Kc that hunch-back'd Monſter in my Arms; 
xcreſcence of a Man. | 

to Cre, See what you've gain'd. 
8 only can be dreadful to the Bad: 

. 8 


y'd? 
fe apd 


C5 
| To 


ing to be no more, ' [dreadfuls 


out from Lodging, ſhall your Groans be anfwer'd 
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To Innocence, tis like a Bug- bear, dreſs'd Trou E 
To frighten Children: Pull but off his Maſque, hou w 
And he'll appear a Friend. | ind tha 
Ce. You talk too lightly. ly Life 
Of Death and Hell. Let me inform you better, nd onl 
Eur. You beſt can tell the News of your own Co t for . 

Dio. Nay now you are too ſharp. 2 What Ci 
Eur. Can I be ſo to one, who has accus d me Dio. 1 
Of Murder, and of Parricide? 9 Eur, | 
Cre. You provok'd me. | le wou' 


And yet I only did thus far accuſe you, 
As nexc of Blood to Lajus: Be advis'd, 
And you may live. 
Eur. The Means? 
Cre. Tis offer'd you. 8 
The Fool Adraſtus has accus'd himſelf. | 
Eur. He has indeed, to take the Guilt from me. 
Ge. He ſays, he loves you; if he does, tis well: 
He ne'er cou'd prove it in a better time. 
Eur. Then Death muſt be his Recompence forLi 
Cre. Tis a Fool's juſt Reward: | 
The Wiſe can make a better Uſe of Life: 
But tis the Young Man's Pleaſure, his Ambition: 
I grudge him not that Favour. ' 
Eur. When he's dead, 
Where ſhall I find his Equal? 
Cre. Every where. | 
Fine empty things, like him, 
The Court ſwarms with em. 
Fine fighting things; in Camps they are ſo commol 
Crows feed on nothing elſe: Plenty of Fools; D not 
A glut of em in Thebes. 
And Fortune till takes care they ſhou'd be ſeen; 
She places em aloft, o'rh* topmoſt Spoke Ws ma 
Of all her Wheel. Fools are the daily Work 
Of Nature; her Vocation: If ſhe form 
A Man, ſhe loſes by't z tis too expenſive; 
Twoud make ten Fools: A Man's a Prodigy- 
Eur. That is, a Ceon. O thou black Detractot 
W ho ſpitt'ſt thy Venom againſt Gods and Maul 


all the 
Vere M 
ere Ii 
Adr. 
e Man 
ou d tl 
ere che 
ncrown 
6 the ! 
twhen 
row e 


Thou Enemy of Eyes! 


hou who lov ' ſt nothing, but what nothing loves; | 


ind that's thy ſelf! who haſt conſpir'd againſt 


y Life and Fame, to make me loath'd by all, 
nd only fit for thee. 
it for Adraſtus* Death, good Gods! his Death! 
hat Curſe ſhall I invent? 3 
Dio. No morez he's here. 
Ew. He ſhall be ever here. 
je wou'd give his Life, give up his Fame 
Enter Adraſtus. 
ll the Excellence of Womank ind 
Vere mine 3- No, tis too little all for him. _ 
cre I made up of endleſs, endleſs Joys 
4d. And fo thou art. 
e Man who loves like me, | 
ou'd think ev'n Infamy, the worſt of Ills, 
re cheaply purchas'd, were thy Love the Prize: 
xcrown'd, a Captive, nothing left but Honour, 
n the laſt thing a Prince ſhould throw away; 
twhen the Storm grows loud, and threatens Love; 
row ev'n that over-board, for Love's the Jewel, 
d laſt it muſt be kept. | 
Oe. to Dio, Work him, be ſure, 
Rage, he's paſſionate : | 
te him th* Aggreſſor. 
Dio. O falſe Love! Falſe Honour! 
Ce. Diſſembled both, and falſe! 
Ar, Dar'ſt thou ſay thus to me? 85 . 
. To you! Why, what are you, that I ſhould fear you? | 
n not Lajus : Hear me, Prince of Argo; | 
give what's nothing, when you give your Honour; 
gone; tis loſt in Bartel. For your Love, 
Ws made in Wine are not ſo falſe as that: i 
killd her Father; you confeſs'd you did: ter! 
mighty Argument to prove your Paſſion to the Daugh- 
7. «fide. Gods! Muſt I bear this Brand; and not 
© Lic to his foul Throat! 3 A 
o. Baſely, you kill'd him. bk 
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3. 
Adr. aſide. Ob, I burn inward; my Blood'sall og 
Alcides, when the poyſon'd Shirt ſate cloſeſt, 
Had but an Ague Fit to this my Fever. 
Yer, for Eurydice, ev'n this I'll ſuffer, 
To free my Love Well then, I kill'd him baſh, 
Ge. Fairly, I'm ſure you cou d not. 
Dio. Nor alone. 
Cre. You had your Fellow-Thieves a you, Pri 
They conquer'd, and you kill'd. 
Aar. aſide. Down, ſwelling Heart! 
'Tis for thy Princeſs all. O my Ewurydice !—[Ty 
Eur. to him. Reproach not thus the eee - 
As if I could not bear a ſhameful Death, 
Rather than ſee you burden'd with a Crime, | 


Of which I know you free. Porfeir? 
Cre. You do ill, M:dam, bo che 
To let your head-long Love triumph o'er Nature. ſhall | 
Dare you defend your Father's Murderer? I me: 
Eur. Vou know he kill'd him not. e 


Cre. Let him ſay ſo. | 4. T. 
Dio. See, he ſtands mute. Imy I 
Cre. O Pow'r of Conſcience ev'n in wicked Mai I can 

It works, it ſtings, it will not let him utter cunni 

One Syllable, one, no to clear bimſelf 

From the moſt baſe, deteſted, horrid Act 

That e' er cou'd ſtain a Villain, not a Prince. 
Adr. Ha! Villain! 
Dio. Eccho to him, Groves: Cry Villain. 

Adr. Let me conſider: Did 1 murder Lajus 

Thus like a Villain? 

Soe. Beſt revoke your Words, 
And fay, you kill'd him nor. 4 
Agr. Not like a Villain: Prithee change me thu 

For any other Lic, 

Dio. No, Villain, Villain. | 
Ce. You killd him not! Proclaim your r Iunoces 

Accule the Princeſs: So I knew 'twou'd be. 

Adr. I thank thee, thou inſtruX'ft me : 

No matter how 1 kill'd him. 

Ce. aſide. Cool'd again. 
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kur. Thou who uſurp'ſt the ſacred Name of Con- 
id not thy own declare him Innocent? [ſcience, 


me declare him ſo? the King ſhall know it. 
Ge: You will not be believ'd, for 111 forſwear it. 
jr, What's now thy Conſcience? . 
ov. Tis my Slave, my Drudge, my ſupple Glove; 
| upper Garment, to put on, throw off, 
| think beſt: *'Tis my obedient Conſcience. 
(dr, Infamous Wretch! | 5 | 
e. My Conſcience ſhall not do me the ill Office 
fave a Rival's Life: When thou art dead, 
dead thou ſhalt be, or be yet more baſe 
n thou think'ſt me, | 
forfeiting her Life, to ſave thy own-) 
w this, and let it grate thy very Soul, | 
ſhall be mine; (ſhe is, if Vows were binding: ) 
kk me; the Fruit of all thy Faith and Paſſion, 
n of thy fooliſh Death, ſhall all be mine. \ 
lr. Thine, ſay'ſt thou, Monſter ? 
my Love be thine? 
| can bear no more! wy 
cunning Engines have with Labour rais'd 
heavy Anger, like a mighty Weight, 
fall, and puſh thee dead. 
here thy Nuptials; ſee, thou raſh Ixion, { Draws. 
promis'd Juno vaniſh'd in a Cloud; ; 
in her room avenging Thunder rolls, 
laſt thee thus. Come both 
e. Tis what I wiſhd _ [Both draw: 
ſee whoſe Arm can launch the ſurer Bolt, 
who's the better Fove ———— [ Fight. 
ic thi. Help; Murder; help! 
| er Hæmon and Guards, run betwixt them, and beat 
down their Swords. [ Furies, 
noceler. Hold, hold your Impious Hands: I think the 

| dom this Grove is hallow'd, have inſpir'd you: 
by my Soul, the holieſt Earth of Thebes 
have prophan'd with War. Nor Tree, nor Plant 
n here, but what is fed with Magick Juice; 

of Human Souls, that cleave TS Barks, 

| S 3 To 


cly, 
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R 
Jo dance at Midnight, by the Moon's pale Beams: 
At leaſt two hundred Years theſe reverend Shades it ho 
Have known no Blood, but of black Sheep and On 
> Shed by the Prieſt's own Hand, to Proſerpine, | 
Aar. Forgive a Stranger's Ignorance: I knew not 
The Honours of the Place. 
Hem. Thou, Creon, didft. | 
Not Oedipus, were all his Foes here lodg'd 
. violate the Religion of theſe Groves, 
o touch one ſingle Hair; but muſt, unarm'd, 
Parl, as in Truce, or ſurlily avoid 
What moſt he long'd to kill. 
Cre. I drew not firſt; 
But in my own Defence. 
Aar. I was provok'd 6. 
Beyond Man's Patience: All, Reproach cou'd ung: 
Was us'd, to kindle one not apt to bea. 
Hem. Tis Oedipus, not I, muſt judge this Ad: en 
Lord Creon, you and Diocles retire; 
Tireſias, and the Brotherhood of Prieſts, 
Approach the Place: None at theſe Rites aſſiſt, 
But you th' Accus'd; who by the Mouth of Lau, 
Muſt be abſolv'd, or doom'd. | 
Adr. I hear my Fortune, 
Eur. And I provok'd my Trial. 
Ham. Tis at Hand: 55 
For ſee the Prophet comes, with Vervain crown'd; Wh. c 
+ The Pricſts with Veugh; a venerable Band: 
We leave youto the Gods, | Ex, Hæm. with Cre. aii 
Enter I ireſias, led by Manto: The 22 0 follow; A 
C.! Iatbed in long black Habits. 
Tir. Approach, ye Lovers; 
Ill-fated Pair whom ſeeing not, 1 know: 
This Day your kindly Stars in Heav'n were jain'd 
When (lo!) an envious Planet interpos'd, 
And threaten'd both with Death. I fear, I fear. 
Eur. Is there no God fo much a Friend to Li, the 
W ho can controul the Malice of our Fate? 
Are they all deaf? Or have the Gyants Heay'n? 
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re 
To dance at Midnight, by the Moon's pale Beams: 
At leaſt two hundred Years theſe reverend Shade: 
Have known no Blood, but of black Sheep and Ow 
Shed by the Prieſt's own Hand, to Proſerpine, 
Adr. Forgive a Stranger's Ignorance: I knew not 
The Honours of the Place. * 
Hem. Thou, Creon, didſt. 
Not Oedipus, were all his Foes here lodg'd, 
1 violate the Religion of theſe Groves, 
' touch one ſingle Hair; but muſt, unarm'd, 

Parl, as in Truce, or ſurlily avoid 

What moſt he long'd to kill. 

Cre. I drew not firſt; 

But in my own Defence. 

Aar. I was provok'd N 
Beyond Man's Patience: All, Reproach could urge, 
Was us'd, to kindle one not apt to bear. | 

Hem. Tis Oedipus, not 1, muſt judge this AR: 

Lord Creon, you and Diocles retire; 

Tireſias, and the Brotherhood of Prieſts, 
Approach the Place: None at theſe Rites aſſiſt, 
But you th! Accus'd; who by the Mouth of Lain 
Muſt be abſolv'd, or doom'd. 

Adr. I bear my Fortune, 

Eur. And I provok'd my Trial. 


Hem. "Tis at Hand: L 
For ſee the Prophet comes, with Vervain crown'; 
+ The Pricſts with Veugh; a venerable Band: 
We leave you to the Gods. Ex, Hæm. with Cre. ani 
Enter I ireſias, led by Manto: The hire follow; al 
- Cloathed in long black Habits. 
Tir. Approach, ye Lovers; 
Ill-fated Pair! whom ſeeing nor, 1 know: 
This Day your kindly Stars in Heav'n were jan d' A », 
When (lo!) an envious Planet interpos'd, | 
And threaten'd both with Death. I fear, I fear. 
Eur. Is there no God ſo much a Friend to Loe 
Who can controul the Malice of our Fate? | 
Are they all deaf Or have the Gyants Heay'n? 


ir. The Gods are juſt. — | 
t how can Finite meaſure Infinite? 
aſon | alas, it does not know it ſelf ! 2 
Man, vain Man, wou' d with this ſhort-lin'd Plummet, 
thom the vaſt Abyſs of Heav'oly Juſtice. 
hateyer is, is in its Cauſes juſt, 
ce all things are by Fate. But purblind Man 
; but a part o'th* Chain, the neareſt Links; 
Eyes not carrying to that equal Beam 
at poizes all above. 
Eur, Then we muſt die! | 
u. The Danger's imminent this Dax. 
Ar. Why then there's one Day leſs for Human IIls; 
d who would moan himſelf for ſuffering that, 
hich in a Day muſt paſs? Something, or nothing 
hall be what I was again, before | 
rs Adraſtus, ; 3 
nurious Heav'n ! Canſt thou not add a Night 
our one Day? Give me a Night with her, 
id 1] give all the reſt. 
Tir. She broke her Vow 
t made to n. But the Time calls on; | 
d Lajus Death muſt now be made more plain. 
v loth I am to have recourſe to Rites | 
W full of Horrour, that I once rejoyce 
ant the Uſe of Sight! 
r. The Ceremonies ſtay. 
77, Chuſe the darkeſt part o'th' Grove, 
ch as Ghoſts at Noon-day love. 
3a Trench, and dig it nigh 
gere the Bones of Lajus lic: 
as rais'd, of Turf or Stone, 
ll th' Infernal Pow'rs have none. 
ſwer me, if this be done? 
All Pr. Tis done. 
Tir. Is the Sacrifice made fit? 
her backward to the Pit: 
n the barren Heyfer back, 
a let her be, and black; 


S 4 Cut 
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Cut the-curled Hair that grows {nav Wt ip; 


Full betwixt her Horns and Browsz : \\ih 
= And turn your Faces from the Ion. * Dd 0 


Anſwer me, jf this be done? d acl] 
All Pr. Tis done. * LY 
Tir. Pour in Blood, and Blood like Wine, 

To Mother Earth, and Proſerpins: © :- dh, 


. Mingle Milk into the Streemm . 


Feaſt the Ghoſts that love the Steam: 
Snatch a Brand from Funcrabpile; kV nk | 
Toſs it in to make em boils © 
And turn your Faces from the Sunz 
Anſwer me, if all be dene? | | 

A Pr. All is done. 
[Peal of Thunder; and Flaſhes of Li dane ur 

below the Stage. | 

Manto. O what Laments arc thoſe? x 

Tir. The Groans of Ghoſts, that cleave rhe | 
A rr d lick half 

nd heave it up: they pant and ſtic way. 

1 [ Tbe Stage wholly ll 

Manto. And now a ſudden Darkneſs covers al. 

True genuine Night: Night added to the Grovaj 
Th e Frogs are blows fall in the Face of Heav'h, 

Tir. Am I but half obey'd : Infernal Gods, 
Muft you have Muſick too? then tune och 
And let em haye ſuch Sounds as Hell r ne er heard), 
vince Orpheus brib'd the Shades, L 


„„ on nt 
1. Hear ye ſullen Pow'rs A Are 
k Hear, ye Taskers of the dead.” 
2. Ion that boilin LE obo blow, \'- \ vl 
Tou that ſcum t molten Lead. 


3. Tou that pinch with red hot Tongs 1 4 n 
. Jon that drive the trembling Fate 4 N 


Of poor, poor Ghoſts, Ni r #2 N 


Mitb your ſbarpen d Prong,; 
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. You that thruſt om off the "IL „„ 


. Tou that plunge © em when they ſwim: ... 


Ge. Ls 


b 
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ORD U * 
1. Till they drown ; Wo, 1: | 
Till they o . Oe + 
On a ro 
Down, down, down, + * 
Ten thouſand ebouſand, — aum, lun, 
Chorus. Till tbey drown, &c. 
1, Mufick for a while 
"Shall your Cares beguile - 
Wondring bow your Pains were eas d. 
2. And diſdaining to be pleas'd; 
Till Alecto free tbe dead 
From their eternal Bands; 
Till the Snakes drop from her Head, 
And whip from o our ber 1 
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. Cie away, 
Do not ſtay, 
But obey : 
e Li While we play, 
j For Hell's broke up, and Gef FR Holy-day. 
. » WE Chorus, Come away, &c. «7 
dan A flaſh of . the Stage is made bright; 
all and the Ghoſts are ſeen paſſing betwixt the Trees. 
overs . Laæjur! 2. Lajus! 3. Lajts ! 
n. . Hear! 2. Hear! 3. Hear 
al Tir. ee f 83 
Voice Zy 2be Fates that ſpun ty thread; 
Cho. Which are three. 0 


Tir. By the Furies fierce and dread; 

- 2 are three. x A bo 

| ir. By r esof t ad, 
cho. vi e 0 gs 

8 Three times three. OL 
rer. By HelPs blue Flame; 

: By the Stygian Lake; 

3% Ard by Demo orgon' 4 Name 

At which Ghoſts quake, 


6 f Hear and appear. 

1 e Gboſt of Lajus riſes arm d in bis Chariot, 45 be 
V wa: ſlain. Ami bebind his Chariot jt the three who 
$4 4 were murder d wich bim, 


'H |  Gheft 


dr. 


„ OrDIyus | 


. Ghoſt: Why haſt thoudrawnme from my Painz},, 
To 5M wore above; to ſee the Day, . \ 
And Thebes more hated ? Hell is Heav'n to Thete, % 8 
For Pity ſend me back, where I may. hide, 

In willing Night, this ignominious Head: 
In Hell I ſhun the publick Scorn; and then 
They hunt me for their Sport, and hoot me az] f 
. Beheld ev'n now they grin at my gor'd Side, 
And chatter at my Wounds, 

Tir. 1 pity thee, ts | 6 
Tell but why Thebes is for thy Death accurſt, 55 
And I'll unbind the Charm. 
Ghoſt. O ſpare my Shame. 
Tir. Are theſe two Innocent? 
Gboſt. Of my Death they are. | 
But he who holds my Crown, Oh, muſt I ſpat! 
Was doem'd to do what Nature moſt abhors. - k rþ 
The Gods foreſaw it; and forbad his Being, on 
Before he yet was born. I broke their Laws, 
And cloath'd with Fleſh his pre-exiſting Soul; 
Some kinder Pow'r, too weak for Deſtiny, 
Took pity, and indu'd his new-form'd Maſs 

With Temperance, Juſtice, Prudence, Fortitude, 
And every Kingly Virtue; but in vain. 
For Fate, that ſent him hood-wink'd to the Wal 
Perform'd its Work by his miſtaking Hands. 
Ask'ſt thou who murder'd me? twas Oedipus 
Who ſtains my Bed with Inceſt ? Oedipus - 
For whom then are you Curſt, but Oedipus: 
He comes; the Parricide: I cannot bear him: 

My Wounds ake at him: O his Murd'rous Bret 
Venoms my aiery Subſtance! hence with him, 
. Baniſh him; ſweep him out; the Plague he be 
Will blaſt your Fields, and mark his way with Kul 
From Thebes, my Throne, my Bed, let him be , 
Do you forbid him Earth, and I'll forbid him He Da 

5 [Ghoſt di 


F bold] 
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Efrer Oedipus, Creon, Hzmon, ge. * 
„. What's this! methought ſome peſtilential Blaſt 
ok me juſt entring; and ſome unſeen Hand 7 


Hair ſtands briſtling up, why my Fleſh trembles! 

\ are at me! then Hell has been among ye, 
ſome lag Fiend yet lingers in the Grove. 

ir. What Omen ſaw'ſt thou entring ? 

ed. A young Stork, | 

thore his aged Parent on his Back; : 

weary with the weight, he ſhook him off, 

Peck'd out both his Eyes. 

%. Oh, Oedipus) 

17. Oh, wretched Oedipus! 

jr, Oh, Fatal King! 

d. What mean theſe Exclamations of my Name? 
ank the Gods, no ſecret, Thoughts reproach me: 

| dare challenge Heav'n to turn me outward, 

ſhake my Soul quite empty in your Sight. 

wonder not that I can bear unmov'd 

e fix d Regards, and ſilent Threats of Eyes: 

enerous Fierceneſs dwells with Innocence, 
conſcious Virtue is allow'd ſome Pride. 

7, Thou know'ſt not what thou ſay'ft. 

d. What mutters he! tell me, Eurydice: 

i u ſhak'ſt; thy Soul's a Woman. Speak, Adraſtus, 
5 boldly, as thou met'ſt my Arms in Fight; 
t thou not ſpeak? whyghen tis bad indeed: 

. n thee I ſummon by the Prieſt- hood, 

w_—_— we what News from Hell; where Lajus points, 
who's the guilty Head ? : 
vn Let me not Anſwer. 


lh 


ak! 


ane wund then, and betray thy Native Soil 
nber Flapues, 8 5 

"I dare not name him to thee. | > 
400 d. Dar'ſt thou converſe with Hell, and canſt thou 

0 human Name? [fear 


8 Urge me no more to tell a thing, which known 
a make thee more unhappy: twill be found 
| am ſilent. | 


jepled to puſh me backward: Tell me why «4+ = 


2 F 
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eb os. 
Oed. Old and Obſtinate! Then thou thy ele d f. 
Axt Author or Accomplice of this Murder, 
And ſhun'ft the Juſtice, which by publick ban 
Thou haſt incurr'd. | 
Tir. O! if the Guilt were mine, | 
It were not half ſo great: Know, wretched Man 
Thou only, thou art guilty; thy own Curſe 
Falls heavy on thy ſelf. | 
Oed. Speak this again: ed. O 
But ſpeak it to the Winds, when they are loudeſt: Wi 
Or to the raging Seas, they'll hear as ſoon, 
And ſooner will believe. | 
Tir. Then hear me Heav'n, 
For bluſhing thou haſt ſeen it; hear me Earth, 
Whoſe hollow Womb could not contain this Murdy 
But ſent it back to Light; and thou Hell, hear me, Med. 4 
Whoſe own black Seal has *firm'd this horrid Trut, 
Oedipus murther'd Lajus. 
Oed. Rot the Tongue, | bed, I' 
And blaſted be the Mouth that ſpoke that Lye. 
Thou blind of Sight, but thou more blind of Soul. d zo 
Tir. Thy Parents thought not ſo. : 
Oed. Who were my Parents? | 
Tir. Thou ſhalt know too ſoon. ir. $0 
Oed. Why ſeek 1 Truth from thee ? 
The Smiles of Courtiers, and the Harlots Tears, 
The Tradeſmens Oaths, and Mourning of an Hei 
Are Truths to what Prieſtscell. 

\ O why has Prieſthood Privilege to lye, 
And yet to be beliey'd! —— Thy Age protects the 
Tit. Thou canſt not kill me; 'tis not in thy Fi 
As twas to kill thy Father; wed thy Mother; 
And beget Sons, thy Brothers. 

Oed. Riddles, Riddles! + | 
Tir. Thou art thy ſelf a Riddle; a perplext 

Obſcure Enigma, which when thou unty'ſt, 
Tübu ſhalt be found and loſt. 
Od. Impoſhble! 

Aadraſtur, ſpeak ; and as thou art a King, 
Whoſe Royal Word is ſacred, clear my Fame. 


4. Wou'd I cou'd! | "= 
Jed. Ha, wilt thou not: Can the Plebeian 
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en Truth is loſt on Earth. 


aftus is his Oracle, and he, 3 
ed. Tis plain the Prieſt's ſuborn d to free the Pris'ger, 
77, And turn the Guilt on you. + UG 
ed. O honeſt Creon, how haſt thou been bely'd? 
Fur, Hear me. © 0 
re, She's brib'd to ſave her Lover's Life. Ts 
{dr, If, Oedipus, thou think'ft 
pe. Hear him not ſpeak. 
ir, Then hear theſe holy Men. ; 

e. Prieſts, Prieſts, all brib'd, all Prieſts. 4 
Nd. Adraſtus, I have found thee. 13 
&c Malice of a vanquiih'd Man has ſeiz d thee: 

(dr, If Envy and not Truth 
ed. I'll hear no more: away with him. 


> 
. 


Jed. 10 Tir, Why ſtand'ſt thou here, Impoſtor! 
old, and yet ſo wicked lye for Gain; 
Gain ſo ſhort as Age can promiſe thee: 

ir. So ſhort a time as | have yet to live 

ccds thy pointed Hour; remember Lajus; 
more; if e'cr we meet again, twill be 
nutual Darkneſs; we ſhall feel before us 

rcach each others Hand; Remember Lajus. 


Oedipus Solus. 
nember Lajxs ! that's the Burthen ſtill : 
ther and Inceſt ! but to hear em nam'd 
Soul ſtarts in me: The good Sentinel 
dds to her Weapons; takes the firſt Alarm 
puard me from ſuch Crimes. Did I kill Lajus? 
n | walk'd fleeping, in ſome frightful Dream, 
Soul then ſtole my Body out by Night; 
brought me back to Bed ere Morning-wake 
not be ev'n this remoteſt way, | 


But 
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Lying mount to Kings! can they be tigte!“ 1 4 


„ The Chear's too groſs: or Tied vor 


er, 


Hæmon rakes bim off by force, Cre. and Kur. follow. Fr 


Ex. Tireſias; Prieſts follow. * 


by 
+3 | 
- 


2 pious Jugler, but Adraſius Organ. : TN; 16 ; J ; 


| 
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But (ome dark hint would juſtle forward now; 


For two ſuch Crimes 


Then 'tis an Infant-lye; but one day old. 
The Oracle takes place before the Prieſt; 


And goad my Memory. Oh my Jocaſta!' dthroi 
Enter Jocaſta. a bleak 

| Joe. Why are you thus difturb'd? King 
Oed. Why, would'ſt thou think it? bound 


No leſs than Murder? ere thr 


Foc. Murder? what of Murder? this t 
Oed. Is Murder then no more? add Parricide, Med. Sa) 
And Inceſt; bear not theſe a frightful Sound? Heav'n 
Foc. Alas! at ſhake 


Oed. How poor a Pity is Alas, 
Was Læjus us 'd to lye! 
Jyoc. Oh no; the moſt ſincere, plain, bone 
One who abhor'd a Lye. 

Oed. Then he has got that Quality in Hell, 
He charges me — but why accuſe I him? 


Wc. Wh 
ged. Me 
thou { 
Murd 
re thre 
Inc. So 


I did not hear bim ſpeak it: They accuſe me; ed. W 
The Prieſt, Adraſtus and Eurydice, : x. Wh 
Of Murdering Lajus Tell me, while I think ed. Ne 


Has old Tirefia prafis'd long this Trade? 
Foc. What Trade? 


 buſie 1 


where, 


Oed. Why this foretelling Trade. . Me 
Foc For many Years. ed. Co 
Oed. Has he before this Day accus'd me? ve, Th 
Foc. Never. m Dau! 
Oed. Have you ere this inquir'd, who did this Med. So! 


Foc. Often; but ftill in vain. . Son 
Oed. I am ſatisfy'd. | Jed, W. 
e. WI 
ged. Sor 


The Blood of Lajus was to murder 1 9 old v 
l'm not of Lajus Blood. Action 
Foc. Ev'n Oracles r. Big 


4 


Are always doubtful, and are * forg' d: cc his ( 


Lajus had one, which never was fulfilPd, in his 
Nor ever can be now! Dmandii 
Oed. And what foretold it? | n a gre 
Foc. That he ſhou'd have a Son by me, fore · doi are hi 
The Murderer of his Father: True indeed, - — 


A Son was born; but to prevem that Crime, 


( d 10 
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wretched Infant of a guilty Fate, 3 


4 through his untyr'd Feet, and bound with Cords} 

; bleak Mountain, naked was expos d: is 

King himſelf liv'd many, many Years, 

found a different Fate; by Robbers murder'd, 

ere three Ways meet: Yet theſe are Oracles; 

| this the Faith we owe em. | 

ed. Say'ſt thou, Woman? 

Heav'n thou baſt wakn'd ſomewhat in me, 

x ſhakes my very Soul! 

e. What, new diſturbance! 

ed. Methought thou faid'ſt, — (or do I dream 
thou ſaid'ſt ĩc l) | | | 
Murder was on Lajus Perſon done, 

re three Ways meer! 

oe. So common Fame reports, 

ged. Wou'd it had ly'd. 

ic. Why, good my Lord? 

ged. No Queſtions: | 

 buſie time with me; diſpatch mine firſt ; 

where, where was it done? 1 

. Mean you the Murder? [der? 

ed. Could ſt thou not anſwer, without naming Mur- 
ve, They ſay in Pbocide; on the Verge that parts it 

m Daulia and from Delpbos. : 

ed. Sol How long! when happen'd this? 

. Some little time before you came to Thebes. 

ed. What will the Gods do with me! 

e. What means that Thought? | 

ed. Something: bur 'tis not your turn to ask: 

old was Lajus, what his Shape, his Stature, a 
Action and his Mien? quick, quick, your Anſwer 

. Big made he was, and tall; his — was fierce, 

& his Countenance; manly Majeſty 

in his Front, and darted from his, Eyes, 

pmanding all he view'd; his Hair juſt grizled, 

u a green old Ape; bate but his Years, 

Lare his Picture. 

i Aſide. Pray Heav'n he drew me not. Am I his 
c. So I have often told you. Picture? 

4. Twe, you have; N 1 


—_ ET PV. 


* 


Add that to the reſt: How was the King i 4 
Attended when he travell'd? N * 
Foc. By four Servant: 33 _ YT 


He wenr our privately. 
Oo. Well counted ſtill; | | 

One ſcap'd I hear; what ſince became of him? 

Foc. When he beheld you firſt as King in n C= 
He kneel'd, and trembling beg'd I wou d diſmiſi l 
He had my leave; and now he lives reti? d. Husb 
Oed. This Man muſt be produc'd ; he muſt, 7 

Foc. He ſhall— yet have I leave to ask you wh 

Oed. Ves, you ſhall know! for where ſhould I ö 
The Anguiſh of my Soul, but in your Breaſt! 1 tha 
need not tell you Corinth claims my Birth; 
My Parents Polybus and Merope, | 
Two Royal Names; their only Child am I. .ndrir 
It happen'd once, twas at a Bridal Feaſt, "RE 
One warm with Wine, told me I was a Foundliny 
Not the King's Son; I, ſtung with this Reproachy 
Struck him: My Father heard of it; the Man 
Was made ask Pardon; and the buſineſs huſhr. 

Foc. *'T was ſomewhat odd. | 4 

Oed. And ſtrangely it perplex'd me. 0 
J ſtole away to Delphos, and implor'd 
The God, to tell my certain Parentage. 
He bad me ſeek no farther; twas my Fate 
To kill my Father, and pollute his Bed, 
By marrying her who bore me. 

Foc. Vain, vain Oracles / 

Oed. Bur yet they frighted me; 
I] lookt on Corinth as a Place accurſt, 
Reſolv'd my Deſtiny ſhould wait in vain; 
Arid never catch me there. 

Joc. Too nice a Fear. 

Ced. Suſpend your Thoughts, and flatter not tool 
Juſt in the Place you 1 where three Ways 
And near that time, five Perſons I encounter d; 
One was too like, (Heay'n grant it prove not Mil 
Whom you deſcribe for Lajus: Infolent _ 
And fierce they were, as Men who liv'd on Spotl 


conſci 
n For 
ars the 
ge of 
buſes n 
s that 
L. II. 


dd em Robbers, and by force repelbd 
+ 2a they us'd: In ſhort, four Men I flex, 
e fifth upon his Knees demanding Life, | 
Mercy gave it bring me comfort now, 
ſlew Lajus, what can be more wretched! 

mm Thebes and you my Curſe has baniſh'd me: 

Mm Corinth, Fate. 3 | 

e. Perplex not thus your Mind; 

Husband fell by Multitudes oppreſt, . 

erbat ſaid: This Band you chanc'd to meet; 
murder d not my Cajus, but reveng'd him. 
ed. There's all my hope: Let Phorbas tell me this, 
j 1 ſhall live a ALY —— ᷑: . 

jou good Gods, I make my laſt Appeal; ; 

clear my Virtues or my Crime reveal: 

andring in the maze of Fate I run, 

| backward trod the Paths I ſought to ſhun, 

te my Errors to your own Deeree; 


1 


. « * 
2 _ 1 


Enter Pyracmon and Creon. 


KO ME buſineſs of import that Triumph wears 
You ſeem to go with; nor is it hard to guels 
en you are pleas'd by a malicious Joy: BORE. 
ple red and fiery Beams caſt throygh your Viſage 
owing Pleaſure. Sure you ſmile R 

| cou'd gladly hear. 
Wouldſt thou believe, , 5 
giddy hair-brain'd King, whom old Tirefias 
Thunder-ſtruck with heavy Accuſation, 


- venge, 


tool conſcious of no inward Guilt, yet fears; 
172 | r Focaſta, fears himſelf, his Shadow; 
ha ars the Multitude; and, which is worth 


ge of Jauphter, our of all Mankind, 


* 


buſes me to be his Orator: 5 
DL, II. T ; 
. 
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B Hands are guilty, but my Heart is free. Exsunt. 


0 | 2 - g Las 2: bet * 1 gad v; 
's tht Adraſſus, and the lean- look d Prophet, 
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Are joint Conſpirators; and wiſhrt me to 
Appeaſe the raving Thebant; which I ſwore 
WWW e 
Pyr. A dangerous Undertaking; t, hat 
Dixectly oppoſite to your own Intereſt. 
Cre. No, dull Hracmon; when I left his Pref, d. B 
With all the Wings with which Revenge could u Vaſte 
My flight, 1 gain'd the midſt o'th* City; t tho 


| 4 There, ſtanding on a Pile of dead and dying, p kun 


-T to the mad and ſickly Mpltirude, _ 
Wich interrupting Sobs, cry'd out, O Thees, c. Re 


O wretched Thebes, thy King, thy Oedipus, poc 
This barbarous Stranger, thus Uſurper, Monſter, out a 
Is by the Oracle, the wiſe Tirefizc, Ha 
Proclaim'd the Murderer of the Royal Lajus: 

Focaſta too, no longer now my Siſter, borba 
Is found Comptroller in the horrid Deed. Lol 


Here I renounce all rye of Blood and Nature, | 
For thee, O Thebes, dear Thebes, poor bleeding yo 
And there E wept, and then the Rabble howl'd, et the 
And roar'd, and with a thouſand antick Mouths gloon 
Gabbled Revenge, Revenge was all the cry. | 
Dyr. This cannot fail: I fce you on the Throne; 
And Oedipus caſt out. | 
Cre. Then ſtraight came on 1 cr thi 
Alcander, with a wild and bellowing Croud; * 
Whom when he had wrought, I whiſper'd him to lis w 
And head the Forces while the Heat was in em: 
So to the Palace I return'd to meet 
The King, and greet him with another Story. have 
But ſee, he enters. 
Enter Oedipus and Jocaſta, artended. 
Oed. Said you that Phorbas is return'd, and yet 
Intreats he may return, without being ask'd 
Of ought concerning what we have difcover'd? 
Po. He ſtarted when I told him your Intent, WF? We 
Replying, what he knew of rhat Affair | R 
Would give no Satisfaction to the King; akin, 
Then, falling on his Knees, begg'd as for Life, 
To be diſmiſ d from Court; he trembled too; 


concluſive Death had "EARL upon kim, © 
ſtammer'd in his abrupt Pray'r ſo wildly, 
) had he been the Murderer of Lajus, 

: and Diſtraction could not have ſhook him more. 
1 By your Deſcription, ſure as Plagues and Death 
waſte our Thebes, ſome Deed that ſhuns the Light 
t thoſe Fears: If thou reſpect'ſt my Peace, 
e him, dear Focaſta; for my * N 
ks at his Name. 
. Rather let him go: 

poor boding Heart would have it be, 
4 a Reaſon. 
Hark, the Thebans et 
efore retire; and, once more, if thou lov'ſt me, 
borbas be retain'd. 

. You ſhall, while I 

Life, be {till obey'd: 
In you ſooth me with your ſofc Endearments, 
et the faireſt Countenance to view; 
gloomy Eyes, my Lord, betray a Deadneſs 
prard languiſhing: That Oracle 
ke a ſubrile Worm, its venom'd Way, 
on your Heart, and rots the noble Core, 
er the beauteous Out ſide ſhews ſo lovely: 
. O, thou wilt kill me with thy Love's Exceſs! 
lis well; retire, the Thehans come. [ Ex. Jocafta. 

- Oedipus! | | 
| Ha! again that Scream of Woe! 
have 1 heard, thrice ſince the Morning dawn'd 


er, 


1 ow'd loud, as if my Guardian Spirit 
1 from fs vaulted Manſion, Caditug! 
4 yet It but the Work of Melancholly ? {+ 
| the Sun ſets, Shadows, that ſhew'd at Noon 
d? all, appear moſt long and. terrible; 
tent, Men we think Fate hovers o'er our Heads, 
5 pprehenſions [ſhoot beyound all Bounds, 
Ravens, Crickets ſeem the Watch of Death, 
Life, IE vorſt Vermine, ſcare her God-like Sons. 
5, the very Leavings of a Voice, 


babling Ghoſte, — to our Graves: 


Eack 
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Each Mole-hill Thought ſwells to a huge Ohmy, 
While we fantaſtick Dreamers heave and puff, g 
And ſweat with an Imagination's weight; 
As if, like Atlas, with theſe mortal Shoulders 
We could ſuſtain the Burden ot the World. 

| | [ Creon comes fi 

Cre. O Sacred Sir, my Royal Lord 
Oed. What now? | 


t have 
theſe 

ſince 

re obſe 
God - 
lood a 
here h 


Thou ſeem'ſt affrighted at ſome dreadful Action, . 
Thy Breath comes ſhort, thy darted Eyes are n . De 
On me for Aid, as if thou wert purſu'd: ed 
1 ſent thee to the Tbebans, ſpeak thy Wonder; Lek! t 
Fear not, this Palace is a Sanctuary, ET os 
The King himſelf's thy Guard. he o 


Gre, For me, alas, ſa 
My Life's not worth a Thought, when weigh'd 
But fly, my Lord, fly as your Life is Sacred, 
Your Fate is precious to your faithful Creon, 
W ho therefore, on his Knees, thus proſtrate beg 
You would remove from Thebes that vows your Ru 
When | but offer d at your Innocence, 

They gather'd Stones, and menac'd me with De 

And drove me through the Streets with Imprea 
8 your Sacred Perſon, and thoſe Trayton 

Which juſtify'd your Guilt; which curs'd T irefut 
Told, as from Heav'n, was Cauſe of their Deſind 
Oed. Riſe, worthy Creon, haſte and take our 
Rank em in equal part upon the Square, 
Then open every Gate of this our Palace, 
And let the Torrent in. Hark, it comes, 
I hear 'em roar: Be gone, and b:cak down all 
The Dams, that would oppoſe their furious Fall 
Ex. Creon with 6 
Enter Adraſtus, bis Sword drawn. 
Adr. Your City | 5a pre; 
Is all in Arms, all bent to your Deſtruction: 
I heard but now, where 1 was cloſe confin'd, 

. A Thundering Shout, which made my Jaylor 
Cry, Fi e the Palace; where's the cruel King! 
Yer, by th' Infernal Gods, thoſe awful Pow 
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have accus'd you, which theſe Ears have heard, 
theſe Eyes ſeen, I muſt believe you guiltleſs; | = 
ſince I knew the Royal Oedipus, 1 "I'{0 3 
e obſerv'd in all his Acts ſuch Truth —_ 
God-like Clearneſs; that to the laſt Guſh _ 
Mood and Spirits, III defend his Life, = 
here have ſworn to periſh by his . Side. _ 


1, Be witneſs, Gods, how near this Touches me, 


1 at Recompence can Glory make? ¶ Embracing bim. 1 " 
in WW. Defend your Innocence, ſpeak like your ſelf, _ 
awe the Rebels with your dauntleſs Virtue. 0 1 


ark! the Storm comes nearer. 
Let it come. 
orce of Majeſty is never known „ =o 
a general Wrack: Then, then is ſeen ; 
ifference 'twixt a Threſhold and a Throne. = 
Creon, Pyracmon, Alcander, Tireſias, Thebans. - 
Where, where's this cruel King? Thebans, behold 
ſtands your Plague, the Ruin, Deſolation =- 
is Unhappy — ſpeak; ſhall I kill him? 448 
l he be caſt out to Baniſhment? | 4 
Theb. To Baniſhment, away with him. | 
Hence, you Barbarians, to your laviſh Diſtance, 
the Earth your ſordid Looks; for he | 
ſtirs, dares more than Mad- men, Fiends, or Furies: 
Cares to face me, by the Gods, as well ET 
rave the Majeſty of thundering Fove. = 
for this relieve you when beſieg'd | 
fierce Prince, when coop'd within your Walls, 
d the very Brink of Fate reduc'd; 


by en- jaw d Famine made more Havock of you, 
© © oes the Plague? Bur | rejoyce I know you, 


the baſe Stuff that temper'd your vile Souls: 
ods be prais'd, I needed not your Empire, 
Da greater, nobler of my own; 


all the Scepter of the Earth now win me 

d,. e ſuch Brutes, ſo barbarous a People 

non Methinks, my Lord, I ſee a ſad Repentance, — 
an ral Conſternation ſpread among em. 


Reign is at an end; yet ere I finiſh —— 
= PI 


9 = R 
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Ik chat th? Infernal Spirits have declar'd 


Sleep without Fears the b keſt Nights away; 


= = * mn 


* 


nl do a Juſtice that becomes a Monarch, 
A Monarch who i th' midſt of Swords and Jayelin, 
Dares act as on his Throne encompaſt round 
With Nations for his Guard. Alcander, you 
Are nobly born, therefore ſhall loſe your Head. 
85 5 Seize: l 

Here, Hemon, take him; but for this, 21 
Let Cords diſpatch em. Hence, away with 'em. 

Tir. O Sacred Prince, pardon diſtracted Thebs; 
Pardon her, if ſhe acts by Heav'ns Award; 


Joc, ( 
ll dow 
om w 
at rol 
bar in | 
Virg| 
dd not 
pry 1 
d wit 
ſce, 

en 


Ded. C 
thou 
Icom! 
Icom! 
to a fi 
e luck 
ſpeal 
his thi 
Fc, P. 
bat 1 
deare 
bus, 1 
Ved, H 


The Depth of Fate, and if our Oracles 
May ſpeak, O do not too ſeverely deal, 
But let thy wretched Thebes, at leaſt complain: 
If thou art guilty, Heav'n will make it known; 
If Innocent, then let Trrefas dye. A 
Oed. I take thee at thy Word. Run, haſte, aul 
] ſwear the Prophet or the King ſhall dye. 
Be witneſs, all you Thebans, of my Oath. 
And Phorbas be the Umpire. TS, 
Tir. I ſubmit. [Trump 
Oed. What mean thoſe Trumpets ? 
| Enter Hzmon with Alcander. 
Hem. From your Native Country, 
Great Sir, the fam'd Ageon is arriv'd, 
That renown'd Favourite of the King your Fat i ſpeal 
He comes as an Ambaſſador from Coriutb, v over 
And ſues for Audience. | foe. 
Oed. Haſte, Hemon, fly, and tell him that I 


no 
T*embrace him. | bed, c 
Hem. The Queen, my Lord, at preſent hold that 1 
In private Conference; but behold her here. uſt de 
Enter Jocaſta, Eurydice, &c. > hoy 


Joc. Hail, happy Oedipus, happieſt of King: 
Hienceforth be bleſt bleſt as thou canſt deſire. 


Let Furies haunt thy Palace, thou ſhalt ſleep 
Secure, thy Slumbers ſhall be ſoft and gentle 
As Infants. Dreams. if 
Oed What does the Soul of all my Joys int tem. 
And whither would this Rapture? 


— 
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be. O, I could rave, 5 | "EN 4 2 | 1. 2 341 ES f 1 7 
down thoſe lying Fanes, and Burn that Vault. 
om whenee 1 ounded thoſe falſe Oracles, * 
at robb'd my Love of reſt: If we muſt pray 

ar in the Streets bright Altars to the Gods. 


er i Virgins Hands adorn the Sactifiee, HS 
„ a not a grey-Beard forging Prieſt come near, 
2 e 


pry into the Bowels of the Victim, | 
d with his Dotage mad the gaping World: 
ſee, the Oracle that I will traſt, 
e a3 the Gods, and affable as Men. 

Ener Ægeon, Kneels.” + SF 
bed. O, to my Arms, welcome, my dear Ægeon: 


n: r thouſand welcomes. O, my Foſter-Fathet, 
4 come as Mercy to a Man condemn'd! 
( 


come to me, | 

to a ſinking Marriner 

e lucky Plant, that bears him to the Shore! 

ſpeak, O tell me what ſo mighty Joy 

his thou bring ſt, which ſo tranſports Jocaſta 

hoe. Peace, peace Ægeon, let Jocaſta tell him 

hat I could for ever charm, as now, | | 

deareſt Oedipus : Thy Royal Father, 

bus, King of Corinth, is no more. 

ed. Ha! can it be? &£geon, anſwer me, 

| ſpeak in ſhort, what my Foraſta's Tranſport 

Y over-do. © F . 

£2e. Since in few Words, my Royal Lord, you ask © 

know the Truth; King Polybrs is dead. . 

ed. O all you Pow'rs, is't poſſible? What, dead! 
that the Tempeſt of my Joy may riſe 

uſt degrees, and hit at laſt rhe Stars! 

how, how dy'd' he? Ha! by Sword, by Fire, 

Water? by Aſſaffinates, or Poyſon? ſpeak: 

did he ſanguiſn under ſome Difeafe? © © 
ge. Of no Diſtemper, of no Blaſt he dy d, 

fell like Autumn · Fruit that melow'd long: 

n wonder'd ar, becauſe he dropt no ſooner. 

ſeem' d to wind him up for fourſcore Vea; 

freſnly ran he on ten Winters more: 

| T 4 8 ; Till, 
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Till, like a Clock worn out with eating Time, * 
'The Wheels of weary Life at laſt ſtood ftill. a the 
Oed. O, let me preſs thee in my youthful Aray, charg'c 
Aud ſmother thy old Age in my Embraces. our Cort 
—_— N Thebeng, yes Focaſta, yes Adraſtus, - Jed, Th 
| Old Polybus, the King my Father's dead. erc's no! 
Fires ſhall be kindled inthe midſt of Thebes; t flaſnin 
I' tb' midſt of Tumults, Wars, and Peſtilence, te it fro 
I will rejoyce for Polybus his Death. „ my 7. 
8 be it known to the limits of the World; le Mer 
et farther let it paſs yon dazling Roof, rather 1 
The Manſion of the Gods, and ſtrike em deaf beggar, | 
With everlaſting Peals of thundring Joy. ſuch ab 
Tir. Fate! Nature ! Fortune! what is all this Wo . You 
Oed. Now, Dotard; now, thou blind old v] tbeſe cx 
Prophet, „ Jed. Ne 
Where are your boding Ghoſts, your Altars nom, brue m3 
Your Birds of Knowledge, that in dusky Air he dear 
Chatter Futurity ; and where are now in offer 
our Oracles, that call'd me Parricide? damned 

Is he not dead? deep laid in's Monument? Ege. An 
And was not I in Thebes when Fate attackt him? ume to 
Avant, be gone, you Vizors of the Gods! y ſhoul, 
Were | as other Sons, now I ſhould weep; iſe ſuch 
But as I am ? I've reaſon to rejoyce : d. Bec 
And will, tho' his cold Shade ſhould riſe and blalt ch thun 
O, for his Death, let Waters break their Bounds, e. M 
ocks, Valleys, Hills, with ſplitting L's ring: ed. Yes 
1 Is pean ſing. te blaſt 
ir. Who would not now conclude an hapf / binks 1 
But all Fate's Turns are ſwift and unexpected. mounts 
Age. Your Royal Mother Merope, as it cloudec 
She had no Soul fince you forſook the Land, lle fror 
aves all the neighbouring Princes that adore her. Wieſe diſm 
Oed. Waves all the Princes! Poor Heart! for why, W. 
ſpeak. | 1 Blood 
Ego. She, tho' in full-blown flow'r of glorious hand wir 
Grows cold, ev'n in the Summer of her Age: Le. Is 
And for your ſake has ſworn to die unmarry'd. J you 1 
Oed. How! for my ſake, die and not marry! Od. Th 


My Fit returns. 


* E. * Fwy 
Lo 


This Diamond, with a thouſand Kiſſes ble 
ich a thouſand Sighs and Wiſhes for your Safety, 

charg'd me give you, with the general Homage 
our Corintbian Lords. 3 * 
ed. There's Magick in it, take it from my ſight; 
ere's not a Beam it darts, but carries Hell, ? 
t flaſhing Luſt, and Necromantick Inceſt: 

e it from my ſick Eyes, O hide it from me. 
„ my Jocaſta, tho? Thebes caſt me out, 

ile Merope's alive, P11 ne er return? | 
rather let me walk round the wide World 
zeggar, than accept a Diadem 

ſuch abhar'd Conditions. 
pe. You make, my Lord, your own Unhappineſfs, 
theſe extravagant and needleſs Fears. 
Jed. Needleſs ! O, all you Gods! by Heav'nl'd rather 
brue my Arms up to my very Shoulders 
he dear Entrails of the beſt of Fathers, 
an offer at the execrable att - | 
damned Inceſt; therefore no more of her. 
Eze. And why, O facred Sir, if Subjects may 
ſume to look into their Monarch's Breaſt, 
i ſhould the chaſt and ſpotleſs Merope 
Ic ſuch Thoughts as I muſt bluſh ro name? 

d. Becauſe the God of Delphos did fore warn me 
th thundering Oracles. TO EL 

7 May 1 intreat to know em? 0 
ed. Yes, my Ægeon; but the ſad Remembrance 
te blaſts my Soul: See then the ſwelling Prieſt! 
inks I have his Image now in view; 
mounts the Tripos in a Minute's Space, 
clouded Head knocks at the Temple root, 
ile from his Mouth | | 
ſe diſmal Words are heard: 
% Wretch, whom Fate has doom'd thy Father's 
Blood to ſpill, | 
ind with prepoſtrousBirths thy Mother'sWomb to fill, 
ge. Is this the Cauſe | 
Jou refuſe the Diadem of chrintb? 
d, The Cauſe! why is it not a monſtrous one? 


Xe. 


— 
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ge. Great Sir, you may return; and tho? you ſha 
Enjoy the Queen (which all the Gods forbid 
The Act would prove no Inceſt. | 
Oed. How, Ageon ? ” 

Tho' I enjoy'd my Mother, not inceftuous ! 
Thou rav'ſt, and fo do I, and theſe all catcht 
My Madneſs ; look, they're dead with deep Diſtradti 
Not Inceſt ! what, not Inceſt with my Mother? 

Age. My Lord, Queen Merope is not your Moti 
Oed. Ha! did I hear thee right? not Meripe 
My Mother ! - + 
Age. Nor was Polybus your Father. 
Oed. Then all my Days and Nights muſt now be ſp 
In curious ſearch, to find out thoſe dark Parents 
Who gave me to the World; ſpeak then Ægeon, 
By all the Gods Celeſtial and Infernal, 
By all the Tyes of Nature, Blood and Friendſhip, 
Conceal not from this rack d deſpairing King 
A Point or ſmalleſt Grain of what thou know'ſt: 
Speak then, O anſwer to my Doubts directly. 
If Royal Polybus was not my Father, 
Why was I call'd his Son? 
Age. He, from my Arms, 
Receiv'd you as the faireſt Gift of Nature. 
Not but you were, adorn'd with all the Riches 
That Empire could beſtow in coſtly Mantles 
Upon its Infant Heir. | 
Oed. But was I made the Heir of Corinth's Crown, 
Becauſe Ægeon's Hand preſented me? 
Age. By my Advice, 
Being palt all hope of Children, eee 
He took, embrac'd, and own'd you for his Son. 
Oed. Perhaps I then am yours; inſtruct me, Sir: 
If it be fo, Il kneel and weep before you, 
WMith all th' Obedience of a penitent Child, 
Im ploring Pardon. : 
Kill me if you pleaſe, 
I will not wreath my Body at the Wound: 
But ſink upon your Feet with a laſt Sigh, 


And ask Forgiveneſs with my dying Hands. 


Jer all 2 
ended | 
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Age. O riſe, and call not to this aged Chee  * 
be little Blood which ſhould keep warm my Heart: 
ou are not mine, nor ought I to be bleſt "oY Xs 7 
ih ſuch a Godlike Offspring. Sir, I found you ' Go 
pon the Mount (itbaroon. 77 "Mn 

Oed. O ſpeak, go on, the Air grows ſenſible 
bf the great things you utter, and is calm: 
he hurry'd Orbs, with Storms ſo rack'd of late, 
em to ſtand ſtill, as if that Foue were talking. 
theron ! ſpeaks the Valley of Citbarou! —- 
Age. Oft times before I thither did reſort, =. 
harm'd with the Converſation of a Man 4 
Vho led a rural Life, and had Command 

her all the Shepherds, who about thoſe. Vales 
ended their numerous Flocks; in this Man's Arms 

{aw you ſmiling at a fatal Dagger, | | 

V hoſe Point he often offer d at your Throat; 

tthen you ſmil'd, and then he drew it back; 

hen lifted it again, you ſmil'd again - 
ll he at laſt in Fury. threw it from him, | 

nd cry'd aloud, the Gods forbid thy Death: 

hen I ruſh'd in, and, after ſome Diſcourſe, 

ome he did bequeath your innocent Life; 

nd I, the welcome Care to Polybus. 

Oed. To whom belongs the Maſter of the Shepherds? 
Age. His Name I knew not, or I have forgot; 


vat he was of the Family of Lajus, . 
well remember. | | 

Oed. And is your Friend alive? For if he be, | 
buy his Preſence, tho' it coſt my Crown. | | 
Age. Your menial Attendants beſt can tell d 
bether he lives, or not; and who has now 

u Flace. ; 

Jce. Winds bear me to ſome barren Iſland, 

dere Print of Human Feet was never ſeen, 243 

er- grown with Weeds of ſuch a monſtrous heigbt, 
heir baleful Tops are waſh'd with bellowing Clouds, 
math, whoſe venomous Shade I may have vent 

T Horrour, that would blaſt the barbarous World. 

Ved. If there be any here that knows the * | 
Qm 
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| By all the Gods, 'Il know my Birth, tho' Death 


—_—— <_ [WW * —— 


W bat are thy Troubles? 


My Love, my all, my only utmoſt — 1 


1 W — CT. 
- = N — 


Whom he deſcrib'd, I charge him on his Liſe 
> To ſpeak; Concealment ſhall be ſudden Death: 
But he who brings him forth, ſhall have Reward 


Beyond Ambition's luſt. 
Tir. His Name is Phorbas : 8 


Ded. T. 
Wav. 
ſee, tl 
er fort 


Pocaſta knows him well; but if I may Joc. Pre 
= Adviſe, reſt where you are, and ſeek no farther. 199478 
= Oed. Then all goes well, ſince Phorbas is ſecurd id the! 


law m: 
ough v 
wou 


k! hat 
ta: y 


By my Jocaſta. Haſte and bring him forth: 
i My Love, my Queen, give Orders. Ha? what mean 
Theſe Tears, and Groans, and Strugling? ſpeak my Fi 


Foc. Yours; and yours are mine: 


Let me conjure you take the Prophet's Counſel, ere fir 
And let this Phorbas Li Goat, | doubl 
Oed. Not for the World. r off t 


porg'd 
when 
poor 
try if 

Ved. Sh 
W larg 
bing, 

pd fro 
ſeek n. 
at thro 
vret che 
e ſwiſt 
th an | 


Attends the ſearch : | have already paſt | 
The middle of the Stream; and to return 
Seems greater Labour than to venture oer. 
Therefore produce him. 

„ Foc. Once more, by the Gods, ä 
I beg, my Oedipus, my Lord, my Life, 


I beg you baniſh Phorbas : O, the Gods! 
I kneel that you may grant this firſt Requeſt, 
Deny me all things elſe; but for my ſake, 

And as you prize your own Eternal Quiet, 

Never let Phorbas come into your Preſence. 

Oed. You muſt be rais'd, and Phorbas ſhall appen, WW chere 
Tho” his dead Eyes were Balis, : Guards, haſte, ns to. 
Scarch the Queen's Lodgings z find and force him hitbi en not 


= [ Exeunt Gun 
I Foc. O, Oedipus, yet ſend, 

And ſtop their Entrance, ere it be too late: 

Unleſs you with to ſee Jocaſta rent 55 

With Furies, {lain out-right with meer Diſtraction, 

Keep from your Eyes and mine the dreadful Pborba, . T 

Forbear this ſearch, I'll think you more than Mori 4. Sp 
Will you yet hear me? e 5 


* 


Dire "Rm 
D.. Tempeſts will be heard, i 
Waves will daſh, tho' Rocks their baſis keep 
ſee, they enter. If thou truly lov'ſt me, | | 

er forbear this Subject, or retire. 

Enter Hæmon, Guards, with Phorbas. 

oc. Prepare then, wretched Prince, prepare to hear 
tory, that ſhall turn thee into Stone: 
d there be hewn a monſtrous Gap in Nature, 
law made through the Center by ſome God, 
ough which theGroans of Ghoſts might ſtrike thy Ears, 
y would not wound thee, as this Story will. 

k! hark! a hollow Voice calls out aloud, 

ita; yes, I'll to the Royal Bed, 2 

ere firſt the Myſteries of our Loves were acted, 

| double dye it with Imperial Crimſon ; | 

r off this curling Hair, 

gorg'd with Fire, ſtab every vital Part, 

when at laſt I'm ſlain, to Crown the Horrour 

poor tormented Ghoſt ſhall cleave the Ground, 
ry if Hell can yet more deeply Wound. 

Jed. She's gone; and as ſhe went, methought her Eyes 
w larger, while a thouſand Frantick Spirits 

bing, like riſing Bubbles, on the Brim, 

d from the Watry Brink; and glow'd upon me. 
ſeek no more; but huſh my Genius up | 

it throws me on my Fate. Impoflible! 
vretched Man ! whoſe too too buſie _—— 

e ſwiſter than the galloping Heav'ns round, 

th an Eternal hurry of the Soul: | 

there's a time, when ev'n the rowling Year 

ns to ſtand ſtill, dead Calms are in the Ocean, 

en not a Breath diſturbs the drowzy Waves: 

Man, the very Monſter of tbe World, 

Cer at reſt, the Soul for ever wakes: 

e then, ſince Deſtiny thus drives us on, 

$ know the bottom. Hamon, you I ſent: 


ion, ere is that Phorbas? 
ba, em. Here, my R oyal Lord. | „ . 
orn. Speak firſt, Egeon, ſay, is this the Man ? 


8. My Lord it is: tho Time has plough'd that Face 
| With 


With many Furrows ſince I ſaw it firſts 
Vet bm too well acquainted with the Ground, quite 
: Oed. Peace; ſtand back a while. [forge 

Come hither Friend; 1 hear thy Name is Phorba;. 
Why doſt thou turn thy Face? I charge thee anſge 
To what 1 ſhall enquire: Wert thou not once 
The Servant of King Lajus here in Thebes? 
Phaor. I was, great Sir, his true and faithful Seryyy 
Born and bred up in Court, no Forreign Slave. 
Oed. What Office hadſt thou? what was thy 
ployment? 
Phor. He made me Lord of all his Rural Pleaing 
For much he lov'd 'em: oft I entertain'd ' 
With {porting Swains, o'er whom I had Command 
Oed. Where was thy Reſidence? to what part di 
Didſt thou moſt frequently reſort? [ Count 
Phor. To Mount Citberon, and the pleaſant Vallis 
Which all about lye ſhadowing its large Feet. 
Oad. Come forth Aigeon. Ha! why ftarts thou Plurk 
Forward, I fay, and Face to Face confront him, 
Look wiſtly on him, through him if thou canſt, 
And tell me on thy Life, ſay, doſt thou know hin! 
Didft thou e'er ſee him? converſe with him, 
Near Mount Cirbæron? 
Phor. Who, my Lord, this Man? 
Oed. This Man, this old, this venerable Man? 
Speak, didſt thou ever meet him there? 
Phor. Where, Sacred Sir? 
Oed. Near Mount Girbaron; anſwer to the purpol 
"Tis a King ſpeaks; and Royal Minutes are 
Of much more worth than thouſand Vulgar Year: 
Didſt thou e' er fee this Man near Cirbæron? 
Phor. Moſt ſure, my Lord, I have ſeen Lines liketil 
His Viſage bears; but know not where, nor when. 
Ange. Ist poſſible you ſhauld forger your antient Fre 
There are perhaps 5 | | 
Particulars which may excite your dead remembraa 
Have you forgot I took an Infant from you, 
Doom'd to de murder d in that gloomy Vale? ih 
The Swadling- bands were Purple, wrought with C 


2 | N 
e vou forgot too how you wept, and beggd 
4 ould breed him — and ask no * A 1 | 
bur. What e' er T-begg'dy thou, like a Dotard, ſpeak'ſt 
e than is requiſite: And what of this? ke 
y is it mention'd now? and why, O why . 
thou betray the Secrets of rhy Friend? 
Fze, Be not too raſh. That Infant grew at laſt | 
ing; and here the happy Monarch ſtands. 
u. Ha! Whither would'ſtthou! O what haſt thou 
utter' d! 5 6 
what thou baſt aid, Death ſtrike thee dumb for ever. 
d. Forbear to curſe the Innocent; and be 
urſt thy ſelf, thou ſhifting Traitor, Villain, 
nd Hypocrite, equivocating Slave. | I, 32 
r. O Heay'ns! wherein, my Lord, haveloffended ? 


tet 


"a 


agg Why ſpeak you not according to my Charge? 
* penny | f 
1 Tg forth the Rack, ſince Mildneſs cannot win you, 


nents ſhall force. | 

ur. Hold, hold, O dreadful Sir! 

vill not rack an Innocent old Man. 

u. Speak then. N | 

u. Alas! what would you have me ſay? | 

Did this old, Man take from your Arms an Infant? 

r, He did: and, oh! 1 with to all the Gods, 

had periſh'd in that very moment. (dying. 

Moment! Thou ſhalt be Hours, Days, Years-a 

bind his Hands; he dallies with my Fury: 

ſhall find a way 

r. My Lord, 1 ſaid I gave the Infant to him. 

.Was he thy own, or given thee by another? 

_ He was not mine; but given me by another. 

Wbence? and from whom? what City? of 

vhat Houſe ? 8 | E 

. O Royal Sir, I bow me to the Ground, 

d I could ſink beneath it; by the Gods, 

7. you to enquire no more. WG 

* 'uries and Hell! Hæmon, bring forth the Rack, 

1 hither Cords, and Knives, and ſulphurous Flames, 
al be bound, and gaſh'd, his Skin flead off, 

at alive. — 7 1 

. O ſpare my Age. | 4 © > nn 


* 
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wn ths 7 N. 55 Dy. 7 F ' ** 8 5 4 8 I 8 ; 
od Riſe then, and bei?: 
Phor. Dread Sir, I Wiilll. 


If ſtras 
pple f 


Oed. Who gave that Infant to thet? l 1. 
Pbor. One of King Lajus Family. © * 
Oed. O, you immortal Gods! but ſay, who * . 
W hich of the Family of Lajus gave it? did 
A Servant; or one of the Royal Blood? 7 0 g 
 Phor. O wretched State! I dye, unleſs I ſpeak; * 1 
And, if I ſpeak, moſt certain Death attends me! aps 
Oed. Thou ſhalt not dye. Speak then, who was it, fy aid 
While I have Senſe to underſtand the Horror; Te. 
For I grow cold. : pay 
Phor. The Queen Jocaſta told me 3 


It was her Son by Lajus. SS 
Oed. O you Gods! But did ſhe give it thee? 
Pbor. My Lord, ſhe did. (Hel 
Oed. Wherefore? for what? O break not jet 
Tho' my Eyes burft, no matter: Wilt thou tell u 
Or muſt I ask for ever? For what end? 
Why gave ſhe thee her Child? 
Phor. To murder it. 5 . 
Oed. O more than ſavage! Murder her own Bow 
Without a Cauſe! 
' . Phor. There was a dreadful one, | 
Which had foretold that moſt unhappy Son 
Should kill his Father, and enjoy his Mother. 
Oed. But one thing more : 
Focaſia told me thou wert by the Chariot 
When the old King was lain: Speak, I conjuretht 
For I ſhall never ask thee ought again, 
What was the number of the Aſſaſſinates? | 
Phoy. The dreadful Deed was atted but by one: 
And ſure that one had much of your Reſemblance. 
Oed. Tis well! I thank you Gods ! tis wondrous\ 
Daggers and Poyſon; O there is no need 
For my Diſpatch; and you, you mercileſs Pow , 
Hoard up your Thunder-ſtones; keep, keep your 
For Crimes of little note. f _— [k | 
| Adr. Help, Hemon, help; and bow hich gent for 
' Chaſe, chatce his Temples: How the mighty Spin 


come 


theſe t 
yorſe th 
, dear 
my unh 
| be fit 1 
dy theſe 
h all tt 
conjure 
not of 
ll tho 
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r ftrangled with the damp bis Sorrows raid. 

pple for vent! Bur fee, he breaths again, 1 

} vigorous Nature breaks through all oppoſition; 

j fares my Royal Friend ? cs; | Ng 

D. The worſe for you. SES 

W.cbarous Men! and oh the hated Light! 

by did you force me back to curſe the Day; 

curſe my Friends; to blaſt with this dark Breath 

e et untainted Earth and circling Ait; 

riſe new Plagues, and call new Vengeance down? 
y did you tempt the Gods, and dare to touch me? 

thinks there's not a Hand that graſps this Hell, 

hould run up like Flax all blazing Fire. 

id from this ſpor, I wiſh you as my Friends, 

| come not near me, leaſt the gaping Earth 

low you too Lo, I am gone already; . 

aw: and claps hit Sword to bis Breaſt, which Adraſtus 

rikes away with his Foot. Pl: USES UE 

V. You ſhall no more be truſted with your Life. 

, Alcander, Hemon help to hold him. 

ed. Cruel Adraſtus! Wilt thou, H2mon too? _ 

$ theſe the Obligations of my Friends? Pet 

porſe than worſt of my moſt barbarous Focs? _. 

dear Adraſtus, look with half an Eye 

ny unheard of Woes, and judge thy ſelf, 

de fit that ſuch a Wretch ſhould live? 

dy theſe melting Eyes, unus'd to weep, 

b all the low Submiſſions of a Slave, 

conjure thee give my Horrors way ! 

not of Life, for that will make me rave - 

ell thou may'ſt adviſe a tortur'd Wretch, 

uangled o'cr from Head to Foot with Wounds; 

dis Bones broke, to wait a better Day. 

#. My Lord, you ask me things impoſſible; - 

| with Juſtice ſhould be thought your Foc, 

ave you in this Tempeſt of your Soul. vs 
baniſh'd Thebes, in Corinth you may Reign; 

nfernal Pow'rs themſelves exact no more. 

* your Rage, and once more ſeek the Gods. 
ll have no more to do with Gods, nor Men : 

u. U Hence 


ol 
Hence from my Arms, avant. Enjoy thy Moths! 


What, violate with Beſtial Appetite . f  cool's 
The facred Veils that wrapt thee yet unborn! WE" 
This is not to be born; hence! off, I ay! d with 
For they who let my Vengeance, make themſelyg We: 
| Accomplices in my moſt horrid Guilr, Deats 
Adr. Let it be ſo, we'll fence Heav'ns Fury fron ſe, Su 
And ſuffer altogether : This perhaps, one Wh 
W hen Ruin comes, may help ro break your Fall, ought i 
Oed. O that, as oft I have at Athens ſeen ul the 
The Stage ariſe, and the big Clouds deſcend; e noth 
So now in very Deed I might behold 4 2 
The pond'rous Earth, and all yon marble Roof . 
Meet, like the Hands of Jove, and cruſh Mankind zeking 
For all the Elements, and all the Pow'rs Lore, 
Celeſtial, nay, Terreſtrial and Infernal, wy 
Conſpire the Rack of out-caſt Oedipus: - — 
Fall Darkneſs then, and everlaſting Night Sore 
Shadow the Globe; may the Sun never dawn, off 
The Silver Moon be blorted from her Orb; 2 
And for an univerſal Rout of Nature ſenza) 
Through all the inmoſt Chambers of the Sky, Bo 
May there be not a Glimpſe, one Starry Spark, — 
But Gods meet Gods and juſtle in the Dark. Hay 
That Jars may riſe, and Wrath divine be hurld, 0 
Which may to Atoms ſhake the ſolid World. [E gy 
1 | | That ha 
| : I kn 
ACT v. SCENE IH 
0 | | | —_ 
-- | | eft him 
___ Creon, Alcander and Pyracmon. hes no 
Cre. THE Es is at length my own; and allmyWi Eur 
(Which ſure were great as Royalty e ere * 


Fortune and my auſpicious Stars have crown!'d. 

O Diadem, thou Center of Ambition, 

2 all its 1 Lines are reconcil'd, 
5 ou wert the Burning: glaſs of Glory 

Hy. Might I be Counſellor, I wou d intreat jo Np 
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d out Bade :: - N 
8 ih Reſolutionof # Mann 
rk d out fot Greatneſs,” give the fatal choices 
Death or Marriage. FX 
ſc. Survey curs'd Oedipiur, 
one who; tho! unfortunate, is belov'd, | | 
ought innocent, and therefore much lamented 
l the TheÞansz you muſt mark him dead : | 
e nothing bur his Death, not-Baniſhmear, 
give Aſſurance to your doubtful Reign, 
c. Well have you done to ſnatch me from the Storm 
king Tranſport, where the little Streams 
Love, Revenge, and all the under Paſſions, 
aters are by ſucking Whirl-pools drawn, 
quite deyour'd in the vaſt Gulph of Empire: 
@rcfore Pyracmon, as you boldly urg d, 

ice ſhall dye, or be my Bride. v7 
nder, ſummon to their Maſter's Aid 
menial Servants, and all thoſe whom Change 
Stare, and Hope of the new Monarch's Favour 
vin to take our part: Away: What now? [Ex. Ale, 

- Enter Hæmon. | mW 
n Hamon weeps, without the help of Ghoſts, 
foretell there is a fatal Cauſe. „„ 
an. Is't poſſible you ſhould be ignorant 
hat has happen'd to the deſperate King? 1 
know no more, but that he was conducted 
I his Cloſet, where I ſaw him ing | | 
rembling Body on the Royal Bed: 
eſt him there, at his deſire, alone: 
ure no Ill, unleſs- he dy'd with Grief, 
A r for you bore his Sword a wax. 
n. I did: and, having lock'd the Door, ! ftood; | 
through a Chink I found: not only heard, 
him, when he thought no Eye bebeld him: 
ſt, deep Sighs heav'd from his woful Heart. 
nurs and Groans, that ſnook the out ward Rooms. 
art thou ſtill alive, O Wretch! he cry d: 


d i, & if bis ere Soul 


* 
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Had crack d the Strings of Life, and burſt away. 
Cre. I weep to 123 how then ſhouldT have gj 
Had 1 beheld this wondrous heap of Sorrow! 
But, to the fatal period. — 5 
Tbiice be, 
Wich all his force, his hollow groaning Breaſt, 
And thus, with out-cries, to himſelf complain'd, 
But thou canſt weep then, and thou think'R tis w 


Theſe Bubbles of the ſhalloweſt emptieſt Sorron, 5 3 
Which Children vent for Toys, and Women rain at inc 
For any Trifle their fond Hearts are ſet on; ir ſhall 
Yet theſe thou think'ſt are ample Satisfaction ll dare, 
For bloodieſt Murder, and for burning Luſt: „. T 
No, Parricide, if thou muſt 2 weep Blood; at you 
Weep Eyes, inſtead of Tears: O! by the Gods, e 
"Tis greatly thought, he cry'd, and fits my Wor, t but I 
Which ſaid, he {mil'd revengfully, and leapt “C 
Upon the Floor; thence gazing at the Skies, greatly 
His Eyes-balls fiery red, and B Vengeance, h. Ta 
Gods, I accuſe you not, tho' I no more | [op 

ill view your Heav'n, till with more durable di. Bloo 
The mighty Soul's immortal PerſpeQives, from tl 
I find your dazling Beings: Take, he cry'd, es. De 
Take, Eyes, your laſt, your fatal farewel view. 1 
When with a Groan that ſeem'd the Call of Death at you 
With horrid force lifting his impious Hands, 

He ſnatch'd, he tore, from forth their bloody on . I ha 
The Balls of Sight, and daſh'd em on the on F | theref 

Cre. A Maſter- piece of Horror! new and rem oog 

Hem. | ran to ſuccour him; but, oh? too late; t 7 Þ 
For he had pluck d the remnant Strings away. proffer 
What then remains, but that I find Tireſiar, ſhe re 
Who with his Wiſdom may allay thoſe Furies 4. Th 
That haunt his 3 * | of abhoz 

Cre. Heav'n will rewar 3 aut w 
Thy Care; moſt honeſt, faithful, fooliſh Hawn. ans, to 
But ſee, Alcanier enters, well attended. ve addy 
1 Emer Alcander attended. if I 

I ſee thou haſt been diligent. hough 


Alc. Nothing theſe _ 
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Number to the Crouds that ſoon will follow. 
teſolute, Ch | 
call your utmoſt Fury to revenge. 
. Ha! thou haſt given | 
Alarm to Cruelty ; and never may | 
ſe Eyes be clos'd, till they behold Adraſtur 
ich'd at the Feet of falſe Eurydice. 
Enter Adraſtus and Eurydice attended. 
*. Alas! Eurydice, what fond raſh Man, 
hat inconſiderate and ambitious Fool, 
at ſhall hereafter read the Fate of Oeditucs, 
I dare, with his frail Hand, to graſp a Scepter? 
r. 'Tis true, a Crown ſeems dreadful, and I wiſh 
t you and I, more lowly plac'd, might pals 
r ſofter Hours in humble Cells away: 
t but I love you to that infinite height, 
ld (O wondrous Proof of fierceſt Love!) 
greatly wretched in a Court with you. 
&, Take then this moſt lov'd Innocence away 
from tumultuous Thebes, | 
n Blood and Murder, 
from the Author of all Villanies, 
pes, Death, and Treaſon, from that Fury Creon z 
chſafe that I, o'erjoy'd, may bear you hence, 
at your Feet preſent the Crown of Argos. 
[ Creon and Attendants come up to him. 
. I have o'er-heard thy black Deſign, Adraſtus: 
| therefore, as a Traytor to this State, 
th _ to be thy Lot: Let it ſuffice 
it Thebes ſurveys thee as a Prince; abuſe not 
proffer'd Mercy, but retire betimes; 
L ſhe repent, and baſten on thy Doom. 
lr. Think not, moſt abject, 81 
ſt abhorr'd of Men, 
Mut will vouchſafe to anſwer thee; 
ant, to you I juſtifie my Love: 
ve addreſs'd my Prayers to this fair Princeſs. 
if I ever meant a Violence, | 
bought to Raviſh, as that Traytor did, 
t humbleſt Adorations could not win, | 
U 3 Brand 
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Brand me, you Gods, blot me Wilh Foul'Diftionou, 
And ler Men curſe me by the Name of O². 
Eur. Hear me, O Thebaus, if you dreid the Wi 
Of her whom Fate ordain'd to be your Queen, 
Hear me, and dare not, as you prize : ; 
To take the part of that Rebellious n 
By the Decree of Royal Oedipus, - Jos 
By Queen Focaſta's Order, by what' 5 2 
y own dear Vows of everlaſting n 
hear reſign to Prince Adreſtur Arme 
All that the World can make me Miſtreſs of. 4 
Oe. O perjur'd Woman! | 
Draw all; and when I give the word, fall on, 
'Traytor, refign the Princeſs, or this moment 
Expect, with all thoſe moſt unfortunate'Wretchs 
Dpon this ſpot ſtraight to be hewn in RI 
Adr. No, Villain, no; | 
With twice thoſe odds of Men, 
J doubt not in this Cauſe | 
To Vanquiſh thee, 
 Qptain, remember to your Care l give - 
My Love; Ten thouſand thouſand times more deu 
Than Life, or Liberty. 
Soe. Fall on, Alcander. 
Pyracmon, you and I muſt wheel about 
For nobler Game, the Princeſs. 
Adr. Ah! Traytor, doſt chou ſhun me? 
Follow, follow, 
My brave Companions z ſce, the Cowards fl 
[Exit fighting: Creon's Party beaten of by Ain 
Enter Ocdipus. 
Oed. O, tis too little this! thy loſs of Sight, 
W hat has it done? I ſhall be gaz'd at now 
The more; be pointed at, There goes the 
Nor have I hid my Horrors from my (elf; 
For tho' corporeal Light be loſt for ever, 
The bright reflecting Soul, through glaring Opt 
Preſents in larger ſize her black Idea's - 
Doubling the bloody Proſpect of my Crimes, 
Holds Fancy down, "and makes her act again, 
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ih Wife, and Mother, Tortures, Hell, and Furies. 
now the baleful en brought to light! 
horrid Form they rank themſelves before me; 
bat ſhall L call this Medly of Creation ? | 
one, with all th Obedience of a Son, 
wing Joceſfta's Look, kneels at my Feet, 
1 calls me Father; there are a ſturdy Boy, 
ſembling Lajus juſt as when I kill'd him, 
up, and with his cold Hand graſping mine, - 
out, how fares.my Brother Oedipus? ED 
bat, Sons and Brothers! . Siſters and Daughters too? 
all, begone, fly from my whirling Brain; 
nce, Inceſt, Murder; hence you ghaſtly Figures !  * 
ods! Gods, anſwer; is there any mean? 
me go mad, or dye. 
Enter Jocaſta. | 
hee. Where, where is this moſt wretched of Mankind, 
s ſtately Image of Imperial Sorrow, 9 8 
hoſe Story told, whoſe very Name but mention d, 
uld cool the Rage of Feavers, and unlock 
e Hand of Luſt from the pale Virgins Hair, 
throw the Raviſner before her Feet? | 
Jed. By all my fears, I think Jocaſta's Voice! | 
ce; fly; begone: O thou far worſe than worſt 
S damning Charmers! O abhorr'd, loath'd Creature 
by the Gods, or by the Fiends, I charge thee, 
a the Eaſt, Weſt, North or South of Heav'n; 
think not thou ſhalt ever enter theres _ 
Golden Gates are barr'd with Adamant, 
inſt thee, and me; and the Celeſtial Guards, 
a3 we riſe, will daſh our Spirits down. 
jvc. O wretched Pair! O greatly wretched we! 
0 Worlds of Woe! | | 
ped. Art thou not gone then? Ha! | 
V dar'ſt thou ſtand the Fury of the God!? 
com'ſt thou in the Grave to reap new Pleaſures? 
yoc. Talk on, till thou mak'ſt mad my rowling Brain; 
dan ſtil} more Death: and may thoſe diſmal Sources 
| bubb e on, and pour forth Blood and Tears. 
thinks at ſuch a Meeting, Heav'n ſtands till _. 
4 * 


The Sea nor ebbs, nor ſlowsz this Mode hllk Earth 
Is heav'd no more; the buſie Emmets ceaſe; 


Vet hear me on — 
Oed. Speak then, and blaſt my Soul. 1 0 
Foc. O my lov'd Lord, tho' I reſolve a Ruin 
To match my Crimes; by all my Miſeries, 
Tis Horror, worſe than thouſand thouſand Deathy, 
To ſend me hence without a kind Farewel. 
Oed. Gods? how ſhe ſhakes me!---ſtay thee, O Jus 
Speak ſomething ere thou goeſt for ever from me. 
 » Foc. Tis Woman's Weakneſs that I would be pi 
Pardon me then, O greateſt, tho' moſt wretched, 
Of all thy Kind; my Soul is on the brink, 
And ſees the boiling Furnace juſt beneath: 
Do not thou puſh me off, and I will go 
With ſuch a willingneſs, as if that Heav'n 
With all its Glories glow'd for my reception. 
Oed. O, in my Heart, 1 feel the Pangs of Nature 
It works with kindneſs o'er: Give, give me way; 
I feel a melting here, a tenderneſs, 
Too mighty for the Anger of the Gods: 
Direct me to thy Knees, yet oh forbear! 
Left the dead Embers ſhould revive, 
Stand off. ——and at juſt Diſtance 
Let me groan my Horrors here 
On the Earth, here below my utmoſt Gale; 
Here ſob my Sorrows, till I burſt with fghing: 
Hcre gaſp and languiſh out my wounded Soul. 
Foc, In ſpight of all thoſe Crimes, the eruel God 
Can charge me with, I know my Innocence; 
Know yours: tis Fate alone that makes us wrets 
For you are ſtill my Husband. | 
Oed. Swear I am, | 
And T1! believe thee, ſteal into thy Arms, 
Renew Endearments, think em no Pollutions, 
But chaſt as Spirits Joys: gently PII come, 
Thus weeping blind, like Dewy-Night, upon th 
ye fold 77 ſoftly 55 my Arms to —_— | 
6 G Lajus aſcends by degrees pointing at Joh 
ee. Be gone, my Lord 74 what are we ar 
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| from Rane! Whiyl-winds,. Sens, Continents, | | 
ſ Worlds}: divide us! Othrice happy thou, 
ho haſt no uſe of Eyes; for bere's a Sight 

ould turn the welken Face of Mercy $ ſelf 
0 wild Fury. 1025 | ; 

Oed. Ha! dat ek hoy there? 3 

% The Spirit of my Husband! O the Gods! 
ow wan he looks? 
Oed. Thqu rav'ſt; thy Husband's here, 

Joc. There, there he mounts, 
circling Fire, amongſt the bluſhing Clouds! 

7 waves Jocaſta from the World! 

. Jocaſta, Oedipus. [Vaniſh with Thunder. 
What wouldft thou have? 

- know 'ſt cannot come to thee, detain'd 
Darkneſs here, and kept from means of Death. 

e heard a Spirit's Force is wonderful; 
twhoſe Approach when ſtarting from his Dungeon, 
he Earth does ſhake, and the old Ocean groans, 

cks are remov'd, and Towers are thundred down; 
d Walls of Braſs, and Gates of Adamant, 

te paſſable as Air, and fleet like Winds. 


1 Was that a Raven's Croak or my Son's Voice? 
o matter which; I'll to the Grave and hide me: 

uth open, or Tl tear thy Bowels u | | 
rk! he goes on, and blabs the Decd of Inceſt. 
Led. Strike then, Imperial Ghoſt, daſh all at once 
us Houſe of Clay into a thouſand Pieces: 


hat my pond lingring Soul may take her Flight 
morta 


d your Dwellings. 

Joe. Haſte thee then, 
[ ſhall be before thee : See, thou canſt not ſee 'Y 
en] will tell thee that my Wings are on: 
mount, I'll fly, and with a Port Divine 

lice all along the gaudy Milky Soil, 

o find hy fe out; ask every God 


bis bright Palace, if he knows my Lajus, 
7 nerd Lajus! 


Ved. Ha! how's this, Jocaſſa? 
ly, if thy Brain be lick, then thou art happy. 
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Joe. Hal will you nor? ſhall I noy find him owt 
Will you not ſhow him? are my. Tears deſpige? * 
Why, then I'll thunder: yes, I will be mad. 
And fright you with my Cries: yes, cruel Gods! 
Tho? Vultures, Eagles, Dragons tear my Heart, 
Tl ſnatch Celeſtial — fire all our Dwelling, 
Melt down your Golden Roofs, and make your Dig 
Of Cryſtal fly from off their Diamond Hinges, 
Drive you all out from your Ambroſial Hiyes, 
To ſwarm like Bees about the Field of Heav'n; 
This will 1 do unleſs you ſhew me Lajus, 
My dear, my murder'd Lord. O Lajus / Lond, T 
Oed. Excellent Grief! why, this is as : bl 
No Mourning can be ſuitable to Crimes 
Like ours, but what Death makes, or Madneſs fon 
I cou'd have wiſh'd methought for Sight again, 
To mark the Gallantry of her Diſtraction: 
Her blazing Eyes darting the wandring Stars, 
FT have ſeen her mouth the Heav'ns and mate the 
While with her thund'ring Voice ſhe menac'd hig 
And every Accent twang'd with ſmarting Serroy; 
But what's all this to thee? thou Coward yet 
Art living, canſt not, wilt not find the Road 
To the great Palace of magnificent Death ; 
Tho'thouſand Ways lead to his thouſand Doors, 
Which Day and Night are ſtill unbarr'd for all. 
[ Claſping of Swords : Drums and Trumpet: vi 
Hark! *tis the noiſe of claſhing Swords! the Sounl 
Comes near: O, that a Battel would come o er ts 
If 1 but graſp a Sword, or wreſt a Dagger, 
Pl make a Ruin with the firſt that falls. 
Euter Hzmon, with Guards. 
Ham. Scize him, and bear him to the WeſteraTt 
Pardon me, Sacred Sir; I am inform'd 
That Creon has Deſigns upon your Life: 


Forgive me then, if, to preſerve you from him, ＋. A 
I order your Confinement. one, 

Oed Slaves unhand me. 7. A 
I think thou haſt a Sword : tã the wrong fide Bhd the 


/ 
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- cruc} Hamon, think not I will live; ; 
hat could rear his Eyes out, ſure can find 

ne deſperate way to ſtifle his curſt Breath: 

f I ſtarve! bur that's a lingring Fate; 

if | leave my Brains upon the Wall! 

e Airy Soul can eaſily o'er-ſhoot = | 

oſe Bounds with which thou ſtriv'ſt to pale her in: 
„ will periſh in deſpight of thee; | 
„by the Rage that ſtirs me, if I meet thee 

other World I'll curſe thee for this Uſage. ¶ Ex. 
em. Tirefias, after him, and with your Counſel 

iſe him humbly ; charm, if poſſible, g 
e Feuds within: while I without extinguiſh, 
periſh in th* Attempt, the Furious Creon; 

xt Brand which ſets our City in a Flame. 

ir. Heav'n proſper your Intent, and give a Period 
all your Plagues- what old Tirefias can, 

| ſtrait be done. Lead, Manto, to the Tow'r. 

| Er. Tir. Manto. 
lan. Follow me all, and help to part this Fray, 


[ Trumpets again. 
fill together in the bloody Broil. | 
"er Creon with Eurydice, Pyracmon and his Party 
giving Ground to Adraſtus. | 


t, and behold : Eurydice is my Priſener. 

Ws. What would*ſt thou, Hell-hound? 

e, See this brandiſh'd Dagger: 

ego th' advantage which thy Arms have won, 

dy the Blood, which trembles through the Heart 
her whom more than Life I know thou lov'ſt, 

ury to the Haft in her fair Breaſt, N 


d. Stay thee, damn'd Wretch, hold, ſtop thy 
. Give order then, that on this Inſtant now, 
Moment, all thy Soldiers ſtrait disband. : 

. Away my Friends, ſince Fate has ſo allotted z 
Pac, and leave me to the Villain's Mercy. * 

7. Ah, my Adraftus! call em, call em back! 


p fide. | chere; come back! O, cruel barbarous Men! 


t. Hold, hold your Arms, Adreftus, Prince of Argos, 


Inſtrument of my Revenge. [bloody Hand. 
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Could you then leave your Lord, your Prince, your} , Fa 
After ſo bravely baving fought his Cauſe, uro 
To periſh by the Hand of this baſe Villain? 2 
Why rather ruſh you not at once together 
All to his Ruin? drag him through the Streets, 
Hang his contagious bebe on the Gates; 
Nor let my Death affright you. | 
Ce. Die farſt thy ſelf then. 
Adr. O, I charge thee, hold. 
Hence, from my Preſence all; he's not my Friend 
That diſobeys: See, art thou now appeas d? 
1 Er. Attend 
Or is there ought elſe yet remains to do 
That can attone thee? {lake thy thirſt of Blood 
With mine; but ſave, O fave that innocent Wretd 
Se. Forego thy Sword, and yield thy ſelf my priſ 
Eur. Vet while there's any Dawn of Hope to ſa 
Thy precious Life, my dear Adraſtus, ; 
What-e'er thou doſt, deliver not thy Sword; ' 
With that thou may'ſt get off, tho' Odds oppoſe i 
For me, O, fear not; no, he dares not touch me; 
His horrid Love will ſpare me. Keep thy Sword; 
Left I be raviſn'd after thou art ſlain. 
Adr. Inſtrutt me, Gods! What ſhall Agdraſturdo 
Cre. Do what thou wilt, when ſhe is dead; my Sol 
With numbers will o'er-power thee. Ist thy Wiſh 
Furydice ſhould fall before thee ? | 
Adr. Traitor, no: 
Better, that thou and I, and all Mankind 
Should be no more. 
Cre. Then caſt thy Sword away 
And yield thee to my Mercy, or I ſtrike. 
Adr. Hold thy rais'd Arm: give me a moment's ff 
My Father, when he bleſt me, gave me this; 
My Son, ſaid he, let this be thy laſt Refuge: 
If thou forego'ſt it, Miſery attends thee 
Yet Love now charms it from me; which in all 
The Hazards of my Life I never loſt. 
Tis thine, my faithful Sword, my only Truſt; 
Tho' my Heart tclls me that the Gift is fatal. 
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Fatal! Ves, fooliſh Love- ſick Prince, it ſhall? 

Artogance, thy Scorn, TO > ly CEN 

Wounds Remembrance, 

mall at once the fatal Point upon thee. 

um, to the Palace, diſpatch : 

King : hang Hemon up, for he is Loyal, 

| will oppoſe me: Come, Sir, are you ready? 

5. Yes, Villain, for whatever thou canſt dare. 

7, Hold Creon, or thro' me, thro'me you wound⸗ 

i, Off, Madam, or we periſh both; behold | 

not unarm'd, my Ponyard's in my Hand: Ze 

ore away. ih 

„ Ill guard your Life with mine. 2 

. Die both then; there is now no time for dallying. 
| | [ Kills Eu ydice. 

v. Ah, Prince, farewel! farewel, my dear Adraſtut. 


\ | Dies. f 
. Unheard of Monſter! eldeſt born of Hell / 


", to thy Primitive Flames. [tabs Creon. 

„ Help, Soldiers, help: 2 5 

ige me. 

„ More, yet more: a thouſand Wounds! 

amp thee till, thus, to the gaping Furies. | 
[ Adraſtus falls, kill d by the Soldiers; 

Hæmon, Guards with Alcander, and Pyracmon 

bound: the Aſſaſſms are driven off, 

mm, I am flain; nor need | name 

human Author of all Villanies; 

e he lies gaſping. | 

f | muſt plunge in Flames, 

irk my Arm; baſe Inſtrument, unfit 

the Dictates of my daring Mind; 

burn for ever, O weak Subſtitute 

lat, the God, Ambition. | [Dies. 

5. She's gone; O deadly Marks- man, in the Heart! 

the Pangs of Death ſhe graſps my Hand - 

Is too tremble, as if ſhe would ſpeak 

ſt Farewel. G Oedipus, thy Fall 

at; and nobly now thou goeſt attended. 

[talk of Heroes, and Celeſtial Beauties, 

Þ 


ent's pl 


n all 
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And wondrous Pleaſures in the other World; 
Let me but find her there, I ask no more. (1 

Enter a Captain zo Hæmon; with Tireſias aud 
Gap. O, Sir, the Queen Jocaſta, ſwift and wild, 

As a robb'd Tygreſs bounding o'er the Woods 
© Has afted Murders that amaze Mankind: * 
la twiſted Gold I ſaw her Daughters hang 
On the Bed Royal; and her little Sons 
Stabb'd through the Breaſts upon the bloody Pilloy 

Hem. Relentleſs Heav'ns! is then the Fate of 
Never to be Atton'd? How ſacred ought. 
Kings Lives be held, when but the Death of one 
Demands an Empire's Blood for Expiation? 

But ſee! the furious mad Focaſta's here. 

SCENE draws, and diſcovers Jocaſta held by be 

men, and ſtabb'd in many places of her Boſom, ber 
difbevel'd, ber Children ſlain upon the Bed. 
Was ever ſuch a fight of ſo much Horror, 
And Pity, brought to view! 


Foe, Ah, cruel Women! | Caun 
Will you not let me take my laſt Farewel ping 
Of thoſe dear Babes? O let me run and ſeal 0d your 


My melting Soul upon their bubbling Wounds! 
PH print upon their Coral Mouths ſuch Kiſſes, 
As ſhall recall their wandting Spirits Home. 
Let me go, let me go, or 1 will tear you piecc-me: 
Help, Hæmon, help: | 
Help, Oedipus; help, Gods; Focafta dies. 
| nter Oedipus above. * 
Oed. I've found a Window, and l thank the Gol 
"Tis quite unbarr'd : ſure by the diſtant Noiſe, 
The Height will fir my fatal Purpoſe well. 
Joc. What hoa, my Oedipus; be where he tan, 
His proping Ghoſt is lodg'd upon a Tow'r, 
Nor can it find the Road: Mount, mount my Sol 
I'll wrap thy ſhivering Spirit in Lambent Flames! 
But (ce ! we're landed onthe happy Coaft; [well 
And all the golden Strands are cover'd o'er _ 
With glorious Gods that come to try our Cauſe: 
Jove, Jouve, whoſe Majeſty now fine me down; 
5 he | * 
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ho himſelf burns in unlawful Fires, 

| judge, and ſhall acquit us. O, tis dene? 
rt by Fate, upon Record Divine! | b 
| Cedipus ſhall be now ever mine. --+ 43, 6_ 

. Speak, Hermon; what has Fate been doing there? 

u dreadful Deed has mad Jocaſta done? Fes 
im. The Queen her ſelf, and all your wretched Of- 
ber Fury ſlain. | [ſpring 
d. By all my Woes, | 

hs out- done me, in Revenge and Murder; 

| ſhould envy her the ſad Applauſe: 

oh! my Children! oh! what have they done? 
vas not like the Mercy of the Heav'ns, | 

u her Madneſs on ſuch Cruelty: 

ſtirs me more than all my Sufferings, 

vith my laſt Breath I muſt call you Tyrants- 

n. What mean you, Sir? 3 8 

. Jocaſta! Lol I come. 

jus, Labdacus, and all you Spirits 

e Cadmean Race, prepare to meet me, 

reping rang d along the gloomy Shore; 

nd your Arms Cembrace me; for I come; 

il the Gods too from their Battlements+ 
id, and wonder at a Morrtal's daring z- 
when I knock the Goal of dreadful Death, 
Lind applaud me with a Clap of Thunder- 
nore, thus wing'd by horrid Fate, I come 
ua falling Meteor; lo! I fly, 

bus go downwards, to the darker Sky. by” 
Nader, be flings bimſelf from the Window, the The- 

uns gather about bis Body. TH 

. O Prophet, Oedipus is now no more 

d effect of the moſt deep Deſpair! 
Ceaſe your Complaints, and bear his Body hence: 
tradful Sight will daunt the drooping Thebaws, 

In Heav'n decrees to raiſe with Peace and Glory. 

J theſe terrible Examples warn'd, 

Fury that alarms the World, a 

nue, tho“ ne er ſo Virtuous, Great and High, _ 
zd entirely bleſt before they dye. 18 
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Wir Sophocles could undertake alone, 
Our Poets found a Work for more than One; | 
And therefore Two lay tngging at the Piece, 

With all their force, to draw the pondrous Maſs from 
A Weight that bent even Seneca's ſtrong Muſe, 
And which Corneille's Shoulders did refuſe, 

Se hard it is th! Athenian Harp to ſtring! 

So much To Conſuls yield to one juſt King, 

Terror and Pity this whole Poem ſway ; 

The migbrieſt Machines that can mount 4 Play. 

How beavy will thoſe vulgar Souls be found, 

Whom Tuo ſuch Engines cannot move from Ground? 
| When Greece and Rome have ſmil'd upon this Birth, 

D can but damn for one poor Spot of Earth, 
And when your Children find your Fudgment ſuch, 
They'll ſcorn their Sires, and wiſh themſelves born Dute 
Each haughty Poet will infer with Eaſe, 

How much his Wit muſt under-write to pleaſe. 
As ſome ſtrong Churle would brandiſhing advance 
The monumental Sword that conquer d France; 
| So you by judging this, your Fudgments teach 
= Thus far you like, that is, thus far pour reach. 
= Since then the Vote of full two thouſand Tears 
Has Crown'd this Plot, and all the Dead are theirs; 
Think it a Debt you pay, not Alms you give, 
And in your own Defence, let this Play live. 
Think em not vain, when Sophocles is ſhown, 
To praiſe his Worth, they humbly doubt their own, 
Tier as weak States each others Pow'r aſſure, 
Weak Poets by Cunjunction are ſecure: | 
Their Treat is what your Palats reliſh moſt, 
Charm Song! and Show! a Murder and a Ghoſt 
e know not what you can defire or hope, 
To pleaſe you more, but burning of a Pope. 
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My Lonp, ; 2 LE 3 
E Authors of this Poem preſent it 
| humbly to your Lordſhip's Patronage, . * 
if you ſhall think it worthy of that 
Honour. It has already been a Con- 
feſſor, and was almoſt made a Martyr 
the Royal Cauſe. But having ſtood two Tryals 
m its Enemies, one before it was acted, another 
the Repreſentation, and having been in both ac- 
ted, t is now to ſtand the Publick Cenſure in the - 
ing: Where ſince, of neceſſity, it muſt have 
lame Enemies, we hope it may alſo find the 
e Friends; and therein we are ſecure not only 
the greater Number, but of the more Honeſt 
Loyal Party. We only expected bare Juſtice 
de Permiſſion to have it Acted; and that we had, 
a ſcvere and long Examination, from an Up- 
it and Knowing Judge, who having heard both 
e and examin'd the Merits of the Cauſe in a 
k Peruſal of the Play, gave Sentence for us, 
dit was neither a Libel, not a Parallel of par- 
r Perſons. In the Repreſentation it ſelf, it 
perſecuted with ſo notorious Malice by one 
h that it procur'd us thePartiality of the other ; 
ol. II. X 2 | {o 
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_-, DEDICATION 
ſo that the Favour more than recompenc'd the] 
, judice: Aud *tis happier to have been fav ( 


"cauſe thereby the Weakneſs of the Faction j 
ſcover d, which in us, at that time, attack{ 
Soverument; and ſtood combin'd, like the M 
bers of the Rebeilious League, againſt the La 


us, That the Voices of a People are not to be 
Enemies as well as Friends have free Admil 


. Intereſts, they cou d boaſt that the Theaters 
True Proteſtant, and came inſulting to the! 


let them now aſſure themſelves, that they can 
the major part of no Aſſembly, except it be a} 


the natural Current of Obedience is, in ipipl 


| Lord, that your own Part Was neither oblcu 


we were) by the Indulgence of our good and i fathe 
ful Fellow-Subjeas, than by our own Deſerts; 


Sovereign Authority. To what Topique wil 
have recourſe, when they are manifeſtly be 
from their chief Poſt, which has always been 
pularity, and Majority of Voices? They will the þ 


ther'd in a Play-Houſe; and yet even there 


but while our Argument was ſerviceable to 


where their own Triumphs were repreſented, 


ing-#Touſe. Their Lide of Popularity is ipenty 


them, at laſt prevalent. In which, / Lord, 
the merciful Providence of God, the unſhake 
ſolution, and prudent Carriage of the King, wi 


inviolable Duty, and manifeſt Innocence . T. 
Royal Highneſs, the prudent Management d do in 

Miniſters, is alſo moſt conſpicuous. I am nth r 
_ ticular in this Commendation, becauſe I a that 
willing to raiſe Envy to your Lordſhip, w thei 
too juſt not to deſire that Praiſe ſhou'd be conte u. 
nicatęd to others, which was the common E. deli 
vour and Co-operation of all. Tis enougbtbeir j 


DEDICATION. 


then unhazardous. And if ever this 3 5 
v'd (ment, ſo well eſtabliſt'd by the Wiſdom of our 
nd fi athers, and ſo much ſhaken by the Folly of 

erts; (Age, ſhall recover its ancient Splendor, Poſte- 


on cannot be ſo ungrateful, as to forget thoſe, who 


ackd e worſt of Times, have ſtood undaunted by 

be M King and Country, and for the Safeguard of 

e La, have expos'd themſelves to the Malice of falſe - 

wil i oss, and the Madneſs of an headſtrong Rabble. 

0 be boce this glorious Work is yet unfiniſh'd, and 
een 


ch we have reaſon to hope well of the Succeſs, 
the Event depends on the unſearchable Pro- 
ice of Almighty God ʒ *tis no time to raiſe Tro- 
, while the Victory is in diſpute: But every 
aby your Example, to contribute what is in 
Whower, to maintain ſo juſt a Cauſe, on which 
& the future Settlement and Proſperity of 
e Nations. The Pilot's Prayer to Neptune 
not amiſs, in the middle of the Storm: Th 
do with me, O Neptune, what thou pleaſeſt, 


will 
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ted, 
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be 7% bo ſure to hold faſt the Rudder. We 
ſpeuh e trust firmly in the Deity, but ſo as not to 
"Dy et, that he commonly works by ſecond Cauſes, 
915 


ximits of our Endeavour with his Concurrence. 
our own Parts, we are ſenſible as we ought, 
little we can contribute with our weak Aſſiſt 


Aaken 
85 40 


ce . The moſt we can boaſt of, is, that we are 

ent ' ſo inconſiderable as to want Enemies, whom 

1 have raisd to our ſelves on no other account, 
2 


i that we are not of their number: And ſince 
5 their Quarrel, they ſhall have daily occafion 
ate us more. *Tis not, ) Lord, that any 
delights to ſee himſelf paſquin'd and affronted 
their inveterate Scriblers, but on the other ſide 
wht to be our Glory, that themſelyes believe 
A 3 not 
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| s what they write: Reaforiable Men: 
| well tisfy*d 907 90 whoſe ſakes the Venom of the 
Party is ſhed on us, becauſe they ſee that at f 


a 


ritten | 


YR P. 


ſame time, our Ad verſaries ſpare not thoſe to wh 5440 
they owe Allegiance and Veneration. Their DU er our 
ſpare has puſh'd them to break thoſe Bonds; . '< ** 
"is obſervable, that the lower they are driven, H. 7 
more violently” they write: As Lucifer and nh k 
Companons were only proud when Angels, Mt. «; 
grew malicious when Devils. Let them rail, lince! fru d 4 
the only Solace of their Miſeries, and the only Mi thought 
venge, which, we 75 60 they now can take. The gr fe 
eſt and thebeſtof Men are above their reach; and i * 
our Meanneſs, though they aſſault us like Foot. . the 
ders in the dark, their Blows: have done us lit EE 
harm; we yet live, to juſtifie our ſelves in oj 1 F 
Day, to'vindicate our Loyalty to the Governmeſ , jour 
and to aſſure your Lordſhip, with all. Submiſii juur ir- 
and Sincerity; that we are . 
b one 
mY 4 
' purc ha 
Tour Lordfuip's E 
e him u 
ſhow you 
| | i make h 
moſt Obedient, Faithful Servants, i wy; 
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the | | 
1 Begot our Cov'nqnt - Guiſard's For 't Whizg : . 


ter our hot- brain 4 Sherif3 did advance, . 


| , like our Faſhions, firſt prodac'ui# France : 
. |, when worn out, well [CoM 


ars here. 


mer, like their godly B vg 


d LL: the [ame Trick, ict Pla) d, our Nation gull? © 
: 3 oe Ae Aue 
| hoks as if the Devil were grown awull; 2 


? 


ſery/d us up, in ſcorn, his broken Meat, 
thought we were not worth a better Cheat. 


TY 


+ AE e erf 


J, the Name but chang'd, our naſty Nation 

wi its on Execrement, 21 Aſſociation, 

mne, we have not learn d their pois'ning way, 

that's a Mode but newly come in play; © © 

fer, your Drug's uncertain to preuailß 

your true Projeſiant\can never fail, 

bat compendious Inſtrument, a Flail. 
LOI 7x . 

u; and, bite, ev 'n thong h the Hook-lies bare; 

ie in one Age expel be Lauful Heir? 


Py 


M © 


{purchaſe for us d Tyrant Lord. | 
1 for your Ning; but yet your Purſes ſpare; 
him not Pwo-pence richer by your Prayer. 
ſew you: loue him much, chaſtiſe him more; 


b bim te Wars, but ftill no Pence advance; 
bim loſe England, to recover France. 
| Freedom up with Popular noi ſie Votes: 


5 
La 


(yet enough to cut aach others Throats, 

all the Rights that fence your Monarchs Throne; 

fear of too much Pony, pray leave him none. 

Noiſe was made of Arbitrary Sway 3 

in Revenge, you: Whiggs, have found 4 V4 
Arbitre Daty now to pay. n, 

t his own Servants lurn, to ſave their takes 


err 
| - 5 \ 4 4 "a LY 


irren by Mr. Degen Spoken by Mr. Smith. 


2d, aui Han, ber, 


e more decide Religion by the Sword? | | ” . 


( make him very Great, and very. Porr. 


[ 


\ 
\ 
en 


RUE 

But let ſome Judas near his Perſon ſlay, © 
To ſwallow the laſt Sop, and then betray. 

Make London independant of the Crows : 

A Realm apart; the Kingdom of the Town, 

Let Ignoramus Fjries find no Tray 
And Ignoramus Poets ſcribble Saty 
Aud, that your Meaning none may fail to ſcan, 

0, what in Coffee-houſes you began; 

— down the Maſter, and Set up the Man. 
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"THE King, Mr. &ynaſton. 
YR Duke of Guiſe, Mr. Betterton. 
Duke of Mayenne, Mr. Fevon. 
Erillon, © Mr. Smith. 
The Cardinal of Guz/e, Mr. Wiltſhire. 
Archbiſhop of Lyons, Mr. Perin. 
Alphonſo Corſo, Mr. Monfert. 
Polin, Mr. Bowman, 
Aumale, Mr. Carlile. 
Buſſy, Mr. Saunders, 
The Curate of St. Euſtace, Mr. Underhill." } 
Malicorne, © —- Mr. Percival 
Melanax, 4 Spirit, Mr. Gill, © 


Two Sher its, 


Citizens and Rabble, G. 


Dramatis Perſons. 


Bright and dat 


, on 
Queen-Mother, . Lssdy Jans ch. 
Marmoutier, . Mrs. Beryy. 
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THE. 


UKE of GUISE 


TL SCENEL.. 


% 


EINE rhe Council of Sixteen Seated: Aw 
ty Chair prepar d for the Duke of Guiſe. 


Buſly and Polin, two of the Sixteen. 
? 1 "UPS. 


NIN | there! more Lights; what, burn the 

| Tapers dim, 

When glorious Guiſe, the Moſes, Gideon, 

David, 

The Saviour of the Nation, makes approach? 
Pol. And therefore are we met; the 
Whole Sixteen, , 

a ſway the Crowd of Paris, guide their Votes, 

nage their Purſes, Perſons, Fortunes, Lives, 

uount the Cuiſe, where Merit calls him, high; - 

| gire him a whole Heay' n, for room to ſhinee 


1 
34 3 


Enter 


3.30 i The: Dab f GU Is R 


— Buſ. The Aon Ge 2 
; The Curate of St. ce comes at l 
But, Father, why fo late? n 
5 cur. 1 have been taking godly Pains, to fatisfie ſo 
Scruples rais'd amongſt” weak Brothers of our p 
that were ſtaggering in the Cauſe. 
| Pol. What cou'd they find t object? 
» cur. They thought to Arm againſt the King 


 _ Buf: Thape yau ſet em right? © [Trap 


Cr. Ves; and for Anſwer, I produc'd this Bool 
A Calviniſt Miniſter of Orleans F wa 
.. Writ this, to juſtifte the Admiral | 
For taking Arms againft the King deceas'd: 
Wherein he proves that irreligious Kings 
| May juſtly be depos'd, and put to Death. - 
| Buſ. To borrow Arguments from Heretick Rook 
Methinks was not ſo prudent. q 
+ Cur. Yes, from the Devil, if it would help our Cy 
The Author was indeed a Heretick 
The Matter of the Book is good and pious. 
Pal; But one prime Article of our Holy League, 
Is to preſerve the King, his Pow'r and Perſon. 
Cur, That muſt be ſaid, you know, for Decency 
A pretty Blind to. make the Shot ſecure. 
Buſ. Bas dhe rimitive Chriſtians 2 rebel, 
Muhen under Heathen Lords? I hope they did. 
Gur. No ſure, they did not; for they had not Po 
The Conſcience of a People is their Pow'r. 
Pol. Well; the next Article in our Solemn Care 
Has clear*d\the Point again. * 
Buſ. What is't? I ſhou'd be glad to find the N 
Wo ſaſen than needs muſt, ©  * [eech 
Fol. That in caſe of Oppoſition from any Perſon wi 
Cur, That's well, that's well; then the King 
excepted, if he oppoſe us | 
Pol. We are oblig'd to join as one, to puniſh 
All, who attempt to hinder or diſturb us. 
Buſ. "Tis a plain Caſe the King's included i 
Puniſhment, in caſe he rebell againſt the People. 


Pol. But how can he rebell? 
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The Duke. of G U s E. 33 
v. 1] make it out: Rebellion is an Inſurrection a- 
the Government; but they chat huue the Power 
itually the Government: Therefore if the People 
the Power, the Rebellion is in the King. 
. A moſt convincing: Argument for Faction. 
7. For Arming, if you pleaſe; but not for Fackion. 
fil the Faction is the feweſt number; 
what they call the lawful Government, 
oy the Faction; for the moſt are ours 
. Since we are prov dito be above. the King, I 
ie gladly underſtand whom we are to obey; or he- 
ve are to be all Kings together? | | 
. Are you a Member of the League, and ask that 
Queſtion? e DW 
re's an Article, that, I: may ſay; is as neceſſary as any 
be Creed: Namely, that we, the ſaid Aſfociates, are 
rn to yield ready Obedience, and Faithful Service 
that Head which ſhall be deputed. 323 
. Tis moſt maniſeſt, t hat by Virtue of our Oath 
ire all Subjects to the Duke of Gui ſe. The Kings 
Officer that Has Hetray d his Pruſt; and therefore w ]] 
e urn d him out of Service. : V. 
net. Agreed, agreed. | 8 Bk 
the Duke'of Guiſe; Cardinal: off Guite,  Aumales: © 
Inches before them. The Duke takes abe Chair. 
. Your Highneſs enters in a lucky Hour; 
manimous Vote you heard, confirms your Choiee, 
Bad of Paris, and the Holy League. N 
d lay nen ro that. | | 
Tou are our Champion; -Buckler of our Faith. | 
The King, like Saul, is Heav'nsrepented Choices 
dis Anoint d one, on better Thought: A 
„ Tm what you pleaſe to call me: Any thing; 
tenant General, Chief, or Conſtable, 
0 Names, thar only mean your Slave. 
/ You chas'd the Germans hence, exil'd Navarro; 
teſcu d Nauro from Hereticks and Strangers. | 
2 What he and alt of us have done, is known. 
as oor Reward?' Our Offices are loſt, | 
nd ont like labour'd Oxen, after Harv: ſt, 
W_* bare Commons of the wither'd Field: 
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33 ,- The Dake of G UI 8 E. 
Buſ. Our Charters will go next; becauſe we gn 
Permit no Juſtice to be done on thoſe | 


The Cour: calls Rebels, but we call them Sean 


Gui. Yes, we are all involv'd, as Heads, or Pariig; 
PDipt in the noiſie Crime of State, call'd Treaſon: 
And Traitors we muſt be, to King, or 


. Country. 
Buſ. Why then my Choice is made. 14 80 

Pol. And mine. K | 
Omn. And all. 


Card. Heav'n is it ſelf Head of the holy League; 


And all the Saints are Cov'nanters, and Gui ſard.. 
Gui, W har ſay you, Curate? | 
cur. I hope well, my Lord. 


Card. That is, he hopes you mean to make him Abbo 


And he deſerves your care of his Preferment, 


For all his Prayers are Curſes on the Government; 


And all his Sermons Libels on the King. 
In ſhort, a Pious, Hearty, Factious Prieſt, 


Gui. All that are here my Friends, ſhall inaremyk 
Fhere's Spoil, Preferments, Wealth enough in Fra 


'Tis but deſerve and have: The Spaniſh King 
Conſigns me fifty thouſand Crowns a Week 
To raiſe and to foment a Civil-War. 
"Tis true, a Penſion from a Foreign Prince 
Sounds Treaſon in the Letter of the Law, 
But good Intentions juſtifie rhe deed. 
Cur. Heav'n's good; the Cauſe is 
No matter whence it comes. 


Shop Conſciences, of proof againſt an Oath, 
Preach'd up, and ready tin'd tor a Rebellion. 
Gui. Why then the Noble Plot is fit for birth; 
And Labouring France cries out for Midwife hand: 
We miſs'd ſurprizing of the King at Blois, 
When laſt the States were held; twas Over-figit: 
Beware we make not ſuch another Blot. 


Card. This Holy time of Lent we have him ſore 


He gocs unguarded, mix'd with whipping Fryat 


/ 


good; the 1 


Byſ. Our City Bands are twenty thouſand ſtrong; 
Well diſciplin'd, well arm'd, well ſcaſon'd Traitor; 
Thick rinded Heads, that leave no room for Nen 
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tat Proceſſion, he's more fir for Heav'n: 

bat hinders us to ſeize the Royal Penitent, - 

u cloſe him in a Cloyſter? g 

Gr. Or diſpatch him: I love to make all fure, + 
Gui. No, guard him ſafe; 

in Diet will do well: „ will POR him into Reaſon, 
he exclude his Brother of Navarre, 

xd graft Succeſſion on a worthier Choice: 

o favour this, five hundred Men in Arms 

all ſtand: prepar'd to enter at your Call, 

xd ſpeed the Work : Sc. Martin's Gate was nam'd: 

t the Sheriff Conty, who commands that Ward, 
uſs d me Paſſage there. 

H. I know that Conzy : | 
Sniveling, Conſcientious, Loyal Rogue: "i 
ll Peach, and ruin all. — 
Card. Give out he's Arbitrary; a Navarriſt; 1 
Heritick; diſcredit him betimes; 

2 his Witneſs void. 

Cu. I'll ſwear him Guilty. 0 
mallow Oaths as eaſie as Snap-dragon, | 9 
ck-Fire that never burns. 

4. Then Buſſy, be't your care admit my — 
Prrte St. Honors: | riſes] Night wears apace, 
1d Day- light muſt not peep on dark Deſigns. 
"ll my ſelf to Court; pay Formal Duty; 

te leave; and to my Government retire : 
patient to be ſoon recall'd; to ſee 

e King Impriſon'd, and the Nation free. 
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L 
| Enter Malicorn ſclus. 

al, Each diſmal Minute when I call to Mind 
e Promiſe that J made the Prince of Hell, Wl 
one and twenty Years to be his Slave, | 
which near twelve are gone, my Soul runs back, 
e Wards of Reaſon ro ol info their Spring. 
horrid Thought / but one and twenty Vears, N 
d twelve near paſt, then to be ftcep'd in Fire, WW 
- againſt Rocks, or ſnatch'd from molten Lead, 1 
king and droppin 85 born by Mp . 
And 
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And queneh'd tenzhouſand Fathom. in the Deep 


l f ; Knocking at thy 1 

But hark! he comes, ſee there, my Blood ſtands 

My Spirits ſtart an end for Guiſes Fate. | 
3 Devil riſes. 


q Mal. What Counſel does the Fate of Guiſe aq 
| Dev. Remember with his Prince there's no del, 


- Bur, the Sword drawn, to fling the Sheath aWay; 
Let not thegear of Hell his Spirit, grieve, 
The Tomb is ſtill, whatever Fools believe; 

Laugh at the Tales which wither'd Sages bring, 
Proverbs and Morals, let the Waxen King 
That rules the Hive, be born without a Sting; 
Let Guiſe by Blood reſolve to mount: to Pow'r, 
And he is great as Mec has Emperor; | 
He comes, bid him not ſtand on Altar Vows, 

Baut then ſtrike deepeſt, when he loweſt: bows; 
Tell him Fate's aw'd when an Uſurper Springs, 

And joyns to crowd out Juſt Indulgent Kings. | % 

Enter the Duke of Guiſe, and Duke of Mayen, 

May. All Offices and Dignities he gives 
To your profeſt and moſt inveterate Foes; 

But iſ he were inclin'd, as we could wiſh him, 
There is a Lady Regent at his Ear, 
That never Pardons. 

Gui. Poyſon on her Name, +; 
Take my Hand on't, that Cormorant Dowager 
Will never reſt, till ſhe has all our Heads 

In her Lap. 1 was at Bayon with her, 
When She, the King, and Griſly d' Alva met; 
Methinks l {ce her liſtening now before me, 
Marking the very Motion of his Beard, 
His op'ning Noſtrils and his Dropping Lids, 
I hear him Croak too to the Gaping Council; 

EFiſh for the great Fiſh,, take no care for Frogs, 
Cut off the Popy-Heads, Sir; Madam, charm 
The Winds but faſt, the Billows will be ſtill. 


May. But Sir, how comes it you ſhould be thus u 


Still puſhing Councils when among your Friend 
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tat the Court cabtions; and cold as Age, 
u ſeem to me two Men? e Ta 
xi, The Realon's plain: IG. es 
with my Friends, becauſe the Queſtion giv'n, 
art the e Tight where others drag. 
i; is the effẽct of Equal Elements, 
Atoms juſtly pois d; nor ſhould you wonder 
re at the ſtrength of Body than of Mind; 
; equally the ſame to ſee me plunge | 
long into the Seine all over 'Arm'd, 
d Plow againſt the Torrent to my Point, 
was to hear my Judgment on the Germans; 
Wis to another Man wou'd be a brag, 
at the Court among my Enemies, 

be as I am here quite off my Guard, 
old make me ſuch another thing as Grillon, 
blunt, hot, honeft, downright, valiant Fool. 
lay. Yet this you muſt allow a Failure in you 
u love his Neece, and to a Politician, 
baſſion's bane, but Love directly Death. _ 
pu, Falſe, falſe, my Mayen, rhou'rt but half Guiſe 
re ſhe not ſuch a wondrous Compoſition, 
Soul ſo fluſh & as wine is with Ambition, 
xcious and ſo nice, muſt have difdain'd her; 
ſhe was made when Nature was in humour, 
if a Gillon got her on the Queen, 
ere all the honeſt Atoms fbught their way; 
dk a full Tincture of the Mother's Wit, 
left the dregs of Wickedneſs behind. = 
ay. Have you not told her what we have in hand? 
ui. My utmoſt aim has been to hide it from her, 
there l'm ſhort, by the long Chain of Cauſes 
has ſcan'd it, juſt as if ſhe were my Soul: 
ugh I flew about with Circumftances, 
nals, Oaths, Improbabilities; | | 
through the Hiſtories of our Lives, ſhe look d, 
law, ihe overcame. 5 
2. Why chen, we're all undone, " | 
ui. Again you err. | 

_ Chaſt 


— 


— 
« 
-» 
. 
. 
1 


9 


335 The Duke of GUISE. ” 


Chaſt as ſhe is, ſhe wou'd as ſoon give up 
Her Honour, as betray me to the Ring: Then 
I tell thee, ſhe's the Character of Heay'n + 
Such an habitual over-womanly Goodneſs, ſee y 
he dazles, walks meer Angel upon Earth. (here 
But ſee, ſhe comes, call the Cardinal Guiſe, 
While AMalicorn attends for ſome Diſpatches, bud! 
Before I take my farewell of the Court. emos 
Enter Marmoutire. 
Mar. Ah, Guiſe, you arc undone. che 
Sui. How, Madam? | | mphl, 


Mar. Lolt, | bile 3 
Beyond the poſſibility of Hope: 
Deſpair, and dic. 898 0 
Gui. You menace deeply, Madam, G 
And ſhould this come from any Mouth but yours, wi 
My Smile ſhould anſwer how the Ruin touch'd me. er t. 
Mar. Why do you leave the Court? 
Gui. The Court leaves me. 
Mar. Were there no more but wearineſs of State 
Or cou'd you, like great Scipio, retire, 
Call Rowe ungrateful, and fit down with that; p of t 
Such inward Gallantry would gain you more, 
Than all the ſullied Conqueſt you can boaſt: 
But oh, you want that Roman Maſtery ; 
You have too much of the tumultuous Times, 
And I muſt mourn the Fate of your Ambition. 
Gui. Becauſe the King diſdains my Services, 
| Muſt I not let him know I dare be gone? 
What when I feel his Council on my Neck, 
Shall I not caſt em backward if I can 
And at his Feet make known their Villany? þ 
Mar. No, Guiſe, not at his Feet, but on his He 
For there you ſtrike. | 
Gut. Madam, you wrong me now; 
For ſtill what-c'er ſhall come in Fortune's whiris, 
His Perſon muſt be ſafe. 
Mar. I cannot think it. 
However, your laſt Words confeſs too much. 
Conſeſs, what nced I urge that Evidence, 
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Then every Hour 1 ſee you court the Crowd. 
Then with the Shouts of the rebellious Rabble, 
ke you born on Shoulders to Cabals; 5 
There with the Traiterous Council of Sixteen, 
n fir and Plot the Royal Henry's Death. | 
aud the Majeſtick Name with Fumes of Wine, 
famous Scrowls, and Treaſonable Verſe; + 
hile, on the other ſide, the Name of Guiſe, +» 
| the whole Kennel of the Slaves, is rung 
nphleteers, Balladmongers, ſing your Ruin, 
hile all the Vermin of the vile Parifans 
os up their greaſie Caps where-e'er you paſs, 
xd hurl your dirty Glories in your Face. | 
67, Can I help this? My Od 
Mar. By Heaven, I'd Earth my ſelf, 
ther than live to act ſuch black Ambition: 
5 Sir, you ſeek it with your Smiles and Bows, 
is ide, and that fide congeing to the Crowd; 

have your Writers too, that cant your Battels, 
at ſtile you the New David, Second Moſes, 
pot the Church, Deliverer of the People. 
n from the City, as from the Heart, they ſpread 
Iro' all the Provinces, alarm the Countries, 
here they run forth in Heaps, bellowing your Won? 
en cry, The King, the King's a Hugenor, [ ders, 
l pight of us, will have Navarre ſucceed, os 
ght of the Laws, and ſpight of our Religion: 
ve will pull'em down, down with em, down.[Kneels,” 
pi, Ha, Madam? Why this Poſture? | 
77, Hear me, Sir: | Tr 
if tis poſſible, my Lord, I'll move you. 

back, return, implore the Royal Mercy; | 
tis too late, I beg you by theſe Tears, . 
e Sighs, and by th' ambitious Love you hear mez 
ul the Wounds of your poor Gan 4 
J blecds to Death, O ſeek the beſt of Kings, 
ch fling your ſtubborn Body at his Feet: - 
[Pardon ſhall be ſign d, your Country ſav'd, 
ins and Matrons all ſhall ſing your Fame, 
every Babe ſhall bleſs = Guiſe's Name, - 
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And nothing but your Stay ſhall hinder me; 


"338 The Duke of GUISE: * 


Gui. O rife, thou Image of the Deity; 
You ſhalliprevail, 1 will do any thing; + 
You have broke the very Gall of my Ambition, 
And all-my Powers now float in Peace again: 
Be fatisfy'd that I will ſee the King, | 
Kneel to him, ere I Journey to Champagn, 
And beg a kind Farewell. 
Mar. No, no, my Lord; | 
I ſee throꝰ that, you but withdraw a while, 
To Muſter all the Forces that you can, 
And then rcjoyn the Council of Sixteen. 
You muſt not go. | 
Gui. All the Heads of the League 


Expect me, and I have engag'd my Honour. 1 


Mar. Would all thoſe Heads were off, ſo youny 
Once more, O Guiſe, the weeping Marmoutire 
Entreats you do not go. | 

Gui. Ir poſlible 
That Guiſe ſhould ſay, in this he muſt refuſe you? 

Mar. Go then, my Lord. I late receiv'd a Lan 
From one at Court, who tells me the King loves u 
Read it, there is no more than what you hear. 
I-have Jewel offer d too, perhaps may take em: 
And i you go from Paris, l' re Court. 

m, But Madam, I have often heard you (ay, 
You lov'd not Courts. | 

Mar. Perhaps I have chang'd my Mind: 
Nothing as yet could draw me, but a King, 
And ſuch a King, ſo good, ſo juſt, fo great, 
That at his Birth the Heavenly Council paus d, 


And then at laſt cry'd out, This is a Man. 
Gui. Come, tis but Counterfeit; you dare not 


Mar. Go to your Government, and try. 
Gui. I Will. e 3 
Mar. Then T'll to Court, nay, to the King: 

- Gui, By Heav'n 995 3 
I ſwear, you cannot, ſhall not, dare not ſec bim. 
Mar. By Heav'n I can, I dare, nay, and 1 will 


For now, methinks, I long for't, 


"The Duke of GUISE. 


zi, Poſſible? _ 

47. I'll give you yet a little time to think: 

if | hear you go to take your leave, 

meet you there, before the Throne III Rang, 
x, you ſhall ſce me knecl, and kiſs his Hand. Ex- 
u. Furies and Hell? She does but try me: > why 

is the Mother-Queen and Eſpernon, 
hot Delbene, Alphonſo Corſo too, 

packt to plot, and turn me into Madneg. 

[Reading the' Letter. 

ter Cardinal Guiſe, Duke of Mayen Malicorn, &c. 
eu it be! Madam, the King loves you. Readi. 
Vengeance I will have; to pieces, thus, 


neces with em all. [7 ears 2 Letter. 
2 Speak lower. 
i. No; 


ele] w 


— 
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Ithe Torments of this u Paſſion, 
ollow the Revenge I vow, ſo loud, 

Father's Ghoſt ſhall hear me up to Heav'n. 

. Contain your ſelf ; this Outrage will undo us. 
= things are ripes and Love new points their 
in. 
ny good Lords, what if the mord ting Council 

e in our Power, ſhould they eſcape our Juſtice? 
by each Man's laying of his Hand 

n his Sword, you ſwear the like Reven 

ne, | wiſh that mine may both rot 

ay 

jd. No more. . 
The Council of Sixteen attend you. 
„190 — That Vermin ee Sb my Litnbs; 
may dic like the late — Francis, 
er the Barbers Hands, 1 aner choak me, 
ile alive 1 ceaſe to chew their Ruin; 

ſo Cnſo, Grillon, Prieft, together, 

ug em in Effigie, nay, to tread, 


mp, and grand em, cer they rr dend. [Ever 


- o® 1 
ns : a 1 — 
= F > P —— — = et _ - "= _ 
p ä — - — — — — a _ — = 2 — : " - — 
. — —. . — — — —_— _ Eb = — 
— — 57 k 2 — — _ K Eq * 
„52S · » QA ETA — —_— ——Ä2•8— 
1 _ _— — _ —— — mann pong, — =... 
4 -— E —— = 0 


— — 


— 
— 
— RS 


_ * 
= 
* 
> 2 w — 
— —— 2 * . 
— 
— 


2 —— 
2 LETT 


— 


— = 
2 Oe hon — 


* „ 


4 "The Dake of 0 G 9 IS E. 


Ac r W. SCENE 4b. B 


Enter Owen Mer Abbot Delbene; = 


9. M. PE: R A mark the Form of the Conſpir 
gives it, out he Journeys to Gal 
But lurks indeed at Lagny, bard by Paris,  . 
Where every Hour he hears, and gives Inſtructiom 
Mean time the Council of Sixteen aſſure him 
They have twenty ee n in Arms. 


Is it nor ſo, Polin? W Sguſir 


r Nobll 
hen on 
ſee; h 


Pol. True, on my Life; 192 ; 
And if the King doubrs the 223 3 
Send me to the Baſtile till all be prov “ d. 

9. A. Call Colonel Gtillon, che King would (pe 

with him. ben Po 

Ab. Was ever Age like chis? 

A. Polin is honeſt: 


Befide, the whole Procceding i is ſo like . | 
The hair-brain'd Rour, -I gyebs'd as much before. Mi " V 
Know then, it is reſoly'd to ſeize the King, N. T. 
When next he goes in Penitential Weeds, Mothe 


Among the Friars, without his uſual Guards; | Il thi 

Then, under ſhew of Popular Sedition, 

For Safety, ſhut him ina Monaſtery, 

And ſacrifice his Favourites to their Rage. 
Ab. When is this Council, to be held again? 
9. M. Immediatcly upon the Duke's Departure. N Conjure 

Ab. Why (ends not then the King ſufficient Cu. Hon 

To ſeize the Fiends, and hew em into Pieces? 


| 

. Tis in Appearance eaſie, but th' Effect — 
Mott — for ſtraight, upon th N n the 
The City would be ſure to be in Arms: | did ill 
Therefore to undertake, and not to compaſ, foremo 
Were to come off with Ruin and Diſhonour. em non 
You know th' Iralian Proverb, Biſogna wy ud dare 
He that will venture on a Hornet's Neſt, Dagger 
Should Arm 85 Head, * N well his Breil. A i; 2 Bl, 


8 


+ : 0 — 


ld ne'er 
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The Duke of GUISE. 341 
43, But wherefore ſeems the King ſo unreſols d? 
0. M. I brought Polin, and made the Demonſtration, 
1d him Neceſſity cry d out to take W 
Reſolution: to preſerve his Life, * © 
xd look on Guiſe as a reclaimleſs Rebel. 
through the natural Sweetneſs of his Temper, 

xd dangerous Mercy, coldly he reply'd, ZN 

dam, 1 will conſider what you ſay. / 

. Vet after all, could we but fix, him, 

9. M4. Right, 1 Ne 

e Buſineſs were more firm for this Delay; 

x Nobleſt Natures, tho' they ſuffer long, 

ben once provok d, they turn the Face to Danger. 

ſee, he comes, Alphonſo Cor ſo with him: +» 

tus withdraw, and when tis fit, rejoyn him. [Ex. 
Enter King, Alphonſo. Corſoo. 

line, Alphonſo Corſo. Ee: 

bd, Sir. RCV 

ny, 1 think thou loy'ſt me. 155 

. More thay my Lie ans ee 

g. That's much; yet I believe the. 

Mother has the Judgment of the World. 

lil things move by that: But my Alpbonſo, 

has a cruel Wit. | ER BIS Ne; * 

(pb. The Provocation, Sir. 1 2 

mw. I know it well: "3% 41 $23 439 

i thou'dſt have my Heart within thy Hand. 

Conjurations blot the Name of Kings. | 

ut Honours, Intereſt, were the World to buy him, 

make a brave Man ſmile, and do a Murder? 

refore J hate the Memory of Brutus, 7 

n the latter, ſo cry'd up in Story. 

did ill, but did it in the Sun, 4 

l foremoſt in the Field; but ſneaking Brutus, '. | 

pom none but Cowards and white-liyer'd Knaves 

ud dare commend, lagging behind his Fellows, 

Dagger in his Boſom, ſtabb'd his Father. 2 

$182 Blot which Twlly's Eloquence 

ud nc'er wipe off, tho' the miſtaken Man 


tots Makes 
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Enter Que Maher Abbot Delbene; Poli 


e gives it out he Journeys to. Cham 
Bur lurks indeed at Laguy, bard by Farit, 
Where every Hour he hears, and gives Inftrugion 
Mean time the Council of Sixteen aſſure him 


They have twenty ee en in Aue 22 
Is it nor ſo, Polin? ai an F 403 

Pol. True, on my Tits: . . r Nobl 
And if the King — 8 the N N ben on 


Send me to the Baſtile till all be prov d. 
9. A. Call Colonel Gtillon, the King would (pe 
with him. a n Po 
Ab. Was ever Age like 99 = 
V. A. Polin is honeſt: . 
Befide, the whole Procceding i is ſo like 15 
The hair- brain d Rout, I gyeG'd as much before... 
Know then, it is reſoly'd to ſeize the King, 
When next he goes in Penitential Weeds, 
Among the Friars, without his uſual Guards; Lal thi 
Then, under ſhew of Popular, Sedition, 
For Safety, ſhut him in a Monaſtery, 
And facrifice his Favourites to their Rage. 
Ab. When is this Council to be held apain? 
A. Immediately upon the Duke's Departure. N Conjur: 
b. Why ſends not then the King ſufficient Gu 
To ſeize < Fiends, and hew 'em into Pieces? 
. Tis in Appearance eaſie, but th' Effect IM b 
Mott hazardous; for ſtraight, upon th' Alarm, 
The City would be ſure to be in Arms: ot & did ill 
Therefore to undertake, and not to compaſ, I foreme 
Were to come off with Ruin and Diſhonour. 
You know th' Iralian Proverb, Biſogna wor ld dare 
He that will venture on a Hornet s Neſt, 


Should Arm * Head, and . well his Breit. 1581 
2 5 <2 
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'4þ, But wherefore ſeems the Kingſo unrefoly'g?: "A 
0. M. I brought Polin, and made the N 

od him Neceſſity cry'd out to take 55 . 
Reſolution: to preſerve his Life.. 

d look on Guiſe as a reclaimleſs Rebel. 
x through the natural Sweetneſs of his Temper, 

u dangerous Mercy, coldly he reply d, 
dam; 1 will conſider what you ſfy. 7 28d 

. Yer after * could we but br him. © 

9. M4. Right, 

e Buſineſs were more firm for this Delay; Fr 

xr Nobleſt Natures, tho” they ſuffer long, 

ben once provok d, they turn the Face to Danger: 

i ſee; he comes, Alpbonſo Corſo with him: +, + 

tus withdraw, and when tis fit, rejoyn A Ex. 

Ener King, Ast Conta. | 

Kine. Alphonſo Corſo. l 2 

5b. Sir. | 

nz, 1 think thou lov. me. xs. 8 

Wh, More than my Life. E 

That's much; — believe thee. eds way bak 

Mother has the Judgment of the World, NY» 

lil things move by that: Bur. my thin,” 

hes a cruel Wit. 

(pb. The Provocation, Sir, 

wp. I know it well: | 

it thou'dſt have my Heart within thy Hand, 

Conjurations blot the Name of Kings. 2 

bt Honours, Intereſt, were the World to buy him 

make a brave Man ſmile, and do a Murder? 

retore J hate the Memory of Brutus, * 

an the latter, ſo cry'd up in Story. | 

did ill, but did it in the Sun, 

foremoſt in the Field; but ſneaking Brugge, 1 

om none but Cowards and white-liver'd 1 

I . dare commend, lagging behind his Fellows, 

Dagger in his Boſom, ſtabb'd his Father. 

iA Blot which Tully's Eloquence 

u ner wipe off, tho' the DR Man 
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342 The Duke ef GUIs E. 
Makes bold to call thoſe Traytors Men Divine; 


To wait on your Decrees. 


Chaos and Shades, tis huddled up in Night. 


But give it o'er, I did but ſtate the Caſe. 


| Know then, I hate aſpiring Guife to Death, 


1 


Fl 


Alph. Tully was wile, but wanted Conſtancy. 
Enter Queen-Mother, Abbor Delbene. 
Q. M. Good - even Sit; tis juſt the time you oni 
King. Oh Madam. - 3 
AH. Sir, 98 N 
(mg. Oh Mother, but I cannot make it way; 


9. M. Speak then, for Speech is Morning to the lit 
It ſpreads the beauteous Images abroad, 
W hich elſe lye furbd and clouded in the Soul. 
King. You would embark me in a Sea of Blood. 
9. M. You ſee the Plot directly on your Perſon; 


Take Guiſe into your Heart, and drive your Friend 
Let Knaves in Shops preſcribe you how to {way 
And when they read your Acts, with their vile bit 
Proclaim aloud, they like not this or that; 
Then in a drove come Lowing to the Laure, 
And cry they'll have it mended, that they will, 
Or you ſhall be no King. * 
King. Tis true, the People 
Ne'er know a Mean, when once they get the Power 
But O, if the Deſign we lay ſhould fail, 
Better the Traytors never ſhould be touch'd, d caſt } 
If Execution cries not out 'tis done. 
2. 14. No Sir; you cannot fear the ſure Delgh; 
But I have liv'd roo long, ſince my own Blood 
Dares not confide in her that gave him Being. 
King. Stay Madam, ſtay, comeback, forgive mi le 
Where all our Thoughts ſhould creep hike deepeſt im 


W hor'd Muargerite, Plots upon my Life, 


And ſhall 1 not Revenge? King. | 
Q. M. Why this ; rill, | 
my at Moncontour, when in his Bloom dul gr 
He ſaw the Admiral Colligny's Back. = 08 
King. O this Whale Guiſe, with all the 1/4" ſpeak 
Might I but view him after his Plots and P lunge Grill, 1 
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ck on thoſe cowring Shallows that wait him, 

his were a Florence Maſter-· piece indeed, — 

0. M. He comes to take his leave, 

King. Then for Champagn; 1 

ur lies in wait till Paris is in Arms. | 

ll Grillon in, all that 1 beg you now, 

to be huſh'd upon the Conſultation, 

\; Urns that never blabz. 

9. M. Doubt not your Friends; 

ove em, and then you need not fear your Foes. 
Enter Grillon. 8 

King, Welcome my Honeſt-Man, my old try d Friend. 

by doſt thou fly me Grillon, and retire? © 

Grill. Rather let me demand your Majeſty, 

by fly you from your ſelf? I've heard you Rays 

ou'd arm againſt the League, why do you not: 

de Thoughts of ſuch as you, are Starts Divine, 

Ind when you mould with ſecond Caſt the Spirit, 

Air, the Life, the golden Vapour's gone. * 
ig. Soft, my old Friend, Guiſe plots upon my Life, 
lin ſhall tell thee more; haſt thou not heard —— 

' unfufferable Affronts he daily offers, 

"ar without Treafure on the Hugonots, 

wer hile I am forc'd againſt my bent of Sou. 
lainſt all Laws, all Cuſtom, Right, Succeſſion, © . 

o caſt Navarre from the Imperial Line.  _ 

Grill, Why do you, Sir? Death, let me tell the Traytor. 

King. Peace, Guiſe is going to his Government; 

[00 are his Foe of old: Go to him, Grillon; 

lit him as from me, to be employ d 

d this great War againſt the Hgonots, 

Ind prethce tell him roundly of his Fauls; 

0 farther, honeſt Grillon. _ 

Grill. Shall I fight him? | | 

4 | charge thee not. 

Grill, 


nl. if he provokes me, ſtrike him? 

dull grant me that? 

| King. Not fo, my honeſt Soldier. 

et ſpeak to him, =o "wed 

Gl]. 1 will by Heay'n to th* purpoſe, bo 
3 S And 


rain 
ges. 
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344 The Duke of GUISE: 
And if he force a beating, who can help it? ¶ Ex. c 
King. Follow Alphonſo, when the Storm is up, 
Call me te part em. 5 
Q. M. Grillon to ask him Pardon, | 
Will let Guiſe know, we are not in the Dark. 


ww the | 
Gui, V 
e Wor! 
Noble: 
Har. O 


King. You hit the Judgmemt yet, O yet, there uu extort 
Something upon my Heart, after theſe Counſels, v, Pr 
So ſoft, and ſo unworthy to be nam d. ar, I 


d were 
ould ol 
lead m 
C. De 
a7. Bi 


9. M. They ſay that Grillon's Niece is come toco 
And means to kiſs your Hanßcd. [Exit Q. Mah 
King. Could I but hope it. 
O my dear Father, pardon me in this, 
And then enjoin me all that Man can ſuffer; | 
But ſure the Powers above will take our Tears you, mi 
For ſuch a fault, Love is ſo like themſelves. E esel or 


SCENE l. The Louvre, bufe, b 


Enter Guiſe attended with bis Family, Marmontien | will 
ing bim New Dreſt, attended, &c, 


Cui. Furies, ſhe keeps her Word, and ] am lol; WWW. De 
Yer ler not thy Ambition ſhew it to her, ue, 
For after all ſhe does it but to try me, now A 
And foil my vow'd Deſigns: Madam, I ſee Hell, I 
You're come to Court; the Robes you wear become C7=illo, 
Your Air, your Meen, your Charms, your every Gt 
Will kill at leaſt your thouſand in a Day. I. Si 

Mar. What, a whole Day, and kill but one poorib . Re 

An Hour you mean, and in that Hour ten thouſand i. T 
Yes, I wou'd make with every Glance a Murder. bid yo 
Mend me this Curl. i. Th 

Gui. Woman! | loads 1 
Mar. You ſee, my Lord, an this | 
I have my Followers, like you: I ſwear ml. T. 

The Court's a Heav'nly Place; but O my Heart, High 
I know not why that Sigh ſhould come uncall'd; amy ! 
Perhaps twas for your going, yet I ſwear U twill. 
1 never was ſo moy'd, O Guiſe, as now; w, If 


Juſt as you enter'd, when from yonder Window | 
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the Kin 2 ! 445 Cy I 

4 9 all over Woman. _ 1 
e World confeſſes, Madam, Henry's Form 
Noble and Majeſtick. J's 5 


a : * 


ar. O you grudge oe nods ood 
3 Profle, — ſpeak him but by halfs. 
. Prieft, Corſo, Devils! how ſhe carries it! 
ar, | ſee, my Lord, you are come to take your leave; 
1 were it not to give the Court Suſpicion, 
ould oblige you, Sir, before you go, 
lead me to the . 2 
G4, Death and the Devil! 125 
17. But ſince that cannot be, I'll take my leave 
jou, my Lord, Heav'n grant your Journey ſafe, 
ewel once more. Not ſtir? Does, this become you? 
x your Ambition {well into your Eyes? | 
ouſie, by this Light: Nay then, proud Guiſe, 
| you, you're not worthy of the Grace, 
| will carry't, Sir, to thoſe that are, 
leave you to the Curſe of Boſom War. [ Exit, 
Hay. Is this the Heay'nly? Es 
d. Devil, Devil, as they are all; ip 
true, at firſt ſhe caught the Heav'nly Form, 

now Ambition ſers her on her Head, | 
Hell, I ſee the cloven Mark upon her: 


oth 


SF Grillon here! ſome new Court Trick upon me. 
y Or Enter Grillon. | 
. Sir, 1 have buſineſs for your Ear. 
orthWs. Retire. [Exeunt his Followers. 
(and Wil. The King, my Lord, commanded me to wait 
ler. bid you welcome to the Court. you, 
i. The King | 


i loads me with new Honours, but none greater 
a this the laſt. : 
nl. There is one greater yet, 

ur High Commiſſion againſt the Hugonots; 
| my Family ſhall ſhortly wait you, 

| twill be Glorious Work. 

u. If you are there, 

ere muſt be Action. 


Oil. 
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Grill. O, your Pardon, Sir, 15 
m but a N in the Trade of War; 
But you, whoſe Life is one continued Broyl, 
What will not your Triumphant Arms accomplig! 
You, that were form'd for Maſtery in War; 
That, with a ftart, cry'd to your Brother Mayeny, 
To Horſe, and ſlaughter'd forty thouſand German 


Gui. Let me beſeech you, Calonel, no more. Fa 
Grill. But, Sir, fince I muſt make at leaſt a I 1 

In this great Buſineſs, ler me underſtand fe Vi 
What tis you mean, and why you force the King . 1'! 
Upon ſo dangerous an Expedition. e 
Gui. Sir, I intend the Greatneſs of the King, ery h 


The Greatneſs of all France, whom it imports 
To make their Arms their Buſineſs, Aim, and Ci nee 
And where ſo proper, as upon thoſe Rebels 
That cover'd all the State with Blood and Death? 
Grill. Stor'd Arſenals and Armories, Fields of n ma: 
Ordnance, Munition, and the Nerve of War, 
Sound Infantry, not harras'd and diſeas'd, | 
To meet the fierce Navarre, ſhould firſt be tho. 
Sui. I find, my Lord, the Argument grows w ch w. 
Therefore, thus much, and I have done. I go tell th 
To joyn the holy League in this great War, lim i 
In which no Place of Office, or Command, ill. C 
Not of the Greateſt, ſhall be bought or ſold; Tnitor. 
Whereas too often Honours are confer'd bui, Tf 
On Soldiers, and no Soldiers; this Man Knight; v 
Becauſe he Charg'd a Troop before his Dinner, black 
And ſculk'd behind a Hedge i'th' Afternoon: . T. 
I will have ſtrict Examination made fill. 
Betwixt the Meritorious and the Baſe. 46 # dou 
Grill. You have Mouth'd it bravely, and ther her 
Your Deeds would anſwer well your haughty Wag. © 
Yet let me tell you, Sir, there is a Man, t this o 
Curſe on the Hearts that hate him, that wou d bes 
Better than you, or all your puffy Race, 
That better would become the Great Battalion; WW 9iq' 
That when he Shines in Arms, and Suns the Fiel 
Moves, Speaks, and Fights, and is himſelf a Wan. Ge 


Bu. Your Idol, Sir, you mean the Great Navarre; 


et 
. No Vet, my Lord of Guiſe, no Vet; 
Arms, I bar you that; I ſwear, No Let; 
never was his like, nor ſhall again, 
o yoted from his Right by your Cars'd League: 
i. Judge not too raſhly of the Holy League, 
look at Home. | N 
il, Ha! dar'ft thou juſtify 
oe Villains? 5 88 
Wi, ll not juſtify a Villain Lo 
e than your ſelf; but if you thus proceed, 
ery heated Breath can puff away, | 
each ſurmiſe, the Lives of Free- born People, 
at need that Awfal General Convecation, 
Aſſembly of the States? Nay let me urge, 
bus they villifie the Holy League, | 
at may their Heads expect? 
ill, What, if I cou'd, | 
V ſhould be certain of, whole piles ef Fire. 
aa Collonel, tis very well I know your Mind, 
ch without fear or flattery to your Perſon, 

tell the King, and then, with his Permiſſion, 
aim it for a warning to our People. | 3 

ill. Come, you're a Murderer your ſelf within, 
Lraror, | 
A Thou a hot. old Hair-brain'd en 5 
11. You were Complotter with the Curſed League, 
; black Abettor of our Harry's Death. 
ui. Tis falle. | . 
ill. *Tis true, as thou art double hearted: 
vu double Traitor, to Conſpire ſo baſely, 
| when found out, more baſely to deny t. 
ui. O Gracious Harry, let me ſound thy Name. 
© thisold ruſt of War, this knotty Trifler 
uld raiſe me to Extreams. 

il. If chou'rt a Man. 
t did'ſt refuſe che Challenge of Navarre, 
e forth. a | | 
. Go vn, fince thou'rt reſoly'd on Death, = 


$45 We Dake of GUISE, 10 lik 
II follow thee, and rid thy ſhaking Soul. 

Enter King, Queen-Mother, Alphonſo, Abbot, 6 
But ſee, the King: I ſcorn to ruin thee, | 


Therefore go tell him, tell him thy own Story, 
King. Ha, Colonel, is this your Friendly Vii? 


Tell me the truth, how happen'd this Diſorder ? A 
Thoſe ruffled Hands, red Looks, and port of Fury? 
Grill. 1 told him, Sir, ſince you will have it ſo 
He was the Author of the Rebel League, ; 
Therefore a Traitor, and a Murderer. l 1 
King. Is't poſhble? | 
Gui. No matter, Sir, no matter; . Py. Ni 
A few hot Words, no more upon my Life; d bark 
The old Man rous'd and ſhook himſelf a little: wat tl 
So if your Majeſty will do me Honour, bereon 
do beſeech you let the buſineſs die. | b Seize 
King. Grillon, ſubmit your ſelf, and ask his Pardon, A clap. 
Grill, Pardon me! I cannot do't. | us it w. 
King. Where are the Guards? | when, 
Gui. Hold, Sir; come Colonel, I'll ask Pardon for King 
This Soldierly Embrace makes up the Breach; d roar' 
We will be ſorry, Sir, for one another. fil, O 
Grill. My Lord, I know not what to anſwer you, like ti 
I'm Friends, and I am not, and fo farewell. | d they 
King. You have your Orders; yet before you go, if om: 
Take this Embrace : I court you for my Friend, uk me, 
Tho' Grillon wou'd not.  Curs 
Gui. I thank you on my Knees. ul, But 
And till while Life ſhall laft, will take ſtrict cue W's Ca 
To juſtifie my Loyalty to your Perſon. U yet te 
75 M. Excellent Loyalty, to lock you up! Ge 
ing. I ſec even to the bottom of his Soul: \, on ba 
And, Madam, I muſt fay the Guiſe has Beauties, Wing d 
But they are ſet in Night, and foul Deſign: ſpight 
He was my Friend when young, and might be fil durge 
Abbor. Mark'd you his hollow Accents at the p lee, tl 
Q. AMA. Graves in his Smiles. | 3 
King. Death in his bloodleſs Hands. Tm, A 
O Marmoutiere! now I will haſte to meet thee; | 701 
he m 


The Face of Beauty, on this riſing Horror, 10 
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ks like the midnight Moon upon a Murder; e 
las the dark deſign that ſtays for Fate, 

: drives the Shades that thicken from the State. 


(( 


ACT II. s c EN E. I. 


Enter Grillon and Polin. | 


l. ITAVE then this Pious Council of Sixteen 
Scented your late Diſcovery of the Plot? 

pol. Not as from me, for ſtill I kennel with them, 
bark as loud as the moſt deep-mouth'd Traytor, 
nioſt the King, his Government and Laws; 

Ibereon immediately there runs a Cry 

{, Scize him on the next Proceſſion, ſeize him, 

d clap the Chilperick in a Monaſtry; 

us it was fixt, as 1 before diſcoverd: 

vhen, againſt his Cuſtom, they perceiv'd 

King abſented, ſtraight the Rebels met, 

war d, they were undone. - 7565 

il, O, 'tis like em, ; | 

like their Mungrel Souls; Fleſh em with Fortune, 
they will worry Royalty to Death: 11 
if ſome crabbed Virtue turn and pinch 


or i 


3 

cm, » 

nk me, they'll run, and yelp, and clap their Tails, 

: Curs, betwixt their Legs, and howl for Mercy- 

. But Malicorn, ſagacious on the point, „ 

Ire yd, Call the Sheriffs, and bid em arm their Bands; 
yet to this, to raiſe you above hope, 

& Guiſe my Maſter will be here to day. 

„on bare gueſs of what has been reveal'd, 


b wing'd a Meſſenger to give him notice; 
tſpight of all this Factor of the Fiends 
durge, they flunktheir Heads like Hinds in Storms: 


ec, they come. | 

„Enter Sheriffs with the Populace. 

nu, Away, I'll have amongſt em; 

o che King., warn him of Guiſe's coming. 

at he may ſtraight diſpatch his ſtrict Commands "et 
: 0 
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To ſtop him. © Sx; 
1 Sher. Nay, this-is Colonel Grillon, _ 
The Blunderbuſs o'th' Court, away, away; 

He carries Ammunition in his Face. 

Grill. Hark you, my Friends, if you are not in Au what 
Becauſe you are the Pillars of the City, 1 
I wou'd inform you of a General Ruin. 

2 Sher. Ruin to the City! marry, Heav'n forhiq! 

Grill. Amen, I ſap; for look you, I'm your Friey 
*Tis blown about you've plotted on the King, 

To ſeize him, if not kill him; for who knows, 
When once your Conſcience yields, how far twill ſtraci 
Next, quite to daſh your firmeſt hopes in pieces, Her. I 
The Duke of Guiſe is dead. ll, W 
1 Sher, Dead, Colonel? | 

2 Sher. Undone, undone? 

Grill. The World cannot redeem you; ib the | 
For what, Sirs, if the King, provok'd at laſt, 
Should joyn the Spaniard, ſhould fire your City, 
Paris your Head, but a moſt Venomous one, 
Which muſt be blooded? 

1 Sher. Blooded, Colonel! 

Grill. Ay, blooded, thou moſt infamous Magiſta 
Or you will blood the King, and burn the Lame: think 
But, ere that be, fall million miſcreant Souls, e Cary 
Such Earth- born Minds as yours; for mark me, Sour Cl 
Did you not Ages paſt conſign your Lives, 
Liberties, Fortunes, to Imperial Hands, 
Made em the Guardians of your ſickly Years, 
And now you're grown up to a Boobies Greatneſs, ſecond 
What, wou'd youzeſt the Scepter from his Hand? Wider, 90 
Now, by the Majeſty of Kings I ſwear, 
You ſhall as ſoon be ſavd for packing Juries. 

1 Sher. Why, Sir, mayn't Citizens be ſav d? 
Grill. Yes, Sir, 

From drowning, to be hang d, burnt, broke o th 0 but her, 
1 Sher. Colonel, you ſpeak us plain. Ince o' 
Grill. A Plague confound you, : 

Why ſhould 1 not? what is chere in ſuch Raſcals 
Should makeme hide my Thought, or hold my T 


| only fi 


FR 
= "_ _ 
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u, in the Devils Name, what make you here, 
bing the Inſide of the Court like Snails, 
ung out Walls, and pn out your Horns? 
\ hear, I warrant, What the King's a doing, 
what the Cabinet-Council, then to th* City, 
ſpread your monſtrous Lyes, and ſow Sedition? 
11.fire choak you. | 
Ster. Well, we'll think of this, 
ſo we take our leaves. 
il. Nay, ſtay, my Maſters, 
I'm a thinking now juſt whereabouts 
ow the two talleſt Trees in Arden Foreſt. ; 
Her. For what, pray Colonel, if we may be fo bold? 
il. Why to hang you upon the higheſt Branches; 
God it will be ſo; and I ſhall laugh | 935 
ſe you dangling to and fro i'th* Air, 
th the honeſt Crows pecking your Traytors Limbs, 
. Good Colonel! | 
il. Good Rats, my precious Vermin, 
1 moving Dirt, you rank ſtark Muck o'th* World, 
Oven-Bats, you things ſo far from Souls, 
e Dogs you're out of Providence's reach, 
| only fit for hanging; but be gone, | 
| think of Plunder You right Elder Sheriff, 
jo. Carv'd our Henry's Image on a Table, I 
your Club-Feaſt, and after ſtabb'd it through? 
Ger. Mercy, good Colonel, _ 
il, Run with your Noſe to Earth, 
 Blood-hound, run, and {cent out Royal Murder. 
ſecond Rogue, but equal to the firſt, 2] 
Ker, go hang, nay take your tackling with 'you 
theſe ſhall hold you faſt, your Slaves ſhall hang you 
e mid Region in the Sun: Ercun: Shoviffe,and rople, 
Ker, be gone Vipers, Aſps, and Adders. 
ter Malicorn, | 

but here comes a Fiend that ſoars above, 
nee o th Air, that ſets che Mud a moving. 
lal, Colonel, a word. | | 
il. 1 hold no ſpeech with Villains. 
1. But, Sir, it may concern your Fame and 2 

: ill. 


Will heal my Bruiſes. 


And yields her Honour to our Henry's Bed. 


And name Revenge! O wert thou Grillon's Match 
And worthy of my Sword, I ſwear by this 


% 


- Faſt Sighs and Smiles, ſwoln Lips and heaving Bre 


There is no force in this Enervate Arm. 


8 The Duke of GUISE.” 


Grill. No matter, I had rather dye traduc's. 
Than live by ſuch a Villain's help Q — + 
Aal. Hate then che Traytor, but yet love the Ti 

Gill. Why, are not you a Villain; 

Mal, *Fis confeltd; 

Grill. Then in the Name of all thy Brother De 
What would'ſt thou have with me? 

Mal. 1 know you're honeſt, i- _ 
Therefore it is my buſineſs to difturb you, 

Grill. Fore God I'll beat thee, if thou urgemef, 

Mal. Why tho' you ſhou'd, yet if you hear me 
The pleaſure I ſhall take in your Vexation, 


nuch b 
er ſo 
ſhould 
Trop 
0'd bat 
[never 
al, H. 
vin h 


Grill, Wert thou definite Rogue, 
Faith, I think that I ſhould give thee hearing; 
But ſuch a boundleſs Villany as thine, 
Admits no Patience. | | 

Mal. Your Niece is come to Court, 


Grill. Thou ly'ft, damn'd Villain. [Strike 
Mal. So, why this I look'd for- 

But yet I ſwear by Hell, and my Revenge, 

"Tis true, as you have wrong d me. 
Grill. Wrong'd thee, Villain! 


One had been paſt an Oath; but thou'rt a Wom 
And if 1 tread thee dar'ſt not turn again, 
Mal. Tis falſe, 1 dare like you, ut cannot act but th 


Blaſted I was ere born, Curſe on my Stars, Malics 
Gor by ſome Dotard in his pithleſs Years, ; 
And ſent a wither'd Saplin to the World. 

Yet, I've Brain, and there is my Revenge; 
Therefore I ſay again theſe Eyes have ſeen on 
Thy Blood at Court bright as a Summers Morn, Wi 
When all the Heav'n is ſtreak'd with dappled Fireſſtitut' 
And fleck'd with Bluſhes like a rifled Maid; 
Nay, by the Gleamy Fires that melted from ber, 
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dul preſages Henry has enjoy'd her. TEM. 
L. Again thou ly'ſt; and I will crumble rkee; 
bottled Spider, into thy Primitive Earth, 

c thou ſwear thy very Thoughr's a Lye. 

1] I ſtand in Adamant, and thus defie thee; 
draw, and with the edge betwixr my Lips, 
n while thou rak'ſt it through my Teeth, ll ſw 
| have ſaid is true, as thou art honeſt, - 
Ia Villain. f | 

i, Damn'd infamous Wretch, 

ch below my Scorn, I dare not kill thee : 

et ſo much my Harte, that I muſt fear thee. - 
hould it be as thou haſt ſaid, not all 

Trophies of my Lawrell'd Honeſty 

1d bar me from forſaking this bad World, 
Incver draw my Sword for Henry more, 

(al, Ha, 'tis well, and now I am Reveng'd. 

4 in hopes thou would'ſt have utter'd Treaſon, 
forfeited thy Head to pay me fully. XY 

fl. Haſt thou Compacted for a Leaſe of Years 
© Hell, that thus thou ventur'ſt to provoke me? 
Perhaps I have: (How right the Blockhead hits.) 
nore to rack thy Heart, and break thy Brain, | 
Neice has been before the Guiſe's Miſtreſs. 

fl, Hell-hound, avant. FT | 

uu. Forgive my honeſt Meaning. [ Extt- 
WW. 'Tis hatch'd beneath, a Plot upon mine Honour, 
thus he lays his Baits to catch my Soul: 8 

but the Preſence opens; who comes here! 

ev'n my Neice, led by Alphonſo Corſo! 

Malicorn, ist poſſible, Truth from thee/ 

Pain, and I in juſtifying Woman 

done the Devil wrong. | 

jv. Madam, the King, | 

. to ſit, will inſtantly attend you. | 

J. Death, Hell, and Furies! ha, ſhe comes to ſeek 
titute! and on her prodigal Fleſh him; 
us laviſh'd all the Diamonds of the Gwiſe | 
et her off, and ſell her to the King. 

7. O Heav'ns! did ever Virgin yet attempt 
„ An 


g; 


trikes 


form 


t 28 
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An Enterpriſe like mine? I that reſolv'd 
Never to leave thoſe dear delightful Shades, 
Bur act the little part that Nature gave me, 
On the green Carpets of ſome, guiltleſs Grove, 
And having finiſh'd it forſake the World, 
Unlefs fometimes my Heart might entertain 
Some ſmall Remembrance of the taking Guiſe: 
But that far, far from any dark'ning Thought, 
To cloud my Honour, or eclipſe my Virtue. 

Grill. Thou ly'ſt, and if thou hadſt not glanc'd ad 
And ſpy'd me coming, I had had it all. TR 

Mar. By Heav'n, by all that's god 

Grill. Thou haſt loſt thy Honour. 
Give me thy Hand, this Hand by which I. caught t 
From the bold Ruffian in the Maſſacre, | 
That would have ſtain'd thy almoſt Infant Honour, 
With Luſt, and Blood; doſt thou remember it? 

Mar. I do, and bleſs the Godlike Arm that fav'd 

Grill. Tis falſe, thou haſt forgot my gen rous Adic 
And now thou laugh'ſt to think how thou haſt cheat 
For all his Kindneſs, -rhis old griſled Fool, 

Mar. Forbid it Heavin! _ 

Grill. But oh that thou hadſt dy dd 
Ten thouſand Deaths, ere blaſted Grillons Glory, 
Grillo, that ſav'd thee from a barb'rous World, 

here thou hadſt ftarv'd, or ſold thy ſelf for Brea 
ook thee into his Boſom, foſter'd the: 

As his own Soul, and lapp'd thee in his Hear is 

Ard now for all my Cares, to ſerve. me thus: 

O : tis too much, ye Powers! double Confuſion 

On all my Wars; and oh, out, ſhame upon rhee, 
It wrings the Tears from Grillon's Iron Heart, 

And melts me to a Babe. Sy | 


Grill. 
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5 d if ſhe 
Mar. Sir, Father, hear me; 


I come to Court, to ſave the Life of Guife.. * 
Grill. And proftitut thy Honour to che King. Wt; 
Mar. I have look d, perbaps, too nicely ſor m n your 

Into the dark Affairs of fatal State; 

And to advance this darigerous Inquiſition, * 

Fliſten'd to the Love of daring Guiſe. | 


Grill. By Arms, by Honeſty, I ſwear thou lov'ſt him. 
Mar. By Heav'n 3 thoſe Arms Succeſs, I ſwear 
do not, as you think; take it all. 

ve heard the Guiſe, not with an Angel's Temper, 
vmcthing beyond the tenderneſs of Pity, 

Ind yet, not Love. 3 

ow, by the Powers. that fram'd me, this is all; 

or ſhould the Worid have wrought this cloſe Confeſſion, 
ut to rebate your Jealoufie of Honour. 
Grill. J know not what to ſay, nor what to think; 
here's Heav'n ſtill in thy Voice, but that's a Sign 

ruc's — for thy better Angel 

ill makes the Woman's Tongue his riſing Ground, 
\zgs there a while, and takes his flight for ever. 

Mar. You muſt not go. | 

Gill. Tho? I have Reaſon, plain” 

Day, to judge thee falſe, I think thee true: 
Heay'n, methinks I ſee a Glory round thee; 


ath, and the thats my own. Honeſty - 

fooliſh open Nature, that would have 

[like my ſelf; but off; Fll hence, and Corſe thee. 
Mar. O ſtay! | 
Gril, I won't. 1 

Mar. Hark, the King's a coming. 

f me conjure you, for your own Soul's Quiet, 

d for the everlaſting Reft of mine, CEE 
not till you have heard my Heart's deſign. 


ll make me ſhortly bring him to her Bed. | 
vd for him? No, he fhall make me run my Head 

0a Caynon, when 'tis Firing, firft. g 
ts honourable Sport; but Fl retire, 

d if ſhe plays me falſe, here's that ſhall mend her. 


Enter the King. 

g. After the breathing of a Love-ſick Heart, 
your Hand, once more, nay twice, forgive me. 
far. 1 diſcompoſe you, Sir. | 5 

"z. Thou doſt, by Heav'n; 


<6 


The Duke of GUISE. 55 © 


here's 1 thou wilt not loſe 9 | 
vi 


Gil. Angel, or Devil, I will nay, at this rate 
Marmoutiere Sits. Soug and Dance. 


L 2 But 


5 

4 P * 
1 
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But with ſuch Charming Pleaſure, | 
} love, and rremble, as at Angels view. 
Mar. Love me, my Lord? - - 
King. Who ſhou'd-be lov'd, but you? | 
So lov d, that even my Crown, and (elf are vile, 
While you are by; try me upon deſpair, 
My Kingdom at the ftake, Ambition ſtary'd; 
Revenge forgot, and all great Appetites 
That whet uncommon Spirits to aſpire; 
So once a day I may have leave 
Nay. Madam, then you fear me. 


Mar. Fear you, Sir? what is there dreadful in yay Lag, 
You've all the Graces that can crown Mankind: Mor. 
Yet wear em ſo, as if you did not know 'em: wil 

_ So ſtainleſs, fearleſs, free in all your Actions, lig. 
As if Heav'n lent you to the World to Pattern u ſha? 


King. Madam, I find you're no Petitioner; 
My People would not treat me in this fort; 
Tho? *rwere to gain a part of their Deſign: 
But to the Guiſe they deal their faithleſs Praiſe 
As faſt, as you your Flattery to me; 

Tho? for what end I cannot gueſs, except 


You come, like them, to mock at my Misfortunes Wiſecks R 
Mar. Forgive you, Heav'n| that Thought: No, ni and 
ty Monarch, = | worn t 


The Love of all the Good, and Wonder of the Gie 
I ſwear, by Heav'n, my Heart adores and loves yol. 
King. O, Madam, riſe. . 
Mar. Nay, were you, Sir, unthron'd 
By this Seditious Rout that dare deſpiſe you; 
Blaſt all my days, ye Powers, torment my Nights, 


Nay, let the Miſery invade my Sex, T 
That cou'd not for the Royal Cauſe, like me, l 
Throw all their Luxury before your Feet, TNaps ye 
And follow you like Pilgrims through the World: N. 5; 
_ cpa Wind and Limb, forc-God 3 7 K ther 
irl. ar. N 

King. What ſhall I anſwer to thee, O thou Buna * 
To heal a broken, yet a Kingly Heart; no ma 
For, ſo I ſwear I will be to my laſt: le your 


Come to wy Arms, and be thy Harry's Angel, 


| | | 
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dine through my Cares, and make my Crown fit eaſie. | 
. O never, Sir. | ” 
King, What ſaid you, Mormontiere ? 
hy doſt thou turn thy Beauties into Frowns ? 
Mar. You know, Sir, tis impoſſible, no more. 
ling. No more---and with that ſtern reſoly'd Behavi- 
Heav'n, were | a dying, and the Prieſt Cour. 
hou'd urge my laſt Confeſſion, I'd cry out, 
hh Marmoutiere | and yet thou ſay'ſt No more, 
Mar. Vis well, Sir, I have loſt my Aim, farewell. 
ling. Come back, O ſtay, my Lite flows after you. 
Mer. No, Sir, 1 find I am a trouble to you. 
du will not hear my Suit. Ne 
King, You cannot go, | 
qu tha'not—=-O your Suit, I kneel to grant it, 
dep you take whatever you demand. 
Mar. Then, Sir, thus low, or proſtrate, if you pleaſe, 
t me intreat for Guiſe. / 
ling. Ha, Madam, what! | | 
rGuiſe! for Guiſe! that ſtubborn arrogant Rebel, 
it laughs at proffer'd Mercy, flights his Pardon, 
oeks Royal Grace, and plots upon my Life? 
i! and do you protect him? then the World 
worn to Henry's Death: Docs Beauty too, 
d Innocence it ſelf, conſpire againſt me? 
en let me tamely yield my Glories up, 
lich once I vow'd with my drawn Sword to wear 
my laſt drop of Blood. Come, Guiſe, come Cardinal, 
you lov'd Traitors, come l ſtrip to meet you; 
eh all your Daggers in curſt Henry's Heart. 
Mar. This 1 expected, but when you haye heard 
v far I would intreat your Majeſty, 
Maps you'll be more calm. 5 
7. See, I'm huſh'd; Hp 
then, how far, Madam, would you command? 
ar, Not to proceed to laſt Extremities, . 
dre the Wound is deſperate; think alone, 
ao man Jadges like your Majeſty, 
e your own Methods, all the Heads of France 
not fo well adviſe you, as your ſelf: | 
ftttore reſume, my Lord, your Godlike Temper, 
: £3 | 


Yet 
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Therefore let me conjure you do not go; 


Yet do not bear more than a Monarch ſhould : 
Believe it, Sir, the more your Majeſty 
Draws back your Arm, the more of Fate it carries, 
King. Thou Genius of my State, thou perfect Mod 
Of Hcav'n it ſelf, an Abſtract of the Angels, 
Forgive the late diſturbance. of my Soul; 
I'm clear by Nature, as a rockleſs Stream, 
But they dig through the Gravel of my Heart; 


0 ſacr. 
) Hea\ 
know 
wo 
ſhou' 
a! the 
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et, if! 
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?Tis ſaid the Gui/e will come, in ſpight of me; 
Suppoſe it poſſible, and ſtay to adviſe me. 
Aar. I will, but on your Royal Word, no more, 
King. I will be eaſie | 
To my laſt Gaſp, as your own Virgin Thoughts, 
And never dare to breath my Paſhon more 
Yet you'll allow me now and then to ſigh 
As we diſcourſe, and Court you with my Eyes. 
Enter Alphonſo. 

Why do you wave your Hand, 

And warn me hence? 

So looks the poor condemn'd, 

When Juftice beck'ns, there's no hope of Pardon, 
Sternly, like you, the Judge his Victim eyes, 
And thus, like me, the Wretch deſpairing dies. 


| Exit with þ 
Enter Grillon. | 
Grill. O rare, rare Creature! by the Power that mil 
Wer' poſſible we cou'd be damn d again [0 
By ſome new Eve, ſuch Virtue might relieve us; 
O I cou'd claſp thee, but that my Arms are rough, 
Till all thy Sweets were broke with my Embrace 
And kiſs thy Beauties to a diſſolution. ; 
Mar. Ah Father, Uncle, Brother, all the Kin, 
The precious Blood thar's left me in the World, 
Believe, dear Sir, hate er my Actions ſeem, 
I will not Iofe my Virtue for a Throne. | 
Grill. Why, I will carye thee out a Throne mf ® 
I'il hew down all the Common-wealrhs in Chrifiens by Maf 
And ſeat thee on their Necks, us high as Rea BY d. . 
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Enter Abbot Delbene. 
. Colonel, your Ear. * - 
Mar. By theſe whiſpering Councils, 
Soul preſages that the Guiſe is coming: 
be dares come, were Ia Man, a King, 
VI gcrifice him in the City's fight 
! Heav'ns! what was't 1 ſaid? Were Ia Man, | 
know not that, but as I am a Virgin, | 
[| wou'd offer thee, too lovely Guiſe, 
hou'd be kneeling to the Throne of Mercy. 
i! then thou lov'ſt, that thou art thus concern'd; 
wn, riſing Miſchief, down, or I will kill thee, 
en in thy Cauſe, and Qrangle new-born Piry : 
et, if he were not married! ha, what then? 
s Charms prevail; no, let the Rebel die. 
fint beneath this ſtrong Oppreſſion here, 
teaſon and Love rend my divided Soul, 
can be the Judge, and ſtill ler Virtue conquer; 
ve to his Tune my jarring Heart wou'd bring, 
ut Reaſon over-winds and cracks the String. [Ex. 
4b. The King diſpatches Order upon Order, 
ith poſitive Command to ſtop his coming. 
ſet there is Notice given to the Gity; 
lides Bellieure brought bur a half account, 
low that the Gugjſe reply'd be would obey 
Is Majeſty in all, yet if he might | 
ave leave to juſtify himſelf before him, 
e doubted not his Cauſe. 5 
Grill, The Ax, the Ax. | 
ellion's pamper'd to a Pluriſie, 3 
nd it muſt bleed. | [Shouts within. 
4b. Hark, what a Shout was there! 
Uto the King, it may be tis reported 
n purpoſe thus. Let there be Truth or Lies 
this mad Fame, III bring you inſtant word. [ Ex. Ab. 
lenet Grillon : Enter Guiſe, Cardinal Mayen, Mali- 
Nay ona, Attendants, &c. Shouts = 
ill. Deat Devi icorn, 1 1 
Y Maſter 5 and thou Devil Mglicorn, is c 
ou, Yes, Grillon, tis the Gui ſe, | 
| - > ie 
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One that wou'd court you for a Friend. 
Grill. A Friend! _. EE. 

Traitor, thou mean'ſt, and ſo I bid thee welcome; 

But fince thoù art ſo infolent, thy Blood 

Be on thy Head, and fall by me unpitied. [xy 

Gui. The Bruiſes of his Loyalty have craz'd him, 
Sirit within Sings, | 


Malicorn, Malicorn, Malicorn, þo ! 
If the Guiſe reſolves to go, 
T charge, I warn thee let him know, 
Perhaps bis Head may lye too low. 


Gui. Why, Malicorn? | | 
Mall. L ſtarting. } Sir, do not ſee the King, 
os. will. Te 
Mal. *Tis dangerous, 

Gui. Therefore I will fee him, 

And ſo report my Danger to the People. 
Halt to your Judgment, let him, if he dare 
But more, more, more, why, AMAalicorn, again? 
I thought a Look with us had been a Language; 
I' talk my Mind on any point but this | 
By Glancesz ha, not yet, thou mak'ſt me blufh 

At thy delayz why, Man, 'tis more than Life, 

Ambition, or a Crown. | 
Mal. What, Marmoutiere! | 


Gui. Ay, there a Generals Heart beat like a Dun 
Quick, quick, my Reins, my Back, and Head and Bra 


Ake, as I'd been a Horſe-back forty hours. 
Mal. She has ſeen the King. 


Gui. I thought ſhe might. A trick upon me, # 


Mal. Paſſion o' both ſides. 
Gui. His, thou meaneſt. 
Mal. On hers. © 
Down on her Knees. 
(ui. And up again, no matter. 


Mal. Now all in Tears, now ſmiling, {fad at part 
Cui. Diſſembled, for ſhe told me this before, q 
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(25 all put on that I might hear, and rave. ky 

al. And ſo, to make ſure work on't, by Conſent 

Grillen, who is made their Bad _ 

Gui, Away. | 

Mal. She's lodg'd at Court. 

10. 'Tis falſe, they do bely her. 

Jul. But, Sir, 1 ſaw the Apartment. 

Gui, W hat, at Court ? | 

Mal. At Court, and near the King; tis true by Heay'n. 

never play d you foul, why ſhould you doubt me? 

Gi. 1 wou'd thou hadſt, ere thus unmann'd my Heart; 

dod, Bartels, Fire, and Death! I run, I run. 

th this laſt Blow, he drives me like a Coward 

i let me never win a Field again, ; 

with the Thought of theſe irregular Vapours, 

he Blood han't burſt my Lips. . 

nd. Peace, Brother. . 

(vi, By Heav'n, I took thee for my Souls Phyſician, 

nd doſt thou vomit me with this loath'd Peace, 

s contradiction z no, my peaceful Brother, 

meet him now, tho* Fire-arm'd Cherubins 

jou'd croſs my way. O Jealouſie of Love! 14 

eater than Fame; thou eldeſt of the Paſſions, 

rather, all in one, I here invoke thee, 

here e er thou'rt Thron'd, in Air, in Earth, or Hell, 

ing me to my Revenge, to Blood, and Ruin. 

ard, Have you no Temper? 

bu. Pray, Sir, give me leave, | 

moment's Thought; ha, but I ſweat and tremble, 

Brain runs this and that way, *twill not fix 

ought but Vengeance; Malicorn, call the People. 
[ Shouts within, 

* hark, they ſhout again, I'll on and meet 'em, 

ly, head em to his Palace as my Guards; 

more, on ſuch exalted Cauſes born, 

wait him in his Cabinet alone, 

look him pale, while in his Courts without 

de People ſhout him dead with their Alarms, 88 

0d make his Miſtreſs tremble in his Arms. [ Exeunt. 
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Of their Deliverer. ([ bout ap 


Grill My Lord, the Guiſe is come. 


Where is he? 


That they will ſpare the Royal Majeſty. 
Once, Sir, let me adviſe, and rule your F 10 U 


8 C E N E in. 
Enter King = Council. 


15 s ithy 
King. What mean theſe Shoes [ap 


6" of I told your Majeſty, 
The Sheriffs haye puff d the Populace with hopes 


King. Hark, there ru "g a Peal | 
Like et ſee, 2 »ſo, what's the Cauſe. 
Eurer Grillon. 


King. Is't poſſible! ha! Grillan, ſaid'ſt thou, con 

Grill. Why droops the Royal Majefty ? O Sir 

King. O Villain, Slave, wert thou my Late-born 
Giv'n by Heav'n, 'ev'n when I lay a dying; 
But Peace, thou feſtring Thought, and hide * Wo 


Grill. With her Maieſty, your Mother; 
She has taken Chair, and he walks bowing by ber, 
With thirty thouſand Rebels at his Heels. 

King. What's to be done? No pall upon my Spi 
But he that loves me beſt, and dares the moſt 
On this nice point of Empire, let him ſpeak. 

Alpb. 1 would adviſe you, Sir, to call him in, 
And kill him inſtantly upon the Spor. 

Ab. I like. 4lphonſo's Counſel, ſhort, ſure Work 
Cur off the Head, and ler the Body walk. 

Euter Qyecn-Mother. 

Q. AM. Sir, the Guiſe waits. 

Ring. He enters on his Fate. 

9. M. Not ſo, forbear, the City's up i ey 
Nor doubt, if in their heat you cur him 


King. You ſhall, I'll ſee him, anfl 1 * 
8 47 W bat will you Cay? 


+ I know not; 
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nel GriJloy, call the Archers in, Re PT 
Lible your Guards, and ſtrictly charge the Swits _ 

p) to their Arms, receive him as a Traitor. [ Ex. Grill. 
Heart has ſet thee down, O Guiſe in Blood, 

o, Mother, Blood, ne'er to be blotted out. 

A. Yet you'll relent, when this hot fit is over. 
ing. If I forgive him, may I ne'er be forgiven; 

, if I tamely bear ſuch Inſolence 

hat act of Treaſon will the Villain ſtop at? 

ie me, they've ſworn, Impriſon me's the next, 

taps Arraign me, and then doom me dead; 

xere I ſuffer that, fall all together, 

nther, on their laughter'd Heaps erect 

Throne, and then proclaim it for Example, 

born a Monarch; which implies alone 

yield the Scepter, and depend on none. ¶ Exeuns. 


Pitho 
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Ac T N CHE 
S CE N E The Louvre. 


lar of State plac'd ; the King ars ſitting in it; a 
lable by him, 8 which he leans cab any each fide 
f them: 1 the reſt, Abbot, Grillon, and Bellieure. 

Mt! Queen-Mother enters led by the Duke of Guile, who 
inter bis appraach with three Reverences to the King's 
airy after the third, the King riſes, and coming for- 


bard, ſpeaks. 


2 12 you word you ſhould not come. 
Gui. Sir, that I came | 

Ing. Why, that you came I ſee. ö 

e more, I ſent you word, you ſhould not come. | 

ni. Not come to throw my ſelf with all Submiſſion, 

eh your Royal Feet, to put my Cauſe : 

i Perlon in the Hands of Soyeraign Juſtice? _ 

g. Now tis with all Submiſſion, that's the Preface, 

ll you came againſt my ftrict Command, 

 diſſobey'd me, Duke, with all Submiſſion. 

W, Sir, it was the laſt Neceſſity that drove me 


rms 


Co 


— 
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To clear my ſelf of Calumnies, and Slanders, - : 
Much urg'd, but never prov'd againſt my Innocence Wd bee 
Yet had I known it was your expreſs Command, 
I ſhou'd not have approach CCG. | 

King. Twas as expreſs, as Words could fignifie; Ne Ge 
Stand forth Bellienre, it ſhall be prov'd you knew i, ne 
Stand forth, and to this falſe Man's Face declare 
Your Meſſage, Word for Word. 0 
Ball. Sir, thus it was; I met him on the way, 
And plain as I could ſpeak, I gave your Orders, 
Juſt in theſe following Words 

King. Enough, I know you told him; 
Bur he has us'd me long to be contemn'd, 
And I can ftill be patient, and forgive. Lowe 

Guiſe. And I can ask Forgiveneſs when I err; 
Bur ler my Gracious Maſter, pleaſe ro know 
The true Intent of my miſ-conftru'd Faith. d dam 
Should I not come to vindicate my Fame, 
From wrong Conſtructions? And - 

King. Come, Duke, you were not wrong'd, your OF" ©! 

ſcience knows, 
You were not wrong'd ; were you not plainly tolc 
That if you dar'd to ſet your Foot in Paris, 
You ſhou'd be held the Cauſe of all Commotions, 


That ſhou'd from thence enſue? and yet you ca. © 
/ Guiſe. Sir, will you pleaſe withPatience but to heu with 
King. I will, and wou'd be glad, my Lord of .A. 
To clear you to my ſelf. g. B 
Guiſo. I had been told | 
There were in agitation here at Court, Journ 
Things of the higheſt note againſt Religion, {bly | 
Againſt the common Properties of Subjects, four C 
And Lives of honeſt well - affected Men Maney, 
I therefore judgd —— | | g. Sc 
King. Then you it ſeems are Judge ; dock t 
Betwixt the Prince and People, Judge for them, [did r 
And Champion againſt me? Pe 
Guiſe. I fear'd it might be repreſented ſo, vhen 
And came reſolv'd : 7 Ipall'd 


King. To head the factious Crowd. 
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uiſe. To clear my Innocence. 

Ling. The means for that, | 80 

been your Abſence from this hot brain'd Town. 

here you, not I, are King | | 

tel my Blood kindling within my Veins, 

e Genius of the Throne knocks at my Heart; 

Ine what may come, he dies. | oc 
M. ſtopping tbe King. What mean you, Sir? | 

u tremble and look pale, for Heav'ns ſake think, 

your own Life you venture, if you kill him. 

lig. Had I ten thouſand Lives, I'd venture all. 

ne me way, Madam. | | 

. M. Not to your Deſtruction. 

* whole Pariſian Herd is at your Gates; 

(rowd's a Name too ſmall, they are a Nation, 

kmberleſs, arm'd, enrag'd, one Soul informs em. 

lng. And that one Soul's the Guiſe, I'll rend it out, 

| damn the Rabble all at once in him. 

8 My Fate is now !th* Ballance, Fool 

within, 

nk thee for thy Foreſight. 

. A. Your Guards oppoſe em. 

In. Why not? a Multitude's a Bulky Coward, _ 

CM. By Heav'n there are not Limbs in all your Guards 

eycry one a Morſel. N 2 

g. Ceſar quell'd em, 

vith a Look and Word. 

M. So Galba thought. 85 

g. But Galbe was not Ceſar. „ 

wſe, I muſt not give em time for Reſolution. ¶ Aſde. 

Journey, Sir, has diſcompos d my Health. [Tozbe King. 

mbly beg your leave I may retire, | 

your Commands recall me to your Service. | Ex. Guile. 

Manent King, Queen Mother, Grillon, Abbot. 

g. So, you have counſell'd well; the Traytor's gone 

nock the Meckneſs of an injur'd King. [To Q. M. 

did not you, who gave me part of Life, 

e my Father ſtronger in my Vein? 

vhen you kept me coop'd within your Womb, 

pall'd his generous Blood with the dull . ; 


wS® 


hem; 
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Of your Iralian Food, and milk'd flow Arts 


Of Womaniſh Tameneſs in my Infant Mouth; 2 | 
Why ſtood I ſtupid elſe, and miſs'd a Blow, * 
Which Heav'n and daring Folly made fo fair. 1 
2, M. I till maintain Twas wiſely done to ſpare h 5 
Grill. A pox o' this unſeaſonable Wiſdom; 0 
He was a Fool to come; if ſo, then they FAY 
Who let him go, were ſome what. ee 
1 Th' Event, th* Event will ſnewus what wew file 
For like a blazing Meteor hence he ſhot, = 
And drew a ſweeping Fiery Train along. 64) 
O Paris, Paris, once my Seat of Triumph: IU tre 
But now the Scene of all thy King's Misfortunes, him 
Ungrateful, Perjur'd, and Diſloyal Town, © Top. | 
Which by my Royal Preſence | have warm'd | oo; 
So long, that now the Serpent hiſſes out, TI 
And ſhakes his forked Tongue at Majeſty. kn Jou 
While I- * 5 time 
Q. M. While you loſe time in idle Talk, 
And uſe no means for Safety and Prevention. 
King. What can I do! O Mother, 4bbor, Grin gu. 7 
All dumb! nay, then 'tis plain my Cauſe is deſpera n my 
Such an o'et-whelming III makes Grief a Fool, ut hal 
As if Redreſs were paſt. | 
Grill. I'll go to the next Sheriff, I. Fi. 
And beg the firſt Reverſion of a Rope; el. O 
Diſpatch is all my buſineſs, I'Il hang for you. . AT 
Abb. Tis not ſo bad, won you furmiſe; 12 
Some ſpace there is, ſome little ſpace, ſome ſte u look 
Berwixt our Fate and us; our Foes are po „elis in 
Bur yet not arm'd, nor martiall'd into Order; [Treafo 
Believe it, Sir, the Guiſe will not attempt, . Th. 
"Till he have rowl'd his Snow-ball to a heap. ithouſg 
King. So then, my Lord, we're à Day off from Vih;, a1 
| What ſhall to-morrow do? | mix un 
Abb. To-mortow, Sir, | . Iquotin 
| If Hours between ſlide not too idle by, impia 
= You may be Maſter oftheir Deſtiny, Imake i; 
g Who now diſpoſe ſo loftily of yours. | aun the 
| Not far wirhout the Suburbs there are quarter'd . WI 


. The 
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ree thouſand Swiſ e, and two French Regiments. 


AM. Send Mareſchal Byron to lead em up. 
in Ir ſhall be fo, by Heav'n there's Life in this, 
e wrack of Clouds is driving on the Winds, 
Li hows a break of Sun-ſnine. 

, Grillon, give my Orders to Byron, 

xd ſee your Soldiers well diſpos'd within, 

r ſafeguard of the Louvre. 

A. One „ e fulty ripe) 

e Gurfe (his bus'neſs not yet fully ri 

pl wrt at leaſt for ſhow 5 Loan 

him be met with the ſame Arts he brings. 
ling. I know he'll make exorbitant Demands, 
t here your part of me will come in play; 
Lalian Soul ſhall teach me how to ſooth: 
Wn Jove muſt flatter with an empty Hand, 


re h 


ex 


A Night SCENE 

Enter Malicorn ſolus. a 
rein my Maſter's Cauſe, and mine ſucceed : 
Enter the Spirit Melanax. | 
l. Firſt ſeize the King, and after murder him. 
al. Officious Fiend, rhoucom'ſt uncall'd to Night. 
. Always uncall'd, and ftill at hand for Miſchief. 
fel, ut Why in this Fanatick Habit, Devil? 
u look'ſt like one that preaches to the Crowd 
el is in thy Face, and outward Garb, * 
[Treaſon on thy Tongue. 
. Thou haſt me right, 


COR 
” 


), thouſand Devils more are in this Habit, 
m ip and Zeal are ſtill our belt diſguiſe: 
| nix unknown with the hot thoughtleſs Crowd, 


quoting Scriptures, which too well we know, 
 impious Gloſſes ban the holy Text, 

make it ſpeak Rebellion, Schiſm, Murder; 

am the Arms of Heav'n againſt it felf. 

ll, What makes the Curate of St. Euſtace here? 


er d 
ruou art miſtaken, Maſter, tis not he, 


————ññ —-— W.. 
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ſing. Wou'd they were here, and I were at theit Head. 


time to thunder, when he gripes the Brand. Er. 


ll. Thus far the Cauſe of God: But God's or Devil's, 


—— 
S 


— 
= 
þ 
. 
= — — — FER 


at hall the Guiſe do next? [| A flaſh of Lightning. | 
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Baut tis a zcalous, godly, canting Devil; of thi 
1 Who has aſſum d the Churchman's lucky 8 en ow { 
To talk the Croud to Madneſs and Rebellion. y Sec 
Mal. O true Enthufiaſtick Devil, true; cnn 

For lying is thy Nature, even to me: 3 115 

Didſt thou not tell me, if my Lord the Guiſe Mal 

Enter'd the Court, his Head ſhou'd then lie low? Mal, 

That was a Lye; he went, and is return'd. & wh 

Mel. Tis falſe; I ſaid, perhaps it ſhould lie low. Wy aer 
And, but 1 child the Blood in Hemy's Veins, n 
= And cram'd a thouſand ghaſtly, frightful Thoughts, Will on | 
| * Nay, thruſt em foremoſt in his lab'ring Brain, wioyn 
Even ſo it wou'd have been. | f ſecre 

Meal. Thou haſt deſery'd me, . fe, B 

And I am thine, dear Devil; what do we next? d al 1 

el. I faid, Firſt ſeize the King. al. 

Mal. Suppoſe it done, | lſchief 

He's clapt within a Convent, ſhorn a Saint, hark, 

- My Maſter mounts the Throne. hen Si 

Mel. Not ſo faſt, Malicorn; | thinks 

Thy Maſter mounts not, till the King be lain. ke the 

Atal.. Not when depos'd ? | Mel. *1 

Mel. He cannot be depos dc. know 

He may be kill'd, a violent Fate attends him; Nen no 

Bur at his Birth there ſhone a Regal Star. Ut can 

Mal. My Maſter had a ſtronger. ih leat! 

Mel. No, not a ſtronger, but more Popular! acred 


Their Births were full oppos'd, the Guiſe now ſtrong ir crow 
But if th' ill Influence paſs o'er Harry's Head, 
As in a Year it will, France ne'er ſhall boaſt 

A greater King than he; now cut him off, 
While yet his Sars are weak. 

Mal. Thou talk'ſt of Stars: 
Canſt thou not ſee more deep into Events, 
And by a ſurer way? 25 

Mitel. No, % . _. _- 

The ways of Heav'n are broken ſince our Fall, 
Gulph, beyond pry ak and never to be ſhot- 
Once we cou'd read our mighty Maker's Mind. 
As in a Chryſtal Mirror, ſec th' Idea's _—_ 


be Duke N GUISE. | 


of chings {har always are, as he is always. 
ow hut below in this dark Sphere, 0 7 ; 
Fr Second Cauſes dimly we may guels, |. - 12 
d peep far off on Heav'ns revolving 8 1 AWE 
hich caft obſcure Reflections from 2 — ey 
Mal. Then tell me thy Surmiſes of the future. . 
Mel. I took the Revolution of the Year,  -. Wa ; 
it when the Sun was entering the Ra: as N 
aſcending Scorpion poiſon d all che Sky, {is ber! 
\fipn of deep Deceit and Treache nm vin 4 
ul on his Cuſp his angry Maſter fate, | 
njoyn'd with Saturn, baleſul both ro Man: N 
fſecrer Slaughter, Empires overturn d. 
fc, Blood, and Maſſacres expect to r, a ane 
d all th' Events of an. ll-omen'd Year: |, | 
Mal. Then flouriſh Hell, and wh py Miſchief reign 


chief ro ſome, to others mult be Sans 
thark, for now tho? *ris the dead of Ni = gb 78 3 0 a | + 
hen Silence broods upon our darkned Wend. 

hinks | hear a murmuring hollow Sound, 

ke the deaf Chimes of Bells in Steeples conch. * 

Mel. Tis truly gueſs'd: 

know, tis from no nightly Sexton's: hand, id 

res not a damned Ghoſt, nor Hell-born Fes: + 

ut can from Limbo ſcape, but hither flies, 

th leathern Wings they beat the dusky Skies. #1 
ſacred Churches all in ſwarms repair, 

r crowd the Spires, but moſt the hallow d Bells 
ſoftly Toll for Souls departing Knells;z | 
| Chime thou hear'ſt, a future Death foretells. 
there they perch to have em in their Eyes, | 


il go loaded to the Neather GEM A 
l. To-morrow then. N 


N To-tnorrow let it be: 'P 1 5 «dT | 
lou deceiv'ſt thoſe hungry gaping ende, 
Lade will : 2 


la, Why Beelen: haſt chou nor often ad, 4 
Lecifer's your King g Lb 36 
„ told thee true: 


fer, he * r 
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But tis a zealous, godly, canting Devil, 
Who has aſſum d the Churchman's lucky. Shape 
To talk the Croud to Madneſs and Rebellion 

Mal. O true Enthuſiaſtick Devil, true; 

For lying is thy Nature, even to me-: . 
Didſt thou not tell me, if my Lord the Guiſe 
Enter'd the Court, his Head ſhou'd then lie low? 
That was a Lye; he went, and is return'd. 

Mel. "Tis falſe; I ſaid, perhaps it ſhould lie loy, 
And, but | child the Blood in Henry's Veins, 
And cram'd a thouſand ghaſtly, frightful Thought, 
Nay, thruſt em foremoſt in his lab'ring Brain, 

Even fo it wou'd have been. 

Mal. Thou haſt deſerv'd me, 5 
And I am thine, dear Devil; what do we next 
Mel. 1 ſaid, Firſt ſeize the King. 

Mal. Suppoſe it done, | 
He's clapt within a Convent, ſhorn a Saint, 
- My Maſter mounts the Throne. | 

Mel. Not ſo faſt, Malicorn; | 

Thy Maſter mounts not, till the King be lain. 

Mal. Not when depos'd ? | | | 

Mel. He cannot be depos de. 

He may be kill'd, a violent Fate attends him; 

But at his Birth there ſhone a Regal Star. 

Mal. My Maſter had a ſtronger. 

Mel. No, not a ſtronger, but more Popular! 
Their Births were full oppos'd, the Guiſe now ſtrong 
But if th' ill Influence paſs o'er Harry's Head, 

As in a Year it will, France neer (hall boaſt 
A greater King than he; now cut him off, 

While yer his Sars are weak. 

Mal. Thou talk'ſt of Stars: Ea: 
Canſt thou not ſee more deep into Events, 

And by a ſurer way? | . 

Mel. No, Malicorne, | Gs 
The ways of Heav'n are broken ſince our Fall, 

| Gulph, beyond Gulph, and never to be ſhot - 

Once we cou'd read our mighty Maker's Mind, 

As in a Chryſtal Mirror, ſee th' Idea's 
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| things EET always are, as he is always. 55 

w {hut below in this dark Sphere, WR 5 
second Cauſes dimly we may gueſs, yy, 
d peep far off on, Heav'ns revolving; 0 
ich caſt obſcure Reflections from the Throne. | 
al. Then tell me thy Surmiſes of the future. . . 

Mel. I took the Revolution of the Year, 511 trend "1 
{ when the Sun was entering the Ra: Lad, 

' aſcending Scorpion poiſon d all the Sʒ /, 
fon of deep Deceit and Treachery, , + 4 
Hon his Cuſp his angry Maſter fate, |; wh, 
mjoyn'd with Saturn, baleful both to Man: ö 
Fcrer Slaughters, Empires overturn d. 1 
ie, Blood, and Maſſacres expect ro . : m_ 

xd all th* Events of an. ill-omen'd Lea. 

Hal. Then flouriſh Hell, and mighty Miſchief! reign, 
chief ro ſome, to others mult be * | 

bark, for now tho? *ris the dead of Night, A 7 1 
en Silence. broods upon our darkned World. 

thinks 1 hear a murmuring hollow Sound,. 

r the deaf Chimes of Bells in Steeples touch d. We 
Wl. Tis truly gueſs de FT. 
know, 'tis from no nightly Sexton's hand, af 
es not a damned Ghoſt, nor Hell-born Fiend, : 
can from Limbo ſcape, but hither flies, +. 
ib leathern Wings they beat the dusky Skies. [ 
cred Churches all in ſwarms repair, 
crowd the Spires, but moſt the.:hallow'd Bells, 
ſoftly Toll for Souls departing Knells; 4 
i Chime thou hear'ſt, a future Death foretells. 

' there they perch to have em in their Eyes, 

Jil go loaded to the Neather 3 | 
l. To-morrow then. | # 12 
H. To-tnorrow let it be: FF: 


dou deceiv'ſt thoſe hun rens, — 
belzobub will rage. ern vos 


dl. Why Beelzebub? haſt thou not often 4, 1. 
Leis your King? 1 * 1 is TK. 

! I told thee true: 7, 2 
fer, a8 * * a * 
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So now lies loweſt in th* Abyſs of Hell. Jur Ni 
Chain'd till the dreadful Doom, in place of whom be Ci 

— Sits Beelzebub, Vicegerent of the damn'd, | hat bi 
Who liſtning downward hears his roaring Lord, Wil! m. 


And-executes his Purpoſe: Bur no more, May. 
The Morning creeps behind yon Eaſtern Hill; MK 6. : 
And now the Guard is mine, todrive the Elves e may 
And fooliſh: Fairies from their Moon-light Play, theh 
And laſh the Laggers fromthe fight of Day. | Deſe vothir 
Enter Guiſe, Mayenne, Cardinal, and ArchbiſhoMo Ven 
May. Sullen, methinks, and flow the Morning br Heav 
As if the Sun were liſtleſs to appear, ther t 
And dark deſigns hung heavy on the Day. ſcorn t 
Gui. V are an old Man too ſoon, y'are ſuperſtiti 

I' cruſt my Stars, I know em now by proof, 

The Genius of the King bends under mine: 
Inviron'd with his Guards,. he durſt not rouch me 
| But aw'd and craven'd as he had been ſpell'd, 

Would have pronounc'd, Go kill the Gui ſe, and dur 


Lady, 
oughe 
duct 
Gard \ 
Gu I 


Card. We have him in our power, coopt in his Re-e 
Who leads the firſt Attack? Now by yon Heay'n{ſ poſſib 
That bluſhes at my Scarlet Robes, I'll doff u are n 
This Womaniſſi Attire of Godly Peace, Mar, \ 
And cry, Lie there, Lord Cardinal of Guiſe. Gut, W 

Sui. As much too hot, as Aayenns too cool, I lat ſho! 
But tis the manlier Fault o'th' two. Har. F. 


Archb. Have you not heard the King, preventing 
Receiv'd the Guards into the City Gates, 
The jolly Swiſſes marching to their Fifes? 
The Crowd ſtood gaping, heartleſs, and amax d, 
Shrunk to their Shops, and left the Paſſage free. 
Qui. I would it ſhould be fo, t was a good ho! 
— — let ke fear for Rapes, and 8 Houſes 
hat very fright, when I to head em, 
Will harden Gels ſoft City Cour es: 
Cold Burghers muſt be ſtruck, vo ſtruck like Fl 
Ere their hid Fire will ſparkle. 
Archb. I am glad the King has introduc'd theſe 0 
Car. Your Reaſon. yard 
Atebb. They ue too few for us to fear, 
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dur Numbers in old martial Men are more, 

xc City not caſt in, but the pretence © 
hat hirher they are brought to bridle Paris, 
vil make this riſing paſs for juſt defence. 
May. Suppoſe the City ſhould not riſe. 
Gui. Suppoſe as well the Sun ſhould never riſe: 
e may not riſe, for Heay'n may play a trick; 5 

t he has riſen from Adam's time to ours. 
nothing to be left to Noble Hazard? DE. 
o Venture made, bur all dull Certaintyz. _ 
Heav'n I'll rug with Harry for a Crown, 
ther than have 1t on tame terms of yielding. IE 
corn to poach for Power. | | 
Enter a Servant, who whiſpers Guiſe. 
Lady, ſay'ft thou, Young, and Beautiful, 
dught in a Chair? DD 
duct her in 
Grd, You wou'd be left alone? 
bu 1 wou'd: Retire. 

Re-enter Servant with Marmoutier, and Exit | 

t poſſible, I dare not truſt my Eyes: [Starting back. 


om 


(Erie Serv. 


ware not Aarmourier 

Har, What am I then? 3 

Gui, Why, any thing but ſhe: | 

ſhat ſhould the Miſtreſs of a King do here? 

Mor. Find him, who wou'd be Maſter of a King. 

Gu. I ſent not for you, Madam. eee 3 

Mar. I think, my Lord, the King ſent not for you. 

(ui, Do you not fear your Viſit will be known? 

kar, Fear is for guilty Men, Rebels and Traytors ; 

ere · e er I go, my Virtue is my Guard, e 

. What Devil has ſent thee here to plague my Soul? 

that I cou'd deteſt thee now as much „ 

tver 1 have lov'd, nay, even as much 

et in ſpight of all thy Crimes I love: K 

tis a Love ſo mixt with dark Deſpair. 

Smoke and Soot ſmother the riſing Flame, 

| make my Soul a Furnace: Woman, Woman, 

it can I call. thee. more? if Devil, *twere leſs. 

dine a, Race was, never got by An, 
| on Aa 1 2 195 'Bur 
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- You ſee | kept my Promiſe. 


But Eve play'd falſe; engend'ring with the Serpent, 


Her own part worſe than his. 


Mar. Then they got Traytors. * 


p * 92 


Gui. Yes, Angel-Traytors, fit to ſhine in Palace, 


Fork d into ills, and ſplit into deceits; 


Two in their very frame; twas well, t was well, 

I ſaw not thee at Court, thou Baſilisgk; 

For if I had, thoſe Eyes, withour his Guards, 

Had done the 'Tyrant's work. | | 
Mar. Why then, it ſeems, 


I was not falſe in all; L told you, Guiſe, 


If you left Paris, I would go to Court: 
Gui. Still thy Sex? :/ 1 
Once true in all thy Life, and that for Miſchief. 
Mar. Have I ſaid I lov'd you? 
Gui. Stab on, Stab, 
'Tis plain you love the King. 
Mar. Nor him, nor you. 8 
In that unlawful way you ſeem to mean. 
My Eyes had once ſo far betray'd my Heart, 
As to diſtinguiſh you from common Men, 
W hate'er you ſaid, or did, was Charming all. 
Gui. But yet, it ſeems, you found a King more Charmi 
Mar. I do not ſay more Charming, but more Nob 
More truly Royal, more a King in Soul, 
Than you are now in Wiſhes. | 
Gui. May be fo: . 


But Love has oyÞF'd. your Tongue to run fo glib, 
Curie vn your Flegahes 29 HS 8 
Mar. Curſe not that, Eloquence, that ſav'd your L 
For when your wild Ambition, which defy'd 

A Royal Mandat, hurried you to Town; | 

W hen over-weening, Pride of Popular Power, 
Had thruſt you headlong in rhe Louvre Toils, 
Then had.you-dy'd: For know, my haughty Lord, 


* 


Had I ng been, offended Majeſty \, '' 
Had doom d you to the Death you well deſetv'd. 
Gui. Then was't not Henry's Fear preferv'd'my L. 


Aar. You know him better, or you ought to know 
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born to give you Fear, not to receiye it: 1 1 N 
Gui. Say this again, but add you gave not 98 
ſour Honour as the Ranſom of my Eiſe: 
or if you did, twere better 1. Dad dy d. are rt 
Mar. And bo it WE. e ve wks 575 1 
Gui, Why ſaid you, So it were ? ne 7 rg 
or tho? 'tis true, methinks tis much W 
Mar. My Lord, we are not now to talk of doceg. 
Fyou acknowledge I have ſav'd your LAG | 
e grateful in return, and do an Ad 14 thy 
our Honour, though unask' d by me, requires. gt 
(Cn. By Heav'n, and you whom next to — n x Hove, 
If I aid more, I fear I ſhould not lie, * | 
| do whate'er my Honour will permit. | 
Mar. Go throw your ſelf at Henry's Royal Feet, 
nd riſe not, till approv'd a Loyal Subject. 
Gui, A duteous Loyal Subject 1 was ever. 
Mar. I'll put it ſhort, my Lord, depart from o Paris. 
Gui, I cannot leave 
ly Country, Friends, Religion, all at ſtake; 
vile, and be before- hand with your Fortune; 
event the turn, forſake the ruin d Court; 
Jay here, and make a Merit of your Love. 
Mar. No, Ill return, and periſh in thoſe Ruins; 
ind thee now, Ambitious, faithleſs Guiſe : D „ OS. 
rewel the baſeſt, and the laſt of Men. 
Gui, Stay or- O Heav'n! III force you: 8— | 
Mar. I do believe 5 
ill of you, ſo villainouſly ill 
Mat if you durſt you would: | 
our you've little, Honeſty you've leſs; 1 
t Conſcience you have none. | = 
ft there's a thingicall'd Fame, and Mens 1 
tlerves me from your force; once more Farewel: 
vk on me Guiſs, thou ſeeſt me now the laſt, 
0 Treaſon urge not Thunder on thy Head, 
Is one departing Glance ſhall flaſk thee dead. Ex. 
CG, Ha, faid the true? have I ſo little Honour? 
y then a Prize ſo eaſie, and ſo fair. 
U never ſcap'd my Gripe; but mine- the is, | 
Aa 3 For 


8 | 


rmi 
Nob 


xr Li 


E r 


yL 
I. 


I but ſate ſtill, and nodded like a God 


Gentlemen of the Rabble, a word of Godly Exh 


hear the Devil now, tho' he ſhould come in God's ni 


when you are all dead and damn'd; I have led on 
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For that's ſet down as ſure as Harry's Fall: 
But my Ambition, that ſhe calls my Crime: 
Falſe, falſe, by Fate, my Right was born with me, 
And Heay'n confeſt it in my very Frame; 
The Fires that would have form'd ten thouſand Ang 
Were cram'd together for my ſingle Soul. 
| | Enter ' Malicorne. 5 

Mal. My Lord, you trifle precious hours away, 

The Heav'ns look gaudily upon your Greatneſs, 


el. I 
1 Cit. | 
have y 
el. 

3 Cit. | 
> Cit. 1 


na Tr 
Author 


el. T 


And the crown d Moments court you as they fly; I Tim: 
Briſack and fierce Aumale have pent the Swiſe, C. 
And folded *em like Sheep in holy Ground, tu ho\ 


W here now with order'd Pikes, and Colours furl'd 

They wait the Word that dooms em all to die: 

Come forth and bleſs the Triumph of the day. 
Gui. So flight a Victory requir'd not me: 


My World into Creation; now tis time 

To walk abroad, and careleſly ſurvey . 

How the dull Matter does the form obey. 1 in h 

r I [Exit with Malico 

Enter Citizens, and Melanax in his Fanatick Habit 
at the Head of em. | 

Aſel. Hold, hold a little, Fellow-Citizens, and ore e 


tion to ſtrengthen your hands, ere you give the C 
1 Ct. Is this a time to make Sermons? I wou'd 


to Preach Peace to us. 

2 Cit. Look you, Gentlemen, Sermons are not ti 
deſpis'd, we have all profited by godly Sermons 
promote Sedition, Let the Precious Man Hold fort 

Omnes. Let him Hold forth, let him Hold forth 

Mel. To promote Sedition is my Buſineſs: It 
been ſo before any of you were born, and will bt 


efolute 
if here 
t again 
dens th 
and, 
nouiſh* 
In one, 


for t. 


Rabble in all Ages. | 

1 Cir. That's a Lye, and a loud one. He has led 
Rabble both Old and Young, that's all Ages: A hear 
ſweet Man, I warrant him, I have ſeen him ſomew! 
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gl. I've ſown Rebellion every Where. 
| Cit. How every where? That's another Lye: How. 
have you travelld, Friend? „ Yr14 an 
|. Over all the World. | iS 
c. Now that's a Rapper. W 
Cit. 1 ſay, No: For, look you Gentlemen, if he has 

1 2 Traveller, he certainly ſays true, for he may lye 
Authority. 5 „ 
el. That the Rabble may depoſe their Prince, has 

. Will Times, and in all Countries, been accounted Lawful. 
cit. That's the firſt true Syllable he has utter'd: 
tu how, and whereby, and when may they depoſe 


me, 


el. Whenever they have more Power to Depoſe, 
n he has to Oppoſe, and this they may do upon the 
occaſion. _ | 3 
dit. Sirrah, you mince the Matter; you ſhould ſay, 
may do it upon no occaſion, for the leſs the better. 
l. Aſide. Here's a Rogue now vill out-ſhoot the 
il in his own Bow. | 3 
cit. Some Occaſion, in my mind, were not amils: 
look you Gentlemen, if we have no occaſion, then 
ereby we have no occaſion to depoſe him; and 
refore either Religion or Liberty, I ſtick to thoſe 
ions: For when they are gone, Good-night to 
llineſs, and Freedom. : ES x 
Ill, When the moſt are of one Side, as that's our 
we are always in the Right; for they that are in 
er will ever be the be + So that if we ſay, White 
Jack, poor White muſt loſe the Cauſe, and put on 
ming; for White is but a Single Syllable, and we 


whole Sentence: Therefore go on boldly, and lay 
forth rſolutely, for your Solemn ue and Covenant, 
: ti here be any ſqueamiſh Conſcience who fears to 
ill ber 2gainſt the King, though I that have known you 
d on ens theſe Thouſand Years ſuſpect not any, let ſuch. 


and, That his Majeſty's Politick Capacity is to be 
ipuiſh'd from his Natural; and though you murder 
In one, you may preſerve him in the other; and ſo 
for this time, becauſe the Enemy is at hand. 

| Aa 4 2 Cit, A 
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Rogues, O Cowards, Damn theſe half-ſtrain'd Shop- 
pers, got between Gentlemen and City-Wives, how _ 

wrally they quake, and run away from their own *' 
uhers? twenty Souls a Penny were a dear Bargain of 


hey all run off, Melanax with them, the 1 and 2 Cit. taken, 
Grill. Poſſels your ſelves of the Place, Maubert, | 
hang me up thoſe two Rogues for an Example. 
; Cit. O ſpare me, ſweet Colonel, I am but a young 
winner, and new ſetup. nm 
Grill, I'll be your Cuſtomer, and fer you up a little 
better, Sirrah, _ OS" e nen SAP 
þ hang him at the next Sign-poſt - | 
hat have you to fay for your ſelf, Scoundrel? 
oy were you Äœ HS HEE I oe 
: Cit. Look you, Colonel, twas out of no ill Meaning 


e y ide Government, all that I did, was pure Obedience 
y, ny Wife, jy OE mu | 

ho 0&1]. Nay, if thou haſt a Wife that wears the Breeches 
ou ſhalt be condemn'd to live: e IR 
Vii thee home for a Hen-peck'd Traitor 5 1) 


tat, are we encompaſs d? Nay, then Faces this way 3 1 
[ell ſell our Skins to the faireſt Chapmen. a 
luter Aumale and Soldiers on the one Side, Citizens : 


mor en the other. Grillon and his Party are diſarm'd. © | 
re HG. Bear away that bloody-minded Colonel, | 
Bloß hang him up at the next Sigu- poſte 2 5 

t ou when I am in Power, I can make Examples too. 

if nner. Tear him piece - meal, tear him piece- meal. 

mede Tull and bale bim. 

ist . Rogues, Villains, Rebels, Traitors, Cuckolds, 

| ſay Wounds what do you make of a Man? Do you think 


he 
y Fi 


5 15 Arms arc ſtrung upon a Wire, like a Jointed- 
any: | gr OS 
ry me off quickly, you were beſt, and hang mede- 
rty, Ny, according to my firſt Sentence. wt 8 85 
; thi: C:. Look you, Colonel, you are roo bulky to be 
cia ned off all at once, a Leg or an Arm is one Man's 
been: Give me a little Finger for a Sample of him; 
| DE | whereby 


* 


hereby I'll carry it for a Token to my Sovereign Lad 
| * Grill) 'Tis — 5 8 in all Conſeience, for her; 


- | | mu 
+. Takeabigger Token, Cuckold. Er tu Brute whom Ic: 0 f 
| O the Conſcience of A AS e „ 1. act 
2 Cit. Look you, Colonel, for your ſaving me, I than c 

you heartily, whereby that Debt's paid; bur for yo this \ 
ſpeaking Treaſon againſt my anointed Wife, thats vive 

new Reckoning between us. then 

Enter Guiſe with 4 General's Staff in bis Hand, Mg Bo 


enne, Cardinal, Archbiſhop, Malicorn, and Attendani 
Omnes. Vive Guiſe. _ - | | 
Gui, I thank you Country-men, the Hand of Hen wund 
. | | Brwing and Bare beau ow t 
In all our Saſeties has appear d this Day, 
Stand on your Guard, and double every Watch, 
Bur ſtain your Triumph. with no Chriſtian Blood, 
French we are all, and Brothers of a Land. 
Card. What mean you, Brother, by this Godly T. 
Of ſparing Chriſtian Blood? why rheſe are Dogs; 
Now by the Sword that cut off Malchus Ear, 


oleſs t. 
e hall | 
long h 
lard. . 
paring 
te rhof 


Meer Dogs that neither can be ſav'd nor damn'd. d Qual 
Archb. Where have you learnt to ſpare inveterate Fo beh. 

Gui. You know the Book. 1 in th? 

15 Archb. And can expound it too nat pr, 

| But Chriſtian Faith was in the Nonage then, 

And Roman Heathens lorded o'er the World; a. 0 

What Madneſs were it for the Weak and Few, ends th 

To fight againſt the Many and the Strong? nk you 

Grillon — die, ſo muſt the Tyrant's Guards, his pro 

Leſt gathering Head again, they make more Work u. pe. 

Mal. My Lord, the People muſt be fleſh'd in Blofize hi. 

To teach em the true Reliſh, dip em with you be decl. 

Or they'll perhaps repent. it the 

Jui. YouarePFools,to kill'em were toſhew I fear de ploriot 

The Court diſarm'd, diſheartned, and beſieg d, ch in h 

Are all as much within my Power, as if him J 

I égrip'd 'em in my Fiſt. | Pbrothe. 

May. Tis rightly judg'd: Med: wit 

And let me 2s, who heads a Popular Cauſe, when 


Muſt proſecute that Cauſe by Popular Ways : Phents 


vhether you are merciful or no, \ 
qu muſt affect to be. bo. - 
Gui. Diſmiſs thole Priſoners; Grillon, you are free, 
{ not ask your Love, be ſtill my Fo... 
Grill. J will be ſo: But ler me tell you, Guiſe 
this was greatly done, twas proudly too 
give you back your Life when next we meet, 
then I am your Debtor. e 
Gui. That's till Dooms-Day. | . 
[Grillon and bis Exeunt one way, Rabble the otbr. 
te, Brother, draw out fifteen thouſand Men, | 
round the Louvre, leſt the Prey ſhould cape. 
tow the King will ſend to treat, © 
[ell ſer the Dice on him in high Demands, 
0leſs than all his Offices of Truſt, 
hall be par d, and canton'd out, and clipt, 
long he ſhall not paſs, LY | 
(ard. What do we talk 1 
paring, clipping, and ſuch tedious Work, 
te thoſe that hang their Noſes o'er a Potion, 
Qualm, and Keck, and take it down by Sips? 
cb. Beſt make advantage of this Popular Rage, 
in th'o'erwhelming Tide on Harry's Heat. 
at promiſcuous Fury who ſhall know, | 
long a thouſand Swords, who kill'd the King. 
al, O my dear Lord, upon this only Day 
ends the Series of your following Fate: 
Ink your good Genius has aſſum'd my Shape 
is prophetick Doom. 
i. Peace, croaking Raven, Tt 
Fize him firſt, then make him a led Monarch; 
be declar'd Lieutenant-General 
gat the three Eftates that repreſent 
TW 2lorious, full, majeſtick Face of France, 
ich in his own deſpight the King ſhall call : 
him Reign my Tenant during Life, 
Brother of Navarre ſhut out for ever, 
ded with Hereſie, and barr'd from Sway, 
__WMwhen Yaris conſum'd in Aſhes lies, 
Phenix Race of Charlemain may riſe» | Exennt. 
SCENE 
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SC E NE T he Louvre. 


e marc 
4b. T. 


Enter King, Quecn-Mother, Abbot, Grillon. * 
King. Diſmiſt with ſuch Contempft?0 ſtill] 
Grill. Yes, Faith, we paſt like beaten Romans undi in 
neath the Fork. 3 AM. 
Ning. Give me my Arms. Bleſſi 
Grill. For what? at once 
King. V'll lead you on. aon d Guiſe 
Grill. You are a true Lion, but my Men are She g. | 


If you run firſt, III ſwear they'll follow you. 
King. What, all turn d Cowards? Not a Man in 6; 
Dares ſet his Foot by mine, and periſh by me. 
Grill. Troth I cant find em much inclin'd to periſhi 
King. What can be left in danger, but to dare? 
No matter for my Arms, I'll go bare- fac'd, 
And ſeize the firſt bold Rebel that I meet. 
Ab. There's ſomething of Divinity in Kings 
Thar fats between their Eyes, and guards their Lif 
Grill, True, Abbot, but the Miſchief is, you Ch 
Can ſee that ſomething further than the Crowd; . 
Theſe Muſquet Bullets have not read much Logick, 
Nor are they given to make your nice Diſtinctiom: 
One Enters, and gives the Queen a Note, ſbe n 
One of em poſſibly may hit the King 
In ſome one part of him that's nor Divine; 
And ſo the mortal part of his Majeſty wou'd draw 
The Divinity of it into another World. ſweet Abbe haſte 
©. A. Tis equal Madneſs to go out or ſtay; 
The Reverence due to Kings is all transferr'd 
To haughty Guiſe, and when new Gods are made, 
The old muſt quit the Temple; you muſt fly. 
King. Death, had I Wings, yet I would ſcorn to 
Grill. Wings, or no Wings, is not the Queſtio 
If you won't fly for't, you muſt ride fort, 
And that comes much to one. 
King. Forſage my regal Town! 
M. Forfake'a Bedlam: © © 


then 
how I b 
this lo 
uth, mi 
t muſt | 
a. It 
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iz Note informs me, Fiftcen thouſand Men 
e marching to encloſe the Lowvre round. a 
16. The Buſineſs then admits no more diſpute; 

u. Madam, muſt be pleas'd to find the Guiſe, 
i. em eaſie, fearful, yielding, what you will, 

t fill prolong the Treaty all you can, 

gain the King more time for his Eſcape. 

M. I'll undertake it Nay, no thanks, my Son, 
Nleflng ſhall be given in your Deliverance; 
ar once perform'd, their Web is all unravel d, 
d Guiſe is to begin his Work again. [Exit Q. A. 
ing. 1 go this Minute. 8 
Enter Marmoutier. 

5 then, another Minute muſt be given. 5 
tow I bluſh, that thou ſhouldſt ſee thy King 

this low Act that leſſens all his Fame: 

ath, muſt a Rebel force me from my Love! 

[muſt be f 

tr. It muſt not, cannot be. | | 
ill, No, nor ſhall not Wench, as long as my Soul 
wears a Body, þ: 

ing. Secure in that, I'll truſt thee ; Shall I truſt thee ? 


Shee 
1H. 


riſh1 
? 


Conquerors have Charms, and Women Frailty: 
ick. Noel, thou may'ſt behold me King again 
jon: Souls not yet depos'd, why then Farewel, 
ſber ky't as comfortably as I can: oy; Ab 


O curgd Guiſe, for preſſing on my Time, 
cutting off Fen thouſand more Adieus. [tors 
r. The Moments thar retard your Flight are Tray- 
e haſte my Royal Maſter to be ſafe, Wag 
ſave me with you, for I'll ſnare your Fate. 
Ing. Wilt thou go too? 2 
1 | am-reconciFd to Heav'n again: 
elcome thou good Angel of my Way, 
u Pledge and Omen of my ſafe Return ' 
Greece, nor hoſtile Juno cou'd deftroy + 
Hero that abandon d burning Te, 
leap'd the Dangers of the dreadful Night, 
n loaded with his Gods he took his * <8 

1211 1 Mr £2 , Er. King, eading ber, 
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SCENE The Caſtle of Blois 


Þ 4 
Enter Grillon, and Alphonſo Corſo. nd the 
ertain] 

Grill.” 7 Elcome, Colonel, welcome to Blois. yy Cu 

Alph. Since laſt we parted at the Barricui al S 

The World's turn'd upſide down. he grea 
Grill. No, Faith, tis better, now 'tis downkida Ahh. 

Our part o'th* the Wheel is riſing, tho' bur'{lowlyMheech u 

Alph. Who look'd for an Aſſembly of the Sn em, m 

Grill. When the King was eſcaped from Paris, hu pat. 

| got out of the Toils, t was time for the Guiſe to ¶ Nied for 


em down, and pitch others: That is, to treat for 
Calling of a Parliament, where being ſure of the 
jor part, he might get by Law, what he had m 
by Force. 
'  Alpb: But why ſhould the King aſſemble the 8 
to ſatisfie the Guiſe after ſo many Affronts? 
Grill. For the ſame Reaſon that a Man in a Duel 
he has received Satisfaction, when he is firſt W out 


Grill. * 
ther 
ey to © 
next | 


and afterwards diſarm'd. the T. 
Alpb. But why this Parliament at 2 and not at broke! 
Grill. Becauſe no Barricado's have been made at b. 1 


This Blois is a very little Town, and the King cangWGr//, I 
it after him. der M. 
Bat Paris is a damn'd unweildly Bulk, and whe 
Preachers draw againſt the King, a Parſon 1 in aÞ 
is a Devilliſh Fore-horſe. N witho 
Beſides, | found in that Inſurrection, what 4 
Beaſts theſe Townſmen are; I tell you, Colonel, a 
had better deal with Ten of their Wives, than wi | 
Zealous, Citizen: rt, and 
O your inſpir'd Cuckold is moſt inplacable. 

Alpb. Is there any ſeeming kindneſs between the 
and the Duke of Guiſe? 

Grill. Ves moſt wonderful: They are as s dear it 

amber as an old Uſurer, and a rich young Heir 


Mortgage. The King is very Loyal to the Guiſe, and 
e Gwiſe is very gracious to the King: Then the Car- 
inal of Guiſe, and the Archbiſhop of Lions, are the 
[wo Pendants, that are always banging at the Royal 
: They caſe his Majeſty of all the Spiritual Buſineſs, 


enainly the happieſt Prince in Chriſtendom, without 
y Care upon bim: So yielding up every thing to his 
yal Subjects, that he's infallibly in the way of bein 

te greateſt and moſt Glorious King in all the World: 
Alph. Yet 1 have heard, he made a ſharp reflecting 
xeech upon their Party at the opening of the Parlia- 


pal, but ſeem'd to threaten Vengeance if they per- 
led for the future. | | 
Grill. Yes, and then they all took the Sacrament to- 
ther : He promiſing to unite himſelf to them, and 


next Morning they went on, in purſuance of their 
| Common-wealth Deſigns, as violently as ever; 


ken their Oaths. 
Grill. Ay but you are but one private Man, and they 


broken their Oaths, who is to be Judge? 

Ab. There's one above. 0 

rl. T hope you mean in Heav'n, or elſe you are a 
der Man than I am in Parliament-time; but here 
nes the Maſter, and my Neice. 


without Treaſon. 


the Guiſe's fide do that moſt formally: Nay, you 
be ſuffer d civilly to drink his Health, be of the 
Ir, and keep a Place of Profit under him + For, in 
t, 'tis a judg'd Caſe of Conſcience, to make your 
of the King, and to fide againſt him. * 

| | Enter King and Marmoutier. 
dear ng. Grillon, be near me. 

Heit Mes ſomething for my Service to be done, 


n the 


Your 
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nd the Guiſe of all the Temporal; ſo that the King is 


em, maodniſn'd Men of their Duties, pardon'd what + 


ey to obey him, according to the Laws; yet the ve- 
4pb. Now I am dull enough to think they have 


the Three States; and if they Vote that they have 


(pb, Heav'n preſerve him, if a Man may pray for 
tl, O yes, you may pray for him; the Preacher: 


. 


Your Orders will be ſudden, now withdraw. . - Ia cha 
_ » Grill. afde, Well, I dare truſt my Neice, even thou Ing. 
' ſhe comes of my own Family; but if ſhe Cuckold ol Fayc 
good Opinion of ber Honeſty, there's a whole Sex fil in pliar 
Under a general Rule without one Exception. Mar. 
Mar. You bid my Uncle wait you. others 
King. Ves. ew. King. 


Ling. I think it was. Hog! 5 ; of 
: Mar. Something of Moment hangs upon this Hou 
1 Ring. Not more on this, than on the next and ne 


5 My time is all ta en up on Uſury; f Ing. 
—_ I never am before-hand with my Hours, Mar, \ 
_ But every one has work before it comes. | Ig. 


Mar. There's ſomething 
Thoſe were your Words. 
King. And you deſire their Meaning. 
Aar. I dare not ask, and yet perhaps may guck. 
King. Tis ſearching there where Heav'ncan only 
Not Man, who knows not Man but by ſurmiſe; 
Nor Devils, nor Angels of a purer Mould, 
Can trace the winding Labyrinths of Thought. 
I tell thee, Marmoutier, I never ſpeak 
Not when alone, for fear ſome Fiend ſhould hear, 
And blab my Secrets out. 
Mar. You hate the Guiſe. 
ing. True, I did hate him. 
Mar. And you hate him ſtill. 
King. 1 am reconcil'd. 
Mar. Your Spirt is too high; | 
Great Souls forgive not Injurics, till Time 
| Has put their Enemies into their Power, 
| That they may ſhew Forgiveneſs is their own; 
= For elſe tis fear to puniſh that forgives : 
| | The Coward, not the King. 


for my Service to be dc 


King. He has ſubmitted. _ 


Mar. In ſhow, for in effect he Kill inſults. 
King. Well, Kings muſt bear ſometimes. 


Au. They mult, till they can ſhake their Burden 


id that's, I think, your aim. 
King. Miſtaken ſtill: SE. | 
Favours, all Preferments, paſs through them, 
n pliant, and they mould me as they pleaſe. 
Mar. Theſe are your Arts to make em more ſecure, 
it ſo your Brother us'd the Admiral. ? 
others may think, and act like Brothers too. | 
King. What ſaid you, ha! what mean you, Marmourier? 
Mar. Nay, what mean you? That Start betray d you, Sir. 
b. This is no Vigil of St. Bartholomew. "Pp = 
or is Blots Paris. te | | 
Mar. Tis an open Town. 
ſing. What then? PR 
Mar. Where you are ſtrongeſt. | | 
king. Well, what then? | [vok'd. 
Mr. No more, but you have Power, and are pro- 
King. O! thou haſt (er thy Foot upon a Snake, 

quickly off, or it will ſting thee dead. 
Mar. Can I unknow it? | 6 
nz. No, but keep it ſecret. | (own, 
&. Think, Sir, your Thoughts are ſtill as much your 
vhen you kept the Key of your own Breaſt : 

lace you let me in, I find it fill'd 45 
th Death and Horror; you would murder Guiſo. 
Im. Murder! what Murder! uſe a ſofter Word, 
call it Sovereign Juſtice, 1 = 
lar, Wou'd I cou'd: „ =_ 
juſtice bears the Godlike ſhape of Law, . 1 
Law requires Defence, an equal Plea 1 
xt th? Offender, and the Righteous Judge: g Ii 
yz. Ves, when th. Offender can be judg'dby Laws,  Þ 9 
yhen his Greatneſs overturns the Scales, EL hl 
Kings are Juſtice in the laſt Appeal, 
I forc'd by ſtrong Neceſſity may ſtrike: 
hich indeed they aſſert the Publick Good, b 

like worn Surgeons, lop the gangreen'd Limb: © 
ſeaſant wholſom Work. | 
ler, If this be needful. 24 
hy. Ha, didſt not thou thy ſelf, in fathoming 
depth of my Deſigns, drop there the Plummet? 
bu, II. B b D 


— 
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we 
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VDidſt thou not ſay Affronts, ſo great, ſo publick, wer De 
I never could forgive? e F 
\ * Mar. I did; but yet | „ 
_=_ King. What means, But yet? Tis Evidence fo full, M 
If che laſt Trumpet ſounded in my Ears, 5 

> _Undaunted I ſhould meet the Saints half way; 
And in the Face of Heav'n maintain the Fact. 
vl - Mar. Maintain it then to Heav'n, but not to me: 
Do vou love me? | DS 
Xi. Can you dobtit? | | 

| Mar. Yes, I can doubt it, if you can deny: 

Love begs once more this great Offender's Lite: 
Can you forgive the Man you juſtly hate, | 
That hazards both your Life and Crown to ſpare him 
One whom you may ſuſpect i more than pity, 
(For I wou'd have you ſee that what 1 4 
I know is wond'rous difficult to grant) 
Can you be thus extravagantly good? 


* ” 1 


=_ Ling. What then? For I begin to fear my firmneſs 
And doubt the oft deſtruction of your Tongue. hchb. 

| Mar. Then in return, I ſwear to Heav'n, and you care 

To give you all the preference of my Soul: ich ma 

No Rebel Rival to diſturb you there, _ for w 

Let him but live, that he may be my Convert. bag. V. 


1 


3 Ning walks a while, then wipes his Eyes, and [Pt 
—_ Ser conquer'd, all chats paſt ſhall be forginſ fo the 
My laviſh Love has made a laviſh Grant: | 
But know this Act of Grace ſhall be my laſt. 
Cet him repent, yes, let him well repent, 
Let him deſiſt, and tempt Revenge no farther : 
For by yon Heav'n, that's conſcious of his Crimes, Nee the 
: I will no more by Mercy be betray'd. 
| | [ Deputies appearing at the D 
The Deputies are ent'ring. Vou muſt leave me: 
Thus Tyrant Buſineſs all my Hours uſurps, 
And makes me live for others. [Re 
| Mar. Now Heav'n reward you with a proſpl 
And grant you never may be good in yain. . F 


" The Hufe of GUISE ip 


u Deputies of the three States, Cardinal of Guiſe 

Tt, clbiſtep of Lyons at the Head K 0 1 2 N 
ling. Well, my good Lords, what Matters of Impor- 
pploy'd the States this Morning? - [tance 
Aychb. One high Point | 8 

s warmly canvas'd in the Commons Houſe, 

4 will be ſoon reſoly'd. a „ 

lung. What was't? 1 

(ad. Succeſſion. - 

king. That's one high Point indeed, but not to be 
ywartoly canvas'd, or ſo ſoon, reſolv'd. kts 
(ard. Things neceſſary muſt ſometimes be ſudden. 
lng. No ſudden Danger threatens you, my Lord: 
ehh. What may be ſudden, muſt be counted ſo: 

e hope, and wiſh your Life; bur Yours, and ours, 
tin the Hand of Heav'n. 

ling. My Lord, they are: 

tina Natural way L way live lang, | 

fleav'n and you: my Loyal Subjects pleaſe. 5 
4cbb, But ſince good Princes, like your Majeſty, 

e care of Dangers meerly poſſible, 
ich may concern their Subjects, whoſe they are, 
| for whom Kings are 2 — PL - 

by. Yes, we for them, | 
I they for us, the Benefits are mutual, 
Iſo the Ties are too. | 

od, To cut things ſhort, 
Commons will decree to exclude Navarre — 

n the Succeſſion of the Realm of France. SY 

Iz. Decree, my Lord! What, one Eſtate decree! - 
ere then are the other two, and what am I? 
Government is caſt up ſomewhat ſhort, * 
Clergy and Nobility caſhicr'd, _ 

t hundred popular Figures on a Row, 

my (elf that am, or ſhquld be King, 

der-prown Cypher ſet before the Sum: N of 

ut Reaſons urge our Sovereigus for th* Excluſion? 

eb. He ſtands ſuſpected, Sir, of Hereſie. 

wy. Has he been call'd'to make his juſt Defence? 
4 That needs not, for tis known. | - 


b 2 I King; 


ul 


him 
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King. To whom? 
Card. The Commons. | | 
King. What is't thoſe Gods the Commons do not 

But Hereſie, you Church-men teach us Vulgar, 

Suppoſes obſtinate and ſtill perſiſting ; 

In Errors prov'd, long Admonitions made, 

And all rejected; has this courſe been us'd? 
Archb. We grant it has not, but 

King. Nay give me leave, 3 

I urge from your own grant it has not been: 

If then in proceſs of a petty ſum, wk 

Both Parties 8 not been fully heard, 

No Sentence can be giv'n: 

Much leſs in the Succeſſion of a Crown, 

Which after my Deceaſe, by Right Inherent 

Devolves upon my Brother of Navarre. „ 
Card. The Right of Souls is ſtill to be preferr'd; 

Religion muſt not ſuffer for a Claim. 
King. If Kings may be excluded, or depos'd, 

Whene'er you cry Religion to the Crowd, 

That Doctrine makes Rebellion Orthodox, 

And Subjects muſt be Traytors to be ſav'd. 
Archb. Then Hereſie's entai d upon the Throne. 
King. Y ou would entail Confuſion, Wars and Slaughtt 

Thoſe Ills are certain, what you name Contingent, 

I know my Brother's Nature, tis ſincere, 

Above Deceit, no crookedneſs of Thought, 

Says what he means, and what he ſays, performs: 

Brave, but not raſh; ſucceſsful, but not proud. 

So much acknowledging, that he's uneaſie, 

Till every petty Service be o'er-paid. 

1 .chb. Some Tay . * +7 403 269 
King. Some then libel him: Waadt Won 

But that's what both of us have learnt to bear. 

He can forgive, but you diſdain Forgiveneſs: 

- Your Chick arc they no Libel muſt profane? 

Honour's a Sacred thing in all but Kings 

But when your Rhimes afſaſſſuate our Fame, 

You bug your mauſequs, blanc ring da 

| - 30 i UCY 13 £7TIq.10 2.36 14 3681 
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a. The Duke of GUI 5 E. 


Ind pay em as if Nonſence were a Merit, 
fit can mean but Treaſon. #1 = 
Arcbb. Sir, we have many Arguments to urge=— 
King. And I have more to anſwer; let *em know Ft 
Royal Brother of Navarre ſhall ſtand BE 
cure by Right, by Merit, and my Love. GEES 
gd, and good Men will never fail his Cauſe, = 
ud all the bad ſhall be conſtrain'd by Laws. _ ==——_ 
Achb. Since gentle means t'exclude Navarre are vain, = 
0-morrow in the States *twill be propos'd, 
o make the Duke of Guiſe Lieutenant-General; 
hich Power moſt graciouſly confirm'd by you, 
Vill ſtop this headlong Torrent of Succeſſion, 
hat bears Religion, Laws, and all before it: 
hope you'll not oppoſe what muſt be done. 
e with you, Sir, a long and proſperous Reign. 

| [ | Exeunt onnes but the King. 
ling. To-morrow Guiſe is made Lieutenant-General, 
hy then to-morrow I no more am King; 
s time to puſh my ſlicken'd Vengeance home, 
obe a King, or not to be at all. 
e Vow that manackled my Rage is loos'd, 
en Heav'n is wearied with repeated Crimes, 
lightning flaſhes round to guard the Throne, 
d the curb'd Thunder grumbles to be gone. 
Enter Grillon tu him. 
bill, *Tis juſt the pointed hour you id me wait. 
ing. So juſt, as if thou wert inſpir̃ do come; 
the Guardian Angel of my Throne, 
o had o'erſlept himſelf ſo many Years, 


* 


e. 
ght 
- 


o 


now was rouz'd, and brought thee ro my Reſcue. 
I, T hear the Guiſe will be Lieutenant-General. 
ing. And canſt thou ſuffer it? Bolus 
l. Nay, if you will ſuffer it, then well may I. 
Ings will be ſo civil to their Subjects, to giveup all 
vs ramely, they firſt turn Rebels to themſelves, and 
da fair Example for their Friends; *Slife Sir, tis a 
erous matter to be Loyal on the wrong fide, to ſerve 
prince in ſpite of him; if you'll be a Royaliſt your 
there are Millions of honeſt Men will fight for you; 
| "Sy" bur 
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but if you wo'nt, there are few will hang for you: 
King. No more: I am reſolv'd. 


n my C 
But for 


The courſe of things can be with-held no longer King. 
From breaking forth to their appointed end: Heav'n 
My Vengeance; ripen'd in the womb of time, Grill, 
Preſſes for birth, and longs to be diſclos d. ou ma 
Grillon, the Guiſe is doom'd — to ſudden death : But the 
The Sword muft end him; Has not thine an Edge? Is give 
Grill. Ves, and a Point too; I'Il challenge him: Mod till 
King. I bid thee kill him. Walti 7 not 
5rill. — So I mean ta do. | King. 
| —— thy hazard. Mike m 
Grill. Now I underftand you, I ſhou'd murder hiffWſhou 1h 
I am your Soldier, Sir, but not your Hangman, ut kee 
King Doſt thou not hate him? Grill, 
Grill, — Yes. | King. 
King. *Haſt thou not ſaid, all Log 
That he deſerves it? id Larc 
Grill. Yes, but how have 1 0 keep 
Deſerv'd to do a Murder? hat no! 
Ning. Tis no Murder: be reſt 
"Tis Soveraign Juſtice urg'd from Selſ- Defence. ll. 
Brill. Tis all confeſt, and yet I dare not do't. ho l 
King. Go, thou art a Coward. | or the! 
Grill. You are my King. 
King. Thou fay'ſt thou dar'ſt not kill him. e SCE 
Grill. Were a Coward, I bad been a Villain, 
And then 1 det ha don't. : Mal. 
Ling. Thou haſt done worſe in thy long courſe of AWW this d. 
Haſt thou ne'er kill'd a Man? len'd t! 
Grill. Yes, when a Man wou'd have kill'd me. {Wpvanter'd 
King. Haſt thou not plunder'd ſrom the helpleſ bree thi 
Snatch'd from the ſweating Labourer his Food? , Fail 
Grill. Sir, I have eaten and drunk in my own def hat, O 
When 1 was hungry and thirty. © e can 
1 have plunder'd, $95 0 AH Fra god | vor WW how 1: 
W hen you have not Paid me Dad yet a 
I have been content with a Farmers Daughter, . ſeiz'd 
When a berrer Whore W not to be had. ngs on 
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my own Function, when I meet him in the Field; 
But for your Chamber - practice, that's not my Talent. 

King, Is my Revenge Unjuſt, or Tyrannous? 7 = 
Hleav'n knows, I love not Blood. 5 
Grill. No, for your Mercy is your only Vice. 
ou may diſpatch a Rebel lawfully; | 
bit the miſchief is, that Rebel 
Us given me my Life at the Barricadoes, - 
nd till I have return'd his Bribe, 
m not upon even Terms with him. 
King. Give me thy hand, Llovethee not the worſe. 
Mike much of Honour, tis a Soldier's Conſcience. 
hou ſhalt not do this Act, thou'rt een too good; 
ut keep my Secret, for that's Conſcience too. 
Grill, When I diſcloſe ir, think I am a Coward. 
King. No more of that, I know thou art not one: 
all Lognac hither ſtraight, and St. Malin; 
Id Lerchant find ſome unſuſpected means 
o keep Guards doubled at the Council-door, 
hat none paſs in or out, but thoſe I call: 
be reſt l' think on further, ſo farewel. | 
Grill, Heav'n bleſs your Majeſty!  _ - Tkill'd; 
ho I'll not kill him for you, III defend you when he's 
or the honeſt part of the Jobb let me alone. 

Os [ Exeunt ſeverally. 
le SCENE opens, and diſcovers Men and Women at a 
Banquet, Malicorn ſtanding by. 

Mal. This is the Solemn Annual Feaſt I keep, 
this day Twelve Years on this very Hour 
ign'd the Contract for my Soul with Hell; 
barter'd it for Honours, Wealth, and Pleaſure, F 


\ 


4 
eßßkbrec things which mortal Men do covet molt. £ 
> "Wd, Faith, Loover-fold it to the Fiend: OK, | 

| har, One and twenty Years, Nine yet to come, 


low can a Soul be worth ſo much to Devils? | 
) how 1 hug my ſelf, to out-wit theſe Fools of Hell! 
nd 5 a ſudden damp, I know not why 
ls ſeizd my Spirits, and like a heavy weight 
ngs on their active Springs: I want a Sog 
laue rouge me, my B | ergo: Molek there! 
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Serv. 


My Hai 
ſhe Do 
hayes At 
Mal. 


A S ON G and Dance. | 


Sͤhbepherdeſs. Tell me, Thirſis, rell your Anguiſh, 
= Why you Sigh, and why you Languiſh, 

_ When tbe Nymph whom you Adore, 
vi ; Grants the Bleſing of poſſeſſing, 

—_— What can Love and I do more? 


Enter N 
How da 
8 Heay 
Where 
Upon th 
Or I'll c 
Ten tho 
Mel. 
Mal. | 
[Il ope n 
Shall run 


Shepherd. Think it's Love beyond all meaſure, 
» Makes me faint away with Pleaſure; 
= Strength of Cordial may deſtroy, 
= And the Bleſſing of poſſeſſing 
''F Kills me with exceſs of Foy. 


Shepherdeſs. Thirſis, how can I believe you? 
But confeſs, and DI forgive you; 
Men are falſe, and ſo are you; 


Never Nature fram'd a Creature ike Par, 

To enjoy, and yet be true, Mel. J 

| ehold t 

Shepherd. Mine's a Flame beyond ext iring, Mal. 
Still poſſeſſing, ſtill deſiring Mel. S 

Fit £ Love's Imperial Crown; hey rur 

Ever ſhining, and refining , [by Lun 

Still the more tis melted down. all ink 

[ [Loud knocking at the Do Hal. \ 

- Enter Servant. | ine Yea 
Mal. What Noiſe is that? Mel. P 
Serv. An ill look'd ſurly Man, Mal, J 
With a hoarſe Voice, ſays he muſt ſpeak with you. Al. 1 
\ Mal. Tell him I dedicate this Day to Pleaſure; '' WW Mal. 1 
I neither have, nor will have Buſiueſs with him. Ex All. 8 
What louder yet, what ſawcy Slave is this? [Knocks JouaWicre, F 
e een Re-enter. Servant. . E 
Soru. He ſays you have, and muſt have Buſineſ um K 
him; | 514 „ yorls e Ae. P 
Come out, or he'll come in, and ſpoil your Mirth. bey daz 
al. I wo'nt. WS e490 ki 10 n erw 1600 what \ 


e eee 


- 
7 
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ou. el. Then wilt thou ſtand to that without Appeal? - 
2 Mal, J will, fo help me Heav'n. 7 | 
x: Mel. So take thee Hell. Gives bim the Bond. 
nere, Fool, behold, who lyes, the Devil or thou? 
. Ha! One and twenty Years are ſhrunk to twelve. 
el. No, they ſee too true: 85 

th. ey dazled once, I caſt a Miſt before em, 

what was figur d Twelve, to thy dull fight 

1829 | 


Ihe Duke of G UTS E. 
Srv. Sir, I dare not tell him ſo. K _ 
"© © © | Knocks again more fiercely. 
yy Hair ſtands up in Briſtles when 1 ſee him: . 
The Dogs run into Corners; the Spade-Bitch 
yes at his Back, and howls. I | | 
Mal. Bid him enter, and go off thy ſelf. | Exit Ser. 
[Scene cloſes upon the Company, 
Enter Melanax, an Hour-glaſs in bis hand almoſt empty. "*y 
How dar'ſt thou interrupt my ſofter hours? 
Heav'n I'll ramm thee in ſome knotted. Oak, = | 
Where thou ſhalt ſigh and groan to whiſtling Winds 1 wn 
Upon the lonely Plains ' the Sands, 2 | 
or lll confine thee deep in the Red Sea grow ling on Yb 
ſen thouſand Billows rowling o' er thy Head. = 
Mel. Hoh, hoh, hoh. - | 1 I 
Mal. Laugh'ſt thou, malicious Fiend? 
[1 ope my Book of bloody Characters, 
dall rumple up thy tender airy Limbs, | = 
like Parchment on a flame. VER "2 
Mel. Thou canſt not do't, K 4 
hold this Hour-glaſs. EY 
Mal. Well. and what of that? 
Mel. See'ſt thou theſe ebbing Sands? | 
hey run for thee, and when their Race is run, 
by Lungs, the Bellows of thy mortal Breath, 
tall ſink for ever down, and heave no more. | 
Mal, W hat, reſty Fiend? +. © 
ine Years thou haſt to ſerve. 3 
Mel. Not full nine Minutes. | 
Mal. Thou ly'ſt, look on thy Bond, and view the date. 


pear'd full Twenty one. Fe 
. ; rs Ma I, : 
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©” To ftand to this. 


For v pcs I'll forgive nine Years. 


"The Duke of GUA1SE. = a4 
Mal. There 8 Equity i in Heav'n for this, a Cheat. 
Mel. Fool, thou haſt quitted thy Appeal to Hey 


Mal. Then I am loſt for ever. 

Mel. Thou art. 

Mal. O why was I not warn'd before? 

Mel. Yes to repem, then thou hadſt cheated me. 
Mal. Add but a day, but half a day, an hour: 


Mel. No not a Moments Thought beyond my tin 
Diſpatch, tis much below me to attend 
For one poor ſingle Fare. - 

Mal. So pitileſs? 
Bur yer I may command thee, and I will: 
I love the Guiſe even with my lateſt Breath, 
Beyond my Soul, and my loſt hopes of Heay' nz 
I charge thee by my ſhort-liv'd Power, diſcloſe 


lt can; | 
1 cart 
Ur when 


What Fate attends my Maſter, 0 Soul: 
Mal. If he goes | o fence 
To Council when he next is call'd, 5 dyes. fel my 
aal. Who waits? bus Me 
Enter Servant. pute 
Go, give my Lord my laſt adieu, : 
Say I ſhall never ſee his Eyes again: E 
But if he goes when next he's call'd to Council, Cd. 
Bid him believe my lateſt breath, he dies. [ Exit i Proph 
The Sands run yet, O do not ſhake the Glals: r Soul; 
: The Devil ſhakes the Gate cw. 
1 ſhall be thine too ſoon; cou'd I repent, nd Part 
Heav*n's not confin'd to Moments; Mercy, | Mercy Wl 4un:. * 
Mel. 1 fee thy Prayers diſperſt into the Winds hen Li 
\ And Heav'n has puft em by: | s fear 
I was an Angel once of foremoſt Rank, . 
Stood next the ſhining Throne, and wink d but Guiſe. 
80 almoſt gaz d 1 Glory in the Face © ue pr 
That 1 could bear it, and ſtard ſarther in, but ren 
Twas but a moment's Pride, and yet 1 fell, Pen if h 
For ever fell; but Man, baſe Earth-born dan, BS = 
Sins paſt a Sum, and might be Pardon'd more: © Mad finig 
s ot yer tis juſt, for we were perfect Light, b. 


\ 


De Dake of GUISE.” "he" 395. _— 
nd aw our Crimes; Man in his Body's Mire, = 
1{-ſoul, Half-clod, finks blindfel into Sin, 
eray'd by Frauds without, and Luſts within. 

Mal. Then | have hope. ED 
Mel. Not ſo, I preach'd on purpoſe _. 
ſo make thee loſe this Moment of thy Prayer, 
ne. Why Sand creeps low; Deſpair, Deſpair, Deſpair. 
Mal. Where am I row? Upon the brink of Life,” 
he Gulph before me, Devils to puſh me on, 
nd Heav'n behind me cloſing all its Doors. 
thouſand Years for ev'ry Hour l've paſt, 
) cou'd 1 *ſcape ſo cheap! But Ever, Ever, 
till to begin an endleſs round of Woes, 
ſo be renew'd for Pains, and laſt for Hell? 
et can Pains laſt, when Bodies cannot laſt? 
1 earthy Subſtance endleſs Flames enduſe? 
t when one Body wears, and flits away, 
o Souls thruſt forvh another Cruſt of Clay? | 
o fence and guard their tender Forms from Fife—— 
feel my Heart-ſtrings rend, 'm here, I'm gone: : 
bus Men too careleſs of their future State, 
pute, know nothing, and believe too late. | 
[ Flaſh of Liphtning, they fink together. 
Enter Duke of Guiſe, Cardinal, Aumale. 
Card. A dreadful Meſſage from a dying Man, 
Prophecy indeed ! | 
ir Souls juſt quitting Earth, peep into Heav'n, | 
like wirt Acquaintance with their Kindred Forms, * 


nd Partners of immortal Secrets grow. 

aum. Tis good to Jean on the fecurer ſide : 

hen Life depends, the mighty Stake is ſuch, - 7 

ls fear too little, and they dare too muc. 
Fiuter Archbiſhop. : 

Guiſe. You have prevail'd, Iwill not go to Council, 

lave provok'd my Sov*raign paſt a Pardon, 

but remains to doubt if he dare kill me: 

en if he dares but to be juſt, I dye, 

s 100 much odds againſt me, FI depart, 

d finiſh Greitneſf at fone fafer time. 

eb. By Heav nt Bay Plot tofright you 5 
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| That, Coward-like, you might forſake your Friends 
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He will not venture on fo raſh a Deed; 


ich no! 
if you ſl 
. Lc 
je you, 
| you a 
now Yo! 
Har. O 
tell you 
ww. Th. 
erefore \ 


Gui. The Devil foretold it dying Malicorne. 
Archb, Yes, ſome Court-Devil, no doubt: 

If you depart, conſider, good my Lord, 
You are the Maſter- ſpring that move our Fabrick, 
Which once remov'd, our Motion is no more. 
Without your Preſence, which buoys up our Hear 
The League will fink beneath a Royal Name: 
Th' inevitable Yoke prepar'd for Kings, 
Will ſoon be ſhaken off; things done, repeal'd; 


And things undone, paſt future Means to do. N * 
Card. I know not, I begin to taſte his Reaſons, WI” 
Archb. Nay, were the danger certain of your ſtay, ſc > i 

An Act ſo mean would loſe you all your Friends, MW 58 

And leave you ſingle to the Tyrant's Rage: 15 ic 

Then better tis to hazard Life alone, | N 

Than Life, and Friends, and Reputation too: _ 0 4 
Gui. Since more I am confirm'd, Pll ſtand the ſho! th 

| Where-c'er he dares to call, I dare to go. | F - k 


My Friends are many, faithful and united, M. The 


And now I wonder I ſhould fear that Force, in Cou 


W hich I have us'd to Conquer and Contemn. 


Euter Marmoutier. | = 

Arcbb. Vour Tempter comes, perhaps, to turn the dr 

And warn you not to go. "Dy 

Gui. O fear her not, 3 : ve. 

I Will be there. Exeunt Archbiſhop and Cardi A 25 

What can ſhe mean, Repent? | FE 
Or is it caſt betwixt the King and her 133 

To ſound me} Come what will, it warms my Heart 2 

With ſecret Joy, which thefe my ominous Stateſmei 5 to ©, 

Left dead within me; Ha! ſhe turns away. ; . BIN 

Mar. Do you not wonder at this Viſit, Sir? hs 

Gui. No, Madam, I art laſt have gain'd the Point 1 cl 

Of mightieſt Minds, to wonder now at nothing. 18 
Mar. Believe me Guiſe, twere gallantly reſol/ i Ab 

If you cou'd carry't on the inſide too. | c As 

Why came that Sigh uncall'd? For Love of me v. The 

Partly perhaps, bur more for thirſt of Glory, wilf6 ic to: 
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ich now again dilates it ſelf in Smiles, _—_ 

if you ſcoru'd that I ſhould know your purpoſe. 1 

4,1 change, tis true, becauſe I Love you ſtill; 

e you, O Heav'n, ev'n in my own deſpightr, 

| you all even at that very Moment, 

ow you ſtraight betray me to the King. 

lar. O Guiſe, I never did; but, Sir, I come 

tell you, 1 muſt never ſee you more. | 

ji, The King's at Blois, and you have reaſon fort, 

nefore what am I to expect from Pity, N 

n yours, I mean, when you behold me ſlain? 

Ir. Firſt anſwer me, and then Il ſpeak my Heart; 

x you, O Gije, ſince your laſt ſolemn Oaths, 

v firm to what you ſwore? Be plain, my Lord, 

un it o'er awhile, becauſe again | 

you I muſt never ſee you more. Re 

ui. Never! She's ſet on by the King to ſift me. 

by that Nerve then, all I have ſworn* "1 

ue, as that the King deſigns to end me. 

&, Keep your Obedience, by the Saints you live. 

kW. Then mark, tis judg'd by Heads grown white 
in Council, | | 

zvery Day he means to cut me off. 

#. By Heav'n then you're forſworn, you've broke 

your Vows. | 

ki, —— By you, the Juſtice of the Earth, I have not. 

Ms. By you, Diſſembler of the World, you have; 
the King. 1 | a 

n do believe you, Madam. 

r. have try'd you both. 

u. Not me, the King you mean. 
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_ .Do theſe o'erboiling Anſwers ſuit the Quiſe Mord 
: o to Council, Sir, there ſhew your trum, 
| are innocent you re ſafe; but oo 8 
iar Noud chance to ſee you ftrerch'd along 
f Love, O Guiſe, and your Ambition gone, 0 
00 àenerable Aſpect pale with Death, dx 7 
o Mt conclude you merited your End. I Caex, UI 


.—— You muſt, you will, and ſmile upon my Mor- 
5. Therchors if you, are; eee eee 
Wil it to me, lead me to the King,. He 


* 
* 


Hle has promis'd me to conquer his Revenge, 


* 7 
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And place you next him; therefore if you re right, Ml chin! 
> Make me not fear it by Aſſeverations:- | vitiful 
But ſpeak your Heart, and O reſolve me truly. lch tt 

5 Gul. Madam, Iha' thought, and truſt you vit you are 
my Soul; 3 ; my la 

You ſaw but now my parting with my Brother, ou ref 
The Prelate too of Lyons, t was debated 1 / 
Warmly againſt me that 1 ſhould go on. ttake i 


Mar. Did I nor tell you, Sir? 
Gui. — True, but in ſpight 
Of thoſe Imperial Arguments they urg'd, 
I] was not to be work'd from ſecond Thought; 
There we broke off; and, mark me, if I live, that it; 


dur IN 


You are the Saint that makes a Convert of me. [ ſhall 
Mar. Go then. OHeav'n! why muſt I ſtill ſuſpect ya wy, 
Why heaves my Heart? And why o'erflow my Eye Wlch you 
Yer if you lire, O Guiſe, there, there's the Cauſe, 1. 1 h 
I never ſhall converſe, nor fee you more. it I ne 
Gui. O ſay not fo, for once again I'll ſee you, ow, I 


Were you this very Night to lodge with Angels, ch Th: 
Yet ſay not never; for I hope by Virtue 
To merit Heaven, and wed you late in Glory. 
Mar. This Night, my Lord, I'm a Recluſe for eval 
Sui. Ha! Stay till Morning Tapers are too dim; illfcay'n ! 
Stay till the Sun riſes to ſalute you; © an 
Stay till I lead you to that diſmal Den 
Of Virgins, buried quick, and ſtay for ever. | 
Mar. Alas! your Suit is vain, for I have vow'd it 
» Nor was there any other way ta clear 
Th' imputed Stains of my ſuſpected Honour. 
Gui. Hear mea Word, one Sigh, one Tear at parti 
And one laſt Look; for, O my Earthly Saint, 
IT ſee your Face palc, as the Cherubims | 
At Adam's Fall. | 
Mar. O Heav'n! I now confeſs 
My Heart bleeds for thee, Guiſe. 
Gui. Why, Madam, Why? 
Mar. Becauſe by this diſorder, 
And that {ad Fate that bodes upon your Brow, 
I do believe you love me more than Glory. 


Spirits 
all are . 
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bi. Without an Oath I do, therefore have Me 
4 think not Death cou'd make me tremble thus: 
pitiful to thoſe Infirmities | | 
tick thus Unman me, ftay till the Council's o'er; 
jou arc pleas'd to grant an Hour or two 
my laſt Prayer, I'll thank you as my Saint; 
you refuſe me, Madam, 1] not murmur. 
Har. Alas, my Guiſe! O Heav'n what did I fay? 
i take it, take it, if it be too kind, 
our may pardon it, fince it is my laſt. 
Gui, O let me crawl, vile as I am, and kiſs 
ur ſacred Robe. Is't poſſible, yeur Hand! 
obe gives him ber Hand. 
that it were my laſt expiring Moment, : 
r ſhall never taſte the like again, 
tr. Farewel, my Proſelyte, your better Genius 
ch your Ambition, 1 
i. I have none but you; 
ſt I ne'er ſee you more? 
7, I have fworn you muſt not: 
ich Thought thus roots me here, melts my Reſolves, 
h b -|Weeps. 
| makes me loyter when the Angels call me. 
i, O ye Celeſtial Dews! O Paradiſe! 
dev n! O Joys! Neer to be taſted more. 
Har, Nay, take a little more, cold Marmoutier, 
temperate, devoted Marmoutier . 
pne, a laſt Embrace I muſt bequeath you. 
. And O let me return it with another. [part, 
lar. Farewel for ever; Ab, Guiſe, though now we 
de bright Orbs prepar'd us by our Fates, | 
Souls ſhall meet---Farewel----and Io's ſing above, 
fre no Ambition, nor State-Crime, the happi 
Spirits prove, 


al are bleſt, and all enjoy an everlaſting Love. 


[ Exit Mar, 
Guiſe ſolu. 
. Glory,whexeart thou? Fame, Revenge, Ambition, 
ere are you fled? There's Ice upon my Nerves: 
dat, my Mettal, and wy Spirit's gone, Ts 
a 


ICY, 


Wit 


Yoo De Duke of GUISE. 


Palbd as a Slave that's Bed-rid with an Ague, 

-_ T wiſh my Fleſh were off: What now! Thou bleed 
Three and no more! What then? And why what thei 
But juſt Three Drops! And why not juſt Three Drop 


[ miſt 
Larch 
nd the 
The ir V 


n 


| As well as Four or Five, or Five and twenty? Gui, | 

_ Bo + ary Ipain m 

_ Page. My Lord, your Brother and the Archbiſhut | wil 

_—  . wait you. wi 

=_ Gui. I come; down Devil, Ha! muſt I ſtumble t brill. 
3 Away ye Dreams, what if I thunder'd now? ch, | 


Or if a Raven croſs'd me in my way, 

Or now it comes, becauſe laſt Night I dreamt 
The Council-Hall was hung with Crimſon round, 
Aud all the Cieling plaiſter'd o'er with Black. 
=_ No more, blue Fires, and ye dull rowling Lakes, 
=_ Fathomleſs Caves, ye Dungeons of old Night, 
Fantoms be gone, if I muſt die, Pl! fall . 
True Politician, and defy you all. 


Gui, I 
Archb. 
Card, = 

and t 


Gui, O 
ace my 
this uni 
Iſtand i 
by this 
0 fight, 
Card, H 
Gui. I b 
Grill, T 
haſt Ni 
Rev, My 
but, O. 
* One 


SCENE The Court before the Council. ll. 


Grillon, Larchant, Souldiers plac d, People crowding 

Grill, Are your Guards doubled, Captain? 

Lerch. Sir, They are. | | 

Grill. When the Guiſe comes, remember your Petitic 
Make way there for his Eminence: Give back, 
Your Eminence comes late 


\ \ Enter Two Cardinals, Counſellors, the Cardinalof Guile 
= * 


8 
* 
* 


T's 
* 


Archbiſhop of Lyons, laſt the Guile. 
Gui. Well, Colonel, are we Friends? 
Grill, Faith, I think not. 
Gui. Give me your Hand. 
Grill. No, for that gives a Heart. 


Gui. Vet we ſhall claſp in Heav'n. peak. v 

Grill. By Heav'n we ſhall nor, ever th 
Unleſs it be with Gripes. lber I fi 
Gui. True Grillon, ſtill. nd, You 


Heav'n, 


Irrbb, 1 
YOL, II 


 Larch. My Lord. | 
Cui. Ha, Captain, you are well attended, 


Te Dukeof G UTSE. 14101 
| miſtake not, Sir, your Number's doubled. ES 
Larch, All theſe have ſcrv'd againſt the Hereticks, 
1d therefore beg your Grace you would * 
ſbe ir Wounds, and loft Arrears. 

Cui. It ſhall be _ KF , | 

lozin my Heart, there is a Weight upon t ce, 

11 go my figh1 it of : Captain, Fasel & 

[ Exeunt Cardinal, Guile, Sc. 
Gril. Shut the n and bar the Caſtle- gates: 
uch, March there, cloſer 7 Captain, to the Door 

Exit. 


SCENE * Council Hall. 


Gui, 1 do not like my ſelf to day. | | 

Archb. A Qualm, he dares not. = 

(ard, That's one Man's thought; he * | 
and that's anothers. ll 

Enter Grillon, 

Gui, O Marmoutier, Ha, never ſee thee more! 

ace my tumultuous Heart, why jolt my Spirits 

this unequal Circling of my Blood? 

ſtand it while I may; O mighty Nature! | 

ſhy this Alarm, why doſt thou call me on 

d fight, yet rob my Limbs of all their uſe? [Soon 

(ad, Ha! he's fall'n, chafe him: He comes again. 

Gui. I beg your Pardons, Vapours, no more. 

Gil, Th' Effect 

laſt Night's Lechery with ſome working Whore, 

Emer Revol. 

Kev. My Lord of Guiſe, the King would ſpeak with 

di. O Cardinal, O Lyons! but no more, [ you. 

„ one word more, thou haſt a Privilege 

[ To the Cardinal, 

ſpeak with a Recluſe, O therefore tell her, 

deyer thou behold'ſt me breath again, 

her J ſigh d it laſt, — O Marmoutier. ¶ Exit bowing. 

nd. You will have all Things your own 8 wing: 

deav'n, I have ſtrange horror on my So 


bb. 1 ſay again, that Henry dares I not 0 t. 
ol. II. Cc 


- * 27 1 fl \ Bend. I I ; 


45% The Duke of GUISE. 


The Guile is aſſaulted by Eight : They ſtab bim in all Par 


| Dog, Lagwinck; but my own Blood choaks me, 


Card. Bewate your Graet of Minds that bear like fin 


I 1 knowhe ſcorns to ſtoop to mean Reveuge: Look t. 
But When ſomè mightier Miſchief ſhocks his Tour, 
Nie ſhoots at once with Thunder on his Wing, 

And makes it Air; but hark, my Lord, tis doing. 


Gui. within] Murderers Villains 


* 


Arxrcbb, I hear your Brother's Voicez run to the Doo if th 

Cerd. Help, help, the Guiſe is murder'd. King. 
Add. Hap, help. 

Boy. Ceaſe your vain Cries, you are the King's Hees got 

| Take em, Dugaſt, into your Cuſtody. 1 ware | 


Card. We mult obey, my Lord, for Heav'n calls us. (E 
The SCENE draws, behin it a Traverſe 


Nought 
Till Fat 
hat dar 


but moſt in the Head. 
Oni. O Villains! Hell-hounds ! Hold: 
Murder'd, O baſely, and not draw my Sword! 
F Half traws his Sword, it bel 


Down, Villain, down, I'm gone: O Marmourier | 


IH bim him —— Dt UC 

\ TheTraverſe is drawn. The King 2 bis Chair, con An 
Porward with bis Cabinet Council. 

Bid Higuſt execute the Cardinal, SE UE7S 

Seize all the Factious Leaders, as 1 order'd, In like bs 

And every one be anſwer'd on your Lives. lza'd ; 


Enrer Queen-Mother, followed by tbe Counſellors. 
O, Madam, you are weleome, how goes your Healt 
DQ. M. A fiecle mended, Sir gwhat have you done? 
Ki. That which has mademeKing of France, forthi 
The King of Paris at your Feet lies dead. 

Q. 27. You have cut out dangerous Work, but mail fi. 
. it u 8 1 1 
With Deed and reſolution. 

King. Yes, I'll wear | 
The Fox no longer, but put on the Lion; 
And fince I could refolye to rake the Heads 


133 


Te Duke of GUTSE, 403 
of this great Inſurrection, you the Members 
Look tot, beware, turn from your Stabbornels, | 
ind learn to know me, for 1 will be King. 
Grill. Sdeath, how the Traytors lowyres and quake, 
and droop, __ „„ 75 
nd gather to the Wing of his ProteCtion, Wes 6 
is if they were his Friends, and fought his Cauſe. 
King. Be witneſs, Heav'n,I gave on OY Warning 
[Looking upon Guile 
PrilWic's gone, no more, diſperſe, and think upan't, _. 
en eware my Sword, which if I once unſheath, 
all the Reverence dug to Thrones and Crowns, 
; Nought ſhall atongthe Vaws of ſpeedy Juſtice, 2 


Till Fate to RuitFevery Traytor brings, 23 
hat dares the Vengeance of Indulgent Kings. [Exeunps 


in 


P Ii 
written by Mr. Dryden. Spoken by Mrs.Cook. 


UCH Time and Tronble this poor Play has caſt; 
And, Faith, 1 doubted once the Canſe was loſt. 

a n1 one Han was meant; nor Great nor Smalß 

har Poets, likg frank Gameſters, throw ut all. 

ſhe) 100k no ſingle Aim: | | 

Int like bold Boys, trac to their Prince and hearty, 

Inz4'd and fir d Broad. ſides at the whole Party. 


075. oli are Crimes; but alan the Cauſe is right, 
ea Bartel, every Aan is hound to fight 
ne! Wir what ſhou'd hinder «ue go fall wry Shiv 
or HD, cou d, if once my Hand were in? | 
e Defendendo ever ads & Si. * 


I fine World, mn Maſters, night or wrongs 
5 Whiggs muſt talk, 2 their Tongue. 


/ muſt do all they 8. 

we, Forſooth, muſt bear à Chriſtian Mind; 
hd fight, like Boys, with one Hand ty'd behind; 
«7, and when one Boy's down, *twere wond roms wiſts 
"ry, Box fair, and 9 time to riſe. 
Ce 1 


* 9 + 4% L Pa f 
3 oh pe * * q . 
** N — P is © O ; 0 9 
— 1 A 0 % 


When Fortune favours, none but Fools will dally: 
Wox'd any of you Sparks, if Nan or Mall 
Tip you th inviting Wink, ſtand ſbill I, ſhall [? 
4 rimmer cry d, (that heard me tell his Story) 
Fie, Miſtreſs Cook! Faith you're too rank a Tory ! 
Mie not Whiggs hang d, but pity their hard Caſes, ' 
Vn Women love to ee Men make wry Faces, 

Pray, Sir, ſaid I, don't think, me ſuch a Jew; 

' *I ſay no more, but give the Devil his due. 

Lenitives, ſays he, ſuit beſt with our Condition. 
Jack Ketch, /ays 7, 's an excellent Phyſician. , 

' T love mo Blood Vor J, Sit, as J breath; 

But hanging is a five dry kind of Death. 

Me Trimmers. are for holding all things even: 

Ves——7j#f# like him that hung twixt Hell and Heay's, 

Have we not had Mens Lives enow already? 

Tes ſure: but youre for holding all things fleady: 
No fince the Weight hangs all on one fide, Brother, 
Da Trimmers ſhow'd, to poi xe it, hang on other. 

Damn'd Nenters, in their middle ay of ſteering, 
Are neither Fiſh, nor Fleſh, nor ed Red- Herring: 
Not Whiggs nor Tories they; ner this, nor that; 

Not Birds, nor Beaſts 3 but juſt a kind of Baut: 

A Twilight Animal; true to neither Cauſe, 

Mb Tory Wings, but Whiggiſh Teeth and Claws. 
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?ROL OGUE. 
By Mr. Mount fort 


HIS ws we ſhew you the moſt Bloody Rage 

That ever did Religious Fiends engage; 

4 Reconcilement, with a IWedding-Feaſty | © 

While Murder was the Treat for ev'ry Gueſt; | 

Wbich well may prove, to Ages yet i came, 

Ihe Faith of France, the Charity of Rome. 

France, by the moſt deteſtable Perjury, 

hard its Subjects, who by Laws were free. 

Wo Sacrament can this Great Hero bind, © 

babs are weak Shackles for his mighty Mind, 

lad worſe than Heathens does he Perſecute. 

ll; Priefts want Senſe and Learning to diſpuis; 

but weak Divines by ſtrong Dragoons confute : 

ind who-e're doubts of apy Prieftly Maggot, 

je Heretick Dog muſt be convinc'd by Faggot. 

E Rome's Religion and French Government, 
t Slave ſb abjett as ro be coment 

W, idle Malecontent, what is't you'd avs: 

Would you be an Idolater or Slave? 

Iu d'you murmur for, becauſe youre fre, 

Id this bleſs. d Ile enjoys its Liberty? ra. 

iſs but the Narrow Seas, and you will fin 

and Superſtition to your Mind. | „ 

ſale with you all your Friends that grumble ton, 

ſte Land will happily be rid of Ton; 

ſben all as one with our Great Prince combin d, 

bd his Allies by Sacred Union joyn'd; 

ul ſuch falſe Bloody Tyrants ſtill oppoſe, 

ul none ſhall dare to own the Name of Foes. 
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Cardinal of Lorrain. 


Duke of Anjou. 
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ACTI SCENE TL 


J. 
2 


ton 
an. 


nd Duke of Guiſe, Cardinal F Lorraine, Marguerite 4 


GUISE 


UST from your Arms, by this great 
Guardian rais'd, 

Call'd to the Council of a wary King, 
On whom depends the Fortune of Lorraine, 
O, Marguerite, yet to drag at this, 8 
After ſuch full Poſſeſſion thus to hagen 9 
this be not to love thee, ſay what is! ? 
ale then the rolling Torrent of thy Tears, A 
ieh when I ſtrive to climb the Hill of Honour, 
hes my hold away, and drives me down 2 
death Man's Seorn, into the yale of Ruin. [him 
Her. Hear, hear him, O-you Powers] becauſe l love 
ove my Life, beyond all Joys on Earth, "Y 
t ſays I am his Ruin; to wy Face, N 
th a Court Metaphor, he vows he loaths me 
all Men hate their Ruin. N ay, tis true, 
ind your Falſhood; tis the trick of great Ones, 

e Beaſts of Strength, to prey upon the Wears: 


. 
0 


anal 


Gow, Wh 


o "*F 
inn — 
Vi, ITN 


2 * * 
CR * , 
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| * 410. 5 i Maſſacre of B Paris. FY 


' To great Mens Oaths, thou muſt of courſe be das | 


To pity thee, and keep thee from my Ruin: 


Gui. 1 ſwear- 
Aar. O do not, dear, Abi dae, 
For Perjury ſo neceſſary ſeems 


ou ſho 
Ind cat 
but you 
Muſt to 
hich \ 
Vho to 
ut ſee, 


et pity 
ur. I 
- 8 all 


Vet as Þ am, thus plung'd in this Diſhonour, 
Like a fall'n Angel roll'd through all my Hells, 
I cannot hate thee, Gui oy but ſighing far, 

Far from the ſhining Clime where 1 was born, 
I beg thoſe cruel Fates that hurl'd me down 


For I'm ſo curs'd, I do not wifh my Foe, 


Much leſs the Man I love above the World. Ne 
| Gui. As I love thee, and O be Witneſſes Gui. ( 
My Brain and Soul, there's not an Artery 3 

That runs through all the Body of thy Quiſe, 05 2 pt 

But beats where; e er it paſs Marguerite; - vu 

Vet this is nothing - haſte away, my Lord; _ 45 

Go tell the King and Council I am ſick; I cort 

For I'll to Bed again, or on a Couch Which l. 

Sit gazing in her beauteous Eyes all day, kcyond 

And let the buſineſs of a ivy World paſs. 8 

Mar. No more, my rdz you ſhall, you ful ; Marg 
Council: "Sg. 

I ſee tis neceflary ; but I find * al al 

My Soul preſages Miſchief, if not Murder; ber Coy 

For if you ſhould prove falle, Crowns, Kingdoms, Empiri C, x 

Worlds ſhould not fave poor Aſarguerite from the CH G,; 
Ah, Guiſe, ah venerable Lorrain, view me, Were wn 
| Behold me on the Earth, I ſwear I love Which v 

A s never Woman lov'd ;, Im all a Brand, Would 

Witb, or without you, 1 am nel er at reſt: N 


Farewel; this Fever of my furious Paſſion 
Burns me to Madneſs, yet 1 ſay, fare wel. 
Gui. Farewel, Yet why fare wel, when c'er the Even 
I ſhall again ruſh to eternal Sweets, - | 


This boſom of the Spring! 5 
Marguerite going * 


Mar. Crerurning What, no Endearmentsat lows bf 
Alas. perhaps | ne'er ſhall ſee you more. 
You bow'd, 25 kiſs d, but did not preſs my Hand; 


cept t 
Droopin, 
Vne that 


Cui. F 


Je Maſſacre of Paris. _ 
du ſhou'd, like me, have ſtagger'd when you left me, 
nd eat your Marguerite with your hubgry Eyes 
but you are cold and palld, a lukewarm Lover, 

(ft to the buſineſs of the curſed State, 

hich will not let you think of dying Marguerite, 
Fho to her laſt gaſp will remember you. b 

ut ſee, I rave again, my Fits return: 

{er pity me, for oh, I burn, I burn.  [ Exit 
Car, 1 think 1 never heard fo fierce 4 Paſſion: 
he's all Convulfion, and ſhe gazes on you, = 
i; you would do on him that kill'd your Father. : 
What have you done, my Lord, to make her thus? 

Gui, Cauſes are endleſs for a Woman's loving. 


0 


nd 


. — 


perhaps ſhe has ſeen me break a Lance on Hoffe. back, 


Marguerite was laſt Night in Bed, | 
ho, as ſhe mourn'd at my unkind delay, 

ung all the Chambers round with Black; her Bed, 

fer Coverings, nay, her Sarſnet Sheets were Black 
Car. Fy, fy, my Lord. > 85 ä 

Gui. And, for the Weather's heat. 

Were roll'd beneath the Beauties of her Breaſt, 

Which with a White, more pure than new falln Snow, 

Would ſure have tempted Hermites from their Orgies, | -, 
o nod and ſmile a little at the wonder. "8 
car. Come, come, my Lord, you anger me indeed, 

ot for the Sin, that's as the Conſcience makes it; 

| had rather you ſhould Whore a thouſand Women, 
han love but one, tho' in a lawful way: | 
dew me through all Memorials ot Great Men, 


eept the Partner of the Roman Empire, 
aaf Vrooping Antonius, and the fam'd Decemwir, 
65 Une that e er bow'd before this little Idol! 
0. Firſt know your Man, before your Application: 
g 7 | ; I 


LAY 3 we 1. 


"wy 


— e 
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I love, 'tis true; but moſt for my Ambition; hat his 


Therefore I thought to marry Marguerite ; - debe 
But oh, that Caſſopeia in the Chair, d. damn 
The Regent Mother, and that Dog Anjou; rot | 
Croſs Conftellations blaſt my Plots ere born: Gor ah \ 
The King too frowns upon me; for laſt Night, 8 
Hearing a Ball was promis'd by the Queen, i 

I came to help the Show; when at the Door be char: 
The King, who ſtood himſelf the 8 ſtopt me, Mro char 
And ask'd me what I came for? I reply'd, hen Te 
To ſerve his Majeſty : He, ſharp and ſhort, _ ll him 
Retorted thus; He did not need my Service. bat I m 
Car. Tis plain, you muſt reſolve, my Lord, to quit her Md foil 
For I am charg'd to tell you, ſhe's deſign'd 1 
To be the Wife of Henry of Navarre. ae 
Tis the main Beam in all that Mighty Engin, Gui. 1 


Which now begins to move ſo dreadfully | oy g 
Againſt the Heads of the Rebellious Faction. od ke 
Gui. I have it, and methinks it looks like D'. Alva, 
i I ſee the very motion of his Beard, 
His opening Noſtrils, and his dropping Lids; 
I bear him Croak too, to the King and Queen, Cor. N. 
In Biſcay's Bay, at Bayonne, 5 
; Fiſh for the great Fiſh ; take no care for Frogs: 
Cut off the Poppy-heads; lay the Winds faſt, 
And ftraight the Waves (the People) will be till, 
Car. Then you will leave her! 
- Gut. Hurl her to the Sea! 
The Air, the Earth, or Elemental Fire, 
So I may ſee Caſtilion in the Net. . 
Oh that Whale-Admiral : might I but view him, 
After his thouſand Fetches, Plots, and Plunges, 
Struck on thoſe Scouring Shallows which await bim, 
Furies and Hell, and I, ſtand by to gall him; 
Mere Marguerite all one World of Pleaſure, 


9 N 


T'd ſell her, and my Soul, for ſuch Revenge. 


| : b Wrong 
© Car, Speak lower. le G 

X Gui. What, upon my Father's: Death! = 

O Glorious Guiſe, be calm upon thy Murder! ung CE 


(No, 1 will hollow wy Revenge fo loud, T 


"The Maſſacre of Paris. * Ty " "I 


hat his great Ghoſt ſhall hear me up to Heavn, 
I teight of Honours 3 oh, to fall lolbaſely, N 4 
When Orleance was block d up, and Conqueſts crown'd 
py damn d Poltrot fo villainouſly ſlai nm, (these, 
not, by Bena, and this curs d Admiral, 

& on with hopes of infinite Rewards, 

ere and hereafter, ſo to blaſt thy Glory! 

), I could pull my burſting Eye-balls forth, | 

ut that they may one day prove Baſilisks 

o that deteſted Head of all theſe Broils z 0 


hen Tortures, Racks and Death ſhall cloſe thy Wound 
Kill him in Riots, Pride, and Luft of Pleaſures, 

hat I may add Damnation to the reſt, © 
\nd foil his Soul and Body both together. : 
Car. Behold your Brother, and the Duke Dellen,, 
ercour too comes; this Outrage will undo us. 1 
Gui. No, not at all; for 'tis in general terms. | 
) my good Lords, what if the Admiral | 
ſtood here before you; ſhould he ſcape our Juſtice? 
ſee by each Man's laying of his hand , = 
pon his Sword, you vow the like Revenge: 
or me, I wiſh that both mine may rot off. 
Car, No more; away, my Lords: the King calls for you. 
Gui. I go. That Vermin may devour my Limbs, 
hat I may die like the late puling King 
nder the Barber's hands, Impoſthumes choak me, 
while alive I ceaſe to chew his Ruin, | | 

o hang him in Effigie, nay to tread, 
Ing, ſtamp, and grind him, after he is 


ber 


SCENE II. The Cabinet Council. Fe 


id, I with Lights on it: (A Chamber beyond it ] 
Queen Mother, Anjou aſleep. | 
EM. O my Anjou, the Wheels of this new Ruin 
o wrong, for want of one that knows to drive; 
e {its too light upon the whirling Throne, 
! totters, with the diſmal Proſpe&, down : 
dung Charles, a ſmart ſuſpicious doubiful Boy, 


But, 


T 


% 
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For ever loft amongſt the Maſs of Things, 
That thou, the darling of my doating Soul, 


Like Nero, tho' at 


But, Charles, you mult be ral'd in this dark Road, 
Or with the Lightning of my fatal Power, 
Which never cracks and claps, I'll melt thee down, 


The Prince of my Eternal Thought, may'ſt mount 
Azggrippina's Ruin. > 
Bur ſee the King with the new Count of Retz: 
Let us withdraws it may be worth our hearing. 
Enter King with Alberto Gondi. 
King. Alberto Gondi, © 
Fe 
King. I think thou lov'ſt me. 
Ab. More than my Liſ. 
King. That's much; yet I believe thee. 
My Mother has che Judgment of the World, 
And all chings move by that; but my Alberta, 
She has a cruel Wit, and, let me tell thee, 
Thus to deſtroy the Soldiers of the Kingdom, 
Famous as ever fought for Rams or Greece, 
Under a ſhadow of a thouſand Oaths, 
'Tis Barbarous, Alberto, is it not? 
And ſeems to be unworthy of a King. 
Alb. The Provocation, Sir. 
King. 1 knew it well. [+ it 
Bur if-thou'dit have my Heart within thy Hand, 
I ſwear, Conſpiraces of that foul Nature 
For ever blot the of Kings. 4 
What Honours, Intereſt, with the World to buy hi 


Shall make a brave Man ſmile and do a Murder? 


Therefore I hate the Treachery of Brutus, 

I mean the latter, fo cry'd up in Story: 

Whom none but Cowards and white-liver'd Knave 
Would dare commend, lagging behind his Fellows, 
His Dagger in his Boſom, ftabb'd his Fatler. 


his is a blat, the Ciceronian Stile 


Could ne er wipe off, tho' the miſtaken Man 

(Miſtaken in his Love, for · Brutus ſcorn d him) 

Makes bold to call thoſe Traitors Men Divine. 
Alb. Tully was wile, but wanted Conſtaney. 1 


King. F 
N much 
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Ie Maſſacre of Pans.” 415. 
King. He did, Alberto. Hark, but one thing more, 
much 1 love thee, and would fain unburden 5 
Soul of half her Cares on ſuch a Man, ey. 
good. Ty 8 
10. My ever dear and 1 Maſter. 3 
ling · No more of that. I'll tell thee then: Laſt Night, 
lay toſſing in a Feyeriſh Dream, 
alld for Drink; when ſtreight my Mother brought i it; 
tas ſhe reach d it to my trembling Lips, | 
ethought her Eyes rolVd ghaſtly upon me, 
Palſey ſhook her Hand; yer I reſolv'd, 
ook off the Draught, when ſtreight a Ai ſeiz d me, 
Eyes wept Blood, my Ears, my Noſe and Mouth 
urd forth whole — and all my Sweat was Blood; 
Hair and Nails dropt off as Autumn Leaves, 
den Tempeſts riſe, fall from the wither'd Trees: 
ut, oh, the Fancy ſeems fo much unnatural 
| think no more on't; yer I thought to tell ca, 
cauſe ſhe is a Woman whom no Art 
or Wiſdom of the World can ever Arbem. | 
mh O my gracious Lord, | 
not the Queen by Dreams, and vain Chimera 
1 * Sir, how often in your as | 
e manag'd with her Wit the Weight Empire, 
ending with th' Effects of blind Religion, 
e Contumacy of Rebellious Subjects, 8 
deep Diſſimulation of the Court, 
e want of Treaſure, baffling m_ her Prudence 
e utmoſt ſtrength Ambition rais'd/to gain her. 
e Count of Rbers, Boule me through the 
en | | 
every Grace, but dar'ſt not point her Weeds: 
le not of a moſt deceitſul Soul; 
idious, even to violating Vows? - 
e not greedy too of Human Blood? 
Wir ſo Waſteful in deſtroying Lives, | 
hat ſhe will turn a City to a Wild? [order'd,. 
8 M. Good Morrow, Sir! Tis juſt the time you 
k the ſecond Watch; and we ate mer 
Vit on your Decreest 


—_ 
"0G 


* 


Was never form'd by Man. 


* =. 9. M. If, Sir, you fear it, 


— 


Call in the Hugonors, drive out 


e H Paris. 


Ning. O Mother, Mother, 


5 F : N. 


Why give it oer, and let the Admiral rei 

your Frien 

Baniſh your Blood, and the eſtabliſh'd Peers, 
Forget the long Succeſſion of your Fathers 
The Throne of Kings, forget the Laws, Religion, 
Cut off the noble Spirits from your Council; 
And from the Dregs of this Heretical Fact 


Compoſe a Baſtard Cabinet Election; 


Loet Knaves in Shops preſcribe you how to Sway 
They read your Acts, and with their hardned Thum 
Eraſe em out, or with their ſtinking Breath 
Proclaim aloud they like not this or that; 
Then in a drove come lowing to the Lowure, 
Aud ſay, they'll have it mended; that they will, 


Or you ſhall be no King. 
8 King. Tis true the People 


Ne'er know a Mean, when once they g 
2. A. Did you not late diſpatch by Lodowick 
Thus to the Admiral, with Vows of Honour, 
That young Navarre ſhould ſtreight eſpouſe your Siſt 
So to root up all Seeds of leaſt Suſpicion 
And that thoſe Nuprials ſhould be folemniz'd 
At Paris, to be bound with deepeſt Oaths? 
King. Vet, Madam, I muſt fear; for, ſhould it ff 
We ſhould be leſs than our worſt Foes could with u 
The Poultron Court, the Scorn, the Laughing-ſtoci 
Of all the Chriſt ian and the Barbarous World. 
Q. 44. No, Sir, you cannot fear the ſure Deſign, 
\ But you're in fear of thoſe that are about you: 
You fear ev'n me but I have liv'd too long, 
Since my own Bowels, nay, my very Heart-String), 
(For ſo I always lov'd and priz'd my Children) 
Dare not confide in her that gave em Being. 
King. Stay, Madam, ſtay, come back, forgide my Fe: 
Forgive my, ſiſting Soul her narrow Searches, | 


* 
J 0 
7 


Tou have imbark'd me in a Sea of Blood 
And ſure ſo damnable an Enterpriſe 


et the Power 
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0 gere all our Thoughts ſhould Creep lik epeſt Streams; 
Wor know, I hate the haughty Admira. 
ad all his curſt Accomplices to Death. 7 . 
0. M. What brings the Cardinal of Lorrain from Rm 
King. That the new Pope is fully ſatisfy dd: 
knt the Legate too that Diamond Rin 
Vith this cloſe Motto writ within the Gold: 
this, my ſolid Zeal I own; : - 
ind Blood can never melt it down. ON, 
nj. A murd*ring Sentence for the Hugonots. - = 
Knz. And which ſo clear'd the matter, that the Pope | 
Ier'd a Diſpenſation for the Marriage. „„ 
9. M. Behold the Duke of Guiſe, and Cardinal: 
were fit you ſend his Eminence to Rochel, _ 
4cquaint the Admiral of a War with Spain, 
Ind that the Plot we form'd for the Low-Connrries 
inſt the Catholick King, ſhould ſtrait be acted. 
king. O Mother, oh, whar's this that rends my Heart, 
at rides my Nights, and clouds my Days with horror? 
t not Conſcience? which ſometimes appears 
ke a She Wolf, in Jane of Albert's Shape, 
d drags me on the Floor; now in the Form 
that old Lyon Admiral, it comes, 
kl grins, and roars, juſt gaping to devour me. 
* Why, let him; when his Throat is cut we'll truſt 
im: „ £ 
up your furrow'd Brow. Believe me, Sir, 


ll fee him ſhortly where you need not fear him; 
it f mould he ſtay behind the Queen and Princeſs, 


ubting the Marriage, filld with boding Fears, 
e War with Spain will ſo bewitch his Glory, 

( lull his proud Ambition, that ſhould Fate, 

lich awes him now, leap up more terrible, E- 
follow with a ſpeed ſhall make him foremoſt, 


l ſcorn a Grave. 9 22255 
lng. O, tis a dreadful Image; . xz 
t when his Brains are paſh'd I ſhall be ſtill. | 
Mornzng riſts. yes. | c zoe. 

e thoſe eternal Lamps that wink above; 
inks, O Mother, I could watch for ever. 
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wil LY ot this 
W ai an 0 0 | 
As Urns and Monuments, that never blab, IP | 2 . s it no 
Gui. Therefore ler's lye like Furies on che watch, 
As if it xere a Ambuſh for che World. [ 
King. With Claws lock d in, like Lions, couch to te 
Our Mother, thou ſo fierce upon the ſlaughter, | 
Direct thy Brood; we will not ſtir nor breath: 
But when thou giv'ſt the Word, then ſtarr away, * 
- Ruſh from the Shade, and make em all our Prey, ria ir! 
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Enter Admiral, Cavagnes, and Langoiran, 


L p 3 Reaſans are to all appearance fair; N 
Lo | I Linke Eden's Fruit, the Tem̃pter hangs'em fork odlaimn' 
But there's a canker-Qucen within the Core, WE; J 
That eats Colignie's firmeſt hopes away: C 75 | 
Like Paradiſe, ſhe paves my ſpacious Walk; 5, F 
But oh, Cavagnes and Langbirau, look, i "Ho, 2 
Do you not find her lurking in'the Flowers? E 
With ſoſt indented glides behold ſhe comes 3 5 
1 ſee the forked Tongue betwixt her TectbL, "ap 
Hiſſing us from the Stage of Life and Honour: uod * 
O, ſhe's a Serpent equal to the firſt, "gh R 
And has the Will to damn another World; ut Rick 
Therefore I'm poſitive, till Pm convinc'd Op hs 
The King foregoes her Counſel, I'lt not ſtir: _ 6 i 
:. > © 7 cone Tee 6 Han . 
_ Cav. Thus far I can make good. n 11 f. os 
She is believ'd, through all the Courts 6f Europe, Gn] 
A moſt tranſcendent Wit, and ine ene 454 
Adm. That is an abſolute Murderer and Diſſembl mk 
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Thar thinks there is no Gd above Ag itigp⸗ 

But may accomplifh-all kat he ien 

Where's then the Art, the Reach, the Policy” * 
23 1 21, u mier 100 IIS hs Nn 


: 'S | 
— 1 


W ho that proceeds on ſuch black Principles, 


"The e of Parts. 


Of this tranſcendent and moſt abſolute Woman! Js 8 
it not eaſie to Affaſſihate, | 
ſo Lie, and Swear you love the Man you hae, 
Train him into the dark, and murder him? Ip * 
urge again, unleſs the King reſolye | 4 ks 
To rule alone, I will not come to Court. 8 
Ling. Cavagnes is a Maſter in Court Secrets; — 
For me, I ruin'd the bus neſs of the War. 3 
Alm. Perſwade me while the Queen is at his Far, A 
That if he were made up of Worlds of Mercy, 
ever would forgive me! pray look back 

o the former times, and fee who ſaw'd - 

hoſe glowing Grains which ſhot up to a War, 

Vho blew the Coals of Calvir's kindled Doctrine, 

nd carth'd the little Sect at Hugo's Gate; | 

25 it not I that form'd''em 2 Body? 7 

Lang. Stick to your ſelf, Sir; follow your on methods. 

Aim. Who therefore, while the pangsof Ragewere on 
roclaim'd me in all Languages a Traitor, [hens 
agg d my Effigics through the Streets of Parisy .. 1 

ung up my Statue on the common Gallows, , { 


et, by Court Officers, my Goods ta M i. 4A 
ly Houſes raz'd, or burnt em to the Ground. {fl 
Cw. I muſt confeſs chat {tart of open Vengeance, 
ot common to the Nature of the Queen. 


Aim, And why all this, not for a A Grudge? 


judg'd *twas time to view the ghaſtly flaws 
that Religion that would rend Nel World; 
hat ſticks not at the ſlaughter of hole States, 
bu ing up Senates, nor at murderi Kings: 
nv'n with this Thought, I ago the War yet Satber ; 
nd, though we Joſt the Fight at Moncuntour, | 
et 188 Cavagnes, did 1 125 in ought? 
av.” ] was not there. SEEKS 
Aim. Then give me leave to fay, 
bught my ſelf rhe Proteſtant Cale alone,. . 
ten in the Bead of our 7 28a Horſe, 
et the Eder RHiuagraus ha 34.1 
ec him i' th* Face, and left him on the Ground; zd 
ben 3 all our Army _ defeated, | 
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' The Maſſacre o & 
My — 1 5 and N 


2 * 


Voice quite ſpent, 


2 


314 595 g 


I I fled, with hopes to riſe kts terrible 


As it ſucceededs: to th gene nM 
Of all the Chriſtian Word. N LW JOfh; 7 
Enter Colombier with « Band in bir Blend." 
Col. My Lord the Cardinal of Lorrain's ard, 
To {wear and ſign the Articles of Peace; 


The Qdeen at preſent holds him in Diſcourſe; 


Mean time commends this Paper to your view, 
Sent to her Majeſty from the King of France. 


Adm. reads. Madam, as you demanded, you have pou 
0'er all the County ſuddenly of Armagnac: Tell the greg 
Admiral I ſeek his Friendſhip. Aol of. Lorrain the ref 


who knows my Heart. 


| e my Friends, it may be * indeed, 


That, quite tir d out with infinite Diftra&tions, 
He may at laſt reſolve to Rule alone, 
Come from his Page-ſhip, and put off the Mother; 
Not loſe his Vouth, the pleaſure of his Bloom 
Among grey Senators, and;withering Councils: 


If it were ſo; bur hold, there's ſomething here 
Forbids that Thought; it riſes like a Vapour, 


A ſtrange Miſgiving, ſuch, as Women ſwoon at, 
And Men themſelves may fear. But ſee, the Qucen, 
Enter the Queen of 
| Prince of Conde. 
9. Nav. 1 come, Sir, to. foreſtall the Cardinal, 


Vo from: the King offers theſe terms of Peace: 
He adds to what Count Lodowick brought before, 


His Mother's Policy ſhall ſway. no longer: 


That he'll ſubmir his Genius to your Fe. 7 


Confirms your being Captain General 
In that moſt glorious Enterprize on Sein, 
Allows you fifty for your Perſon's Guard; 
Therefore, for ſcaling this Eternal Bond, 
And for the former, weighty. Confulzetianss 0 
He begs you inſtantly to come to Co 


Aum. What ha your Najel rfl 
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Navarre, Prince of Navarre, aud 
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' 0. Nav. To go with both the Princes — 

ind ſee the Nuptials of my young Naa 4 | 

[know not what your Lordſhipidoes 1e $57 

jut! have ſent already to the King 

My Anſwer by Byron, and will attend him. 8 
1 Then ' tis too late to think of going back; 

ou have lanch d me now indeed, and 1 . plunge 

u his Abyſs, tho? it be deep as Hell. 

o, Madam, ſpite of all the 5 — berg, 5 

ince you are thus reſolv'd, I'll go the foremoſt. 
Twas for your ſake, and in the Prince's Cauſe, 

Liberty of, Conſcience and Religion, 4 

That I thus long did propagate the War; 
Ind ſhall I now not follow where you lead me? 

Ian. Why ſhould you, if it goes againſt your Mind? 

Adm, Peace, Peace, Langoiran; ſince the Main pro- 

nean, the Reſolution of the Queen, © | [duc'd, 

ly Fate cries out, we muſt, we muſt aways e 

terefore, 'my* Friend, go gather my Dependants, 

em prepare for Paris. Tell my Wife, 

deareſt Martia, we muſt bid farewell; 

al her, Pm forc'd to ſwim againſt the Stream; 

7, that her Caro's bound for Urrca, © 

m whehiee pe pe rhaps he never ſhall return. 

Euter Cardinal of Lorrain.' 

@ Conqueſt: Proſperity, and ſmooth Succeſs 
erer ftrow'd before our General's Feet. 

bus, Sir, the King ſalutes you, with Commiſſion 

turn the Torrent of your Arms on Spain. 

4 My Lord, I glory in the great Employ. 

ear beſide the King will rule alone 

5 Sir, whate' er the Wir of Women be, 

m War and Councils let em be remov'd, 2 

ſya gain, with m "y old Bluntneſs, Sir, 5 

i 


have a Female Finger in the Staten 
= to the Prince's' Memory. af ty 
im be ſincere and eve the er, 
ld as 1455 OL e rn 
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d with this hand, not wither'd yet in War, 
ar to Pp E/ curial e Standard. 
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aa 


Be like the reſt of t | 
| And laughs ar Ghoſts, where's then the Admiral 


Car. My Lord, for the Sinoerity of the King, cuͤght 
Phhat he intends his Dear and Great (haſtillun, hat, 
(The very words chat did expreſs his Love) Jo toſs 
All Hondurs, Titles, Greatneſs, all Advancement, | And grit 
Nay, to the curbing of his Mother's Will, Bat nov 
For the performance of each Article, The Col 
Without a pious Catch, or trick of State; Fes, PI 
Without the fmalleft Mental Refervation, Bandine, 
E.quivocation, or the leaft Referee, For Pari. 


In the King's Name, as I am Prieſt profeſs'd, 
As I am ſent from Heav'n, to teach Salvation, 
I pawn the truth of my immortal Soul. ul 

Adm. He then, to whom our Hearts are free and open 

Be judge betwixt his Majeſty and me. 
Car. O Sir, O Madam, oh, you make me weep, 

Viewing by this the frailty of the World; _ 

For if the Mind of Man be fo ſuſpicious 

On ſuch clear Demonſtration of Affection, 

How can you &er believe the Love Divine? 

Q. Nav. My Lord, you may return with our Obedienc 
And tell the King, the Admiral, the Princes, 
My ſelf, and all his humble faithful Subjects, 
Will haſte to throw our Bodies at his Feet. 

Adm. My Lord, farewell; I muſt not doubt your Oaths 
But with implicite Faith believe the Kings, 

At whoſe Tribunal T mult ſhortly kneel, 
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ForPardon and Forgiveneſs, - 13 [E. An. 
Admiral rern with Cavagnes. | lo ſtay 
Alm. Hark, my Cavagnes, write to Count Lodowie Y Wo. 
The Steurs de Genlis, and La- Nove, to hafte, Ant, \ 
And ſuddenly to make Surpriſe of 4fo0ns. | long 
Cav. My Lordccr or if 1. 
Adm. Nay, write 1 ſay; El have itdone, + V bodi1 
On my Fariſian Entrance, I'm reſolv c ; xr ſure 
To ſee into the Heart of this young Charles, Wt kome 


ibburni 
tc noth 
Viich 1 
vt by e 


And force him thus upon a War with S ain; 

For tho” this T rdinal fear, and damn his Soul 

As deep as Head dend b. 
lat 


if bis Ben 


Cangly 
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woht by this perjur d jugling Man of God?, 
What, 2 the Cabinet —— to play — 
To toſs Chaſtillon's Fate from one to Cother, + 
And grin my Life and Honour from the Word! . 
But now for Parts : Call Colombier, | 
The Count I Rochfaucalt, Marquis de Reuel, e 
Wes, Pluviah, Pardillan, and Lavardiu rt... 
landine, and all my Gallants of the War: * 
For Paris bid em haſte. 815 

Enter Antramont, with Langoiran, 
Ant. Stays ftay, my Lord; * 
| charge you ſtay, for Martia does arreſt you, 2-1 
ad ſays, you ſhall not go to Utica: | 
lartia reſolves to hinder this Sclf-Murder. Abe 
Adm. Self- Murder, Martia! e at 
Ant. Yes; you turn the Sworxd „ Grams, 
Upon your ſelf, which Charles and that fake Queen, 10 
andiſh againſt you, going thus to Courr 
lpzinft your will; for ſo you ſent me word. 
{not this running it in your own Bowels? / 
t not, Caro? but you ſhall not leave mee 
dure now Betroth'd; and in this ſad Condition, 
us fraught with your clear Image, like a OS 
00 richly laden, with an over Ballaſt, 
eye me not Gaſpur, to a flood of Tea, 
loca of Paſſion, and a Storm of Sorrow. / 
dim. Beg me not, Martia; tis — "0h 
lo ſtay me now, my Honour is engag d, 
Word is paſt. | 
Ant. Yet ſtay, Sir, ſtay fo long, 
© long at leaſt, as may preſerv So Likeneſs; 
pr if 1 yield you now to thoſe rt-Murderers, 
boding Fears will blaſt it ere tis born; 
xr ſure as Caſar's Burchery was perform d Fl 
t Rowe, your Murder is contriv'd at, Paris: - 
ibbyrnia's bloody Dream, and Scent of Slaygh 
e nothing, Sir, to my Pro hetick Spirit; 
Vhich by Viſions, F Sof. the Night, 
t by day a7 Argue and — Reaſon, 
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Will give ſuch Evidence, for yopr Undoing,.. . Inn rh. 
ne, e 


As you, your ſelf being Judge, ſhall ia | 
A S. n e e i 
Unman me with thy Tears? Tho' certain Death, doe i 
Wich all the dagger'd Council, ſtood to Wait me, Wc 
Ev'n in my view, I ſwear I would among em. | would 
Ant. Then you are caught indeed; ne rg you, Sürth 
Your Wife, with this poor Innocent unborn, __ cer 


With all your other Orphans, are undone: 
The Glory of the Earth is laid along 


ed uſt lye 
I ſee the Vine that ſpreads his Arms to Heay'n, . 


Lang. 


With all his Cluſters rotting on the Ground. e 
Blaſted with Lightning from a clouded. Council, N 
By her that is the Juno of your Fate Full of t 
That Murd' ring Sorcereſs, that diy Hag of Florence, Wh... br 


That Midnight Hecate of ten thouſand forms, 
That varies with all Shapes, that tries all Spirits, 
Selling her Soul to each, and all together, 
To make your Fate inevitably ſure. 15 
Adm. Give me your hand, and take this fare wel Riß 
If thou would'ft have me think thou lov'ſt old Gaſ 
Reply no more, but leave me and be dum. 
Ant. I'm all Obedience; let me ſpeak but once, 
And whiſper't in your Ear: By all my hopes 
Of Earth and Heav'n, you ſhall not die alone; 
I'll gather all the Branches of your Bod. A 
The little Arms, the Sprouts of him that was: 
Ves, with that precious Fardel, bound together 1 
By Cords of Hair, cemented with my Tears, 
And wreath'd about till Death with my Embrace, 
1T follow you ro Court: I will, my Lords j; 10 
And ſince you'll have it ſo, we'll burn together. [ Exi 7 
Ky: Enter Command. 10 
ay, O, my brave Friends I my dear 1. Rochfoucaingye ar 
Your hand; and yours, my rough chlanbiere: Tr 
My Gallant Pi/es; and thine, my plain Langoiran: BW > | 
But ſay, how ſtand you to this Expedition, 3 that d 
This new Expleit, this 8 Court Adxentur Milly 
Lang. My Lord, VIWaiffwer'for mr! there's not on * 
ho they had rather a 
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zun the moſt violent Shock of Glorious War, 8 
Than ſtand one Complemental Death at Court. 


Am Fhen our Opinions jump. urt 


But to the purp! 
dince tis reſolv d that we mult go to Parit, 


becauſe! you're” Strangers to the King and Queen, ii ; 
| would inſtruct you in the Royal Tempers,.,. _. 
raw the Queen Mother's Face in Minature, ., __ 
uſt lye, if poſſible to wave the Ruin. ' (member, 
Lang. Fore-warn'd, fore-arm'd; fear not, we ſhall Fey 
Adm. Imagine Hen the King, like Adam laid 


While to His Hiſtving Soul this ſecond Eve, | Mö 55 
lof the Devil, and deſign d to damn us _ «dT 
„ bos breaths ber Counſels fatal to the World:. 
hat ever Paths you trod before your Reign, u 'T 


is Blood and Terror muſt your Throne maintain > 7 
don then thy Slaves; nor to thy Vaſſalls bow z. ); * 
«the Gold Circle to thy bended Brow, 
Murders, Maffacres; no matter how. 
or Conſcience, and Heav'ns Fear, Religion „Rules: a 
[hey're all Starc-Bells, to toll inpious Fools, | Le 


—. 
2 


| 
[| 


— — . n 
3001 4 1 
A C 1.0 8 — E N E 25 8 I 
a 4 
Enter Pokey auler, and Marguerite. wk 


Fe 


lar. IF; Guiſe thenfalſe !. or do you try me, Madam, A 
4 And (earch my Heart, to know bow much! 
love him | 
t be fo, I will reſolve you quickly; 
| ſwear, to you by Heav'n, by all things ſacred 
all that's great. and lovely upon Earth, #7 
ſhim, by Guiſe, by all the bleſſed Moment 
| that dear Lie; which fogle I preſer 
ps ions of my LY, ve him m 
e Bb eance, and Ambition. 
9 you Then 19 art ir a Wretch, an out- caſt Fool, 
0 worthy of my Care, nor worth my ſeeking; 


F Or, 


I 


For there the watch and ward of all our Caution wok 


"FP 
mong the Sweets of Pardiſe to reſt, _ N 1 
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For, by my beſt Deſires, I know he {eorng; thee; - |. MW... pe 
And to my certain Knowledge, is 3 we 1 ® Eye 
To Catharine Cleve,” the Prince of Porcien's Widow. WM... any 
Mar. Tis falſe ; he's not, he ſhall not, norhecanngt 0. - 
You hate me, Madam, and you forge this, Matter, x we 
To make me die, to kill your Marguerite; . _ * age 
For, if you did reſpect me as your Blood. , * 
Why ſhould you tear my Heart in thouſand pieces? 7 oy 
Why ſhould you make me rave with Jealouſie? 1 > 
For, oh, I love beyond all former Paſſion: :- . rms” 
Die for him! that's too little; I could burn ee 
Piece- meal away, or bleed to Death by drops, ee 1 
Be flead alive, then broke upon the Wheel, bs by . 


Vet with a Smile endure it all for Guiſe: . | He" 
And when let looſe from Torments, all one Wound, u Sou] x 
Run with my mangled Arms, and cruſh him dead. "1 
Q. M. Farewell; thou'rt mad indeed: Il find the King 
And ſend him to convince you of the Truth. O 
Mar. The Truth! O Heav'n, nay, ſtay, and 1'll belicy, 
But is he falſe! is't poſſible in Nature? you Enter 7 
Is Guiſe then, like his Kindred Savages, TS 
Troe Man, an upright, bold, and hearty Villain? * But 
Q. M. U tell thee, as I love thy Life and Honour, 67 Mol 
Tho? much l fear the latter is paſt hope, 5 Wh 
Their Marriage will be ſolemniz'd to- morrow; 7 could] 
The Cardinal of Lorrain muſt joyn their hands. | iy laſt x 
Mar. What, he that keeps the Tye, the ſacred Contract | ; e curs'd 
I'll warrant too he'll be a Witneſs for him. . glut my 
Why then, for ever throw off Modeſty, 1 Thee 
If thus Religion cheats us: let us alte, = Ml 
With Meſalina, to the common Stews, all the 
W here Bauds are honefter than Roman Church-men. 1 Woh 
. M. Think no more on't, but with a generous Fur Fea hy 
Reſolve to caſt him from your Soul for ever. Man: for! 
Prepare yqur (elf for what the King commands, 1 e 
Without Gig, to wed the young Navarre. g f utton 
Mar. To my Tomb, to dwell in Duſt below, W, retchir 
Where we ſhall ſes no mon deceitful Men E woulo 
e ee | Gr. My! 
Hear no more. Flattery, nor no damning Vows; - Eds. 4. 
Where I ſhall never ſtart from my cold Bed, Gu | _ 


Nor walk with folded Arms about the Room, With 
| oh 455 — as 1 


th Eyes, like Rivers, ever tanning down; 
ile with my over-watching, I miſtake 

e ruſtling Wind, and every little Noiſe 

br Guiſe's coming; which not finding true, 

veep again, till all my Face is drown'd 

Ind groan, as if there were no end of Sorrow. 

9. 14. Then I muſt find ſome other Inftruments, 

har have the power to rule you: So farewel. [ Exit. 
Mar. Stay, Madam, ſtay. She's gone, and leaves me 


rhdious Gus but I will find thee our, 

d wreck the Miſeries of my Soul upon thee ; 

ay, V1] allarm the Prieft that makes thee wicked; 

eſs, that like Devils, laugh at humane Pains, 

xd Souls ne er reckon, ſo they count their Gains. ¶ Exit . 


SCENE II. A Palace. 
Enter Duke of Guiſe, and Cardinal of Lorrain. 


Gui, But are you ſure he'll come? 

Car, Moſt certain, Sir. | 

Gui, Why then, I will not eat till 1 behold him; 

| could pine my ſelf into a Ghoſt, i 

lat laſt might thruſt my bungry Sword 

the curs'd Carcaſs of this Admiral, | 

d glut my greedy N with his Heart. 

(ir, The Queen too of Navarre, the Heretick Princes, 
entlemen and Commanders, Knights, Barons, Counts, 
th all the Combination of the Rebels, 

me to the Wedding of the young PFearnois, 

i, Why, What an Oglio will the Devil have? 
Feaſt for Hell, to cram it to the mouth, WW. 
Maſſacre of Souls: Methinks I ſee W 4 
e glutton Death gorg'd with devouring Lives, 
d firetching oer the City his in u 


he would vol it up the Dead. 
Car, MyT Ia, . gp en. 


brooks your Heart the Marriage of Navarre? 
Cui, Why, faith, Sir, as we mult neceſſity: 


7 


ith 


0 do a miſchief on my Life. Falſe Guiſe! [here? | 


The 
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The Man that dar'd to contradict his Pleafa 
Should make that oppoſition with his — 1 4 


As conſcious of the cruel Change he made.. 


Had ſhe not poorly yielded to the Marriage, 


| Hears too, no doubt, of my deſign on Cleve, 


nt deals 1 
i Countr 
Vith Pati 
ſet rarely. 
ut when 
e throw! 
Vhere no! 
There may 
iſporging 
ſhe Swor 
ſhe flounc 
 Porcp1 
ſhe Minar 
0 fill'd, tl 
Cui. No 
00 well 6 
1 Aroum 


The King reſolves it; urging Eis y Fels 0 65b 2g 
E 


1118 9 


On this I turn'd my Court to Porcien's Widow. 
But O, Lorrain, Love mourn'd at the miſtake, | * vl 4 
Take then the proſpect of a Summer s Morn, © | 
The guady Heav'n all ſtreak'd With dappled Fits,” I 
And fleck'd with Bluſhes like a riſing Bika B 
With Sweets ſo pour d from ſuch a Tk To 
That it muſt begger all the Years to come: 
From this bright view, from Marguerite Form, 'Y 
Now turn thy Eye upon the yellow Autumn, 
On Porcien's Wife, the Widow of the Seafons. 

Car. You ſpeak, methinks, as if you lov'd the Prince 

Gui. How e'er I bragg'd before, J do confeſs it; 
Spite of my Glory, ſpite of my Ambition, 
And all the vow'd Reſolves of my Revenge, 


would have rurn'd my Widow to the COmMmon: | 
But I am fatisfy'd, *tis now the talk | | 


Of the whole Court, how ſhe in ſecret likes it; 3. | au bear tl 


& Margi 
7, do nc 


Yer (Curſes on that changeable Staff her Soul) = Pri 
n 


Regards it not. But ſee, ſhe comes: 2 Tempeſt 


Enter Marguerite. em y 
Nuffles her Face! the Mother taught this We |: ſome 
And ſhe has eatch'd the Plague of that Diſſembler ere ſhe 
So tight, methinks I ſee the tokens on her. wh O, 
Mar. Loon! in my Face, wat 3 wol 
Gui. 1 do. I ut. Mac 
Mar. Nay, in my Eyes. 75 478 | 1 * cohe 
Gui. 1 view em as! would the ering Sun, s, 7 
Were Hto die : at Midnight. 8 7 ad Langi \ 
Mar. Come, you dare nor: o Saiten * b. Ben pi 
Gui. t, dare not die? f 1 * 7 you. 
Mar. Thou dar'ſt not on cr ec I * — +l 11 your 

At leaſt thou ſhould. not, för chou art d with d, 4 E 


| 17 


So gone in Sin, Damnation muſt attend thec. 


uk thus 
| Guiſe { d 


Gui. Why, they the Devil is fare of one reat Man 
Mar. Of one?” of all; at Court he's no ier, 


Donn“ | Bu 


* 
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u deals in Groſs, and. takes you by the Lump. 

Country- Fields hes faxc'd fetal Day, 
yich Patience, angling down the guiltleſs Stream, 

ſet rarely catches one for all his labour; 5 

ut when he comes to Court, the Sea of Pleaſures, 

e throws His Dong: Net in from fide to fide, g 

{here none of all the Fry eſcape Perdition: 

There may E W hales plunging in the Meaſh, 

iſporging ſtreams, like Drunkards on the Ground; 

ſhe Sword-fiſh, like the Souldier, faſt in hold; _ 

ſhe loundering Prieſt, like Sharks, that gape for prey; 

at Porcpiſe Bauds, the Mermaids too of Honour, 

ſhe Minim Pages, all the twinkling Hoſt 

v fill'd, the Snare of Hell muſt crack to hold you. 

Gui, No, there's another Cauſe for this fine Satyr, 

oo well digeſted for a ſudden Thought, 

Argument at home, there in your Heart, 

o' you have learnt diſcretion thus to turn it. 

Mar. O Heav'ns! What means he? £ 

Gui. D'ye ſeem amaz d? | 5 

by again, however you upbraid me, 

au bear the . Guilt, who bring the Accuſation - 

6, Marguerite, thou haſt plaid me foul. 

7, do not ſtarr, nor gaze, nor make falſe Steps: 

me, Princeſs, theſe are Tricks too ſtale for Guiſe, 

dew em your little Creatures; bid your Mother 


— 
* 


Peet coherence, through your World of Paſſion, 


— —ũ—Hü— —— - 


ils! hear it thus! 
p* his Eye! his ey'ry Scorn, 
i thus before me, and defie me thus! "1 
WL duiſe l diſloyal, faithleſs, perjur d Wretch! 
Bu | | ; 


» 
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Thou art more damn d, than any Fiend i in en 0 
Impoſtor! ̃ 
Gui. Woman. K 20 1 rb 
Mar. Traitor. n 
Gui. Woman. 
Mar. Villain. 
Gui. Woman ſtill. 


Mar. Hark Gui ſe, hear Monſter, ad wan me: 


While to thy Conſcious ns I ound the N ame 
Of Porcien. | 
Gui. Of Navarre,” 

Mar. Porcien, I ſwear. 

Gui. Navarre, Navarre. | 

Mar. Thou ly'ſt, thou ly*ﬆ : Webs the Widow: 
ies ah 
O, I could cut my Face! what, for a Widow! 
Leave me, for Porcien ! O thou dull, dull Ge 
Wilt thou fit down to the refuſe of Meals ! 
A Widow! what, the Monument of Man! 
The Tomb, Grave-Vault, the very ] Damp of Nature! 
| For this, I hate thee more than cer I Jov'd thee; * 
And from my Preſence baniſn thee for ever. 

Gui. No; I will baniſh this deteſted Guiſe 
Muy ſelf; you ſhall not buy him to your Preſence: 

For, know, I hate more perfectly than you; gan N 

Yours is a guſt, a puff of Woman's Fury; 
But mine a manly, conſtant ſettled Hate, 
Which, ever ſince you made your better choice, 
Of young Navarre, took root within my Heart: 

Mar. Tis falſe, tis falſe, a Treaſon ferch'd from 
But where! ſpeak out; where was this Lie invented} 

Gui. Thus then in ſhort, and ſo farewel for ever: 
The King and Queen, with all particulars | 

it to me; and in general | 

ourt. You may perceive the Choice | 
MVieve, was more to be reveng d 
Than want M Conſtancy but yours was weight; 


Navarre has Yout and ofty be d 
5 1. Tickling Valet fer Lobe and Glen os 
For the falſe Appetite of luxurious Wend, 


W oman,dame'd Woman; but I waſte breath to name 


oy 


we me 
Mar. | 
Gui, T 
ls ſhe ha 
he very 
hoſe {| 
Reflect tl 
ho wit 
ere the 
ould te 
ut J gro 


but if I d 
if this 
orgive 
4 po! 
That feed 
but take, 
nd ſtick 
hat whe 
ut owns 
Cui. N 
bu ve for 
y, turn 
cauſe 1 
gainſt ſuc 
be hated 
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jy Lord Lorrain, I charge you by your” Friendſhip 


12 me the Contract. 
Mar. Hold, my Lord. For what? 

Gui, That I may tear it to as many pieces 
i: ſhe has done her Vows. What Faith in Women! 
he very fragments of the whole Creation, - 
hoſe ſever'd Souls, like many parted: Mirrors, 
Reflect the Face of all Mankind at once; + 
ho with their weeping Smiles, and laughing Teary/ 
ere they allow'd a Heav'n, as ſure they are 1 
ould tempt the Angels to a Second Fall. 
ut J grow wild; give me the Contract, Sir: 
ay, Madam, off I ſwear you muſt unhand e. 
Mar. Iwill not. O my Heart! Ah Guiſe, Oui ſe, Guiſe! 
ſou have got the Conqueſt, and you ſhall maintain 5 

ho' at th* expence of Marguerite” s Death. 
Tis true, my Mother' mention'd ſuch a Niger ; 
ut if T did not loath it, ſcorn, dereſt it, M 


A F 
LH 


, if this be not true as thou art falſe, r A 
4 * ive me, for I meant to ſay unkind) fL 
Wiſh poor Marguerite from thoſe Eyes 201 


That feed her Lite, let me no more approach you,” 4 

ut take, O take this Ponyard from my Hand, 

nd flick it in my Heart, that Heart that loves) 
hat when tis injur'd dares not ſtand before you, 00 
ut owns you for the Tyrant of my Days. Þ 
Cui. No, Marguerite, no; 1 2p8 
ou've found the way to Temper me indeed, * 
y, turn it upon me, who am a Traitor, 7 IO 
cauſe I dar'd to counterfeit a Falſhood WH... 
painſt ſuch perfect Love, ro ſeem raffcet 7142 2908 
be hated Porcien. | LD 
Mar. Did you then diſſemble? [1428 Fo 
Id you not love her in your Heart, indeed? ? 

Cui. I ſwear by Heav'n. L 


ed? 


Mar. O let me then embrace vou. | 
1: N. cloſer. O that 1 coula er 1 


| 10 Cui. 80 3 Y . 
2 ar. y So 7 n 111 
Ni Qui, My Heart art! uon es 1311045 ih S118 J O . 
* Ferd. ine Dole of Ai moves this 35 

HT, 
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Sui. Farewel. And till I hear that thou art Ma „A 
The Heart of Guiſe is riveted to thine: OE n un (ce, 

W hich all the Hammers in thy Mother's Brain rk h 
Shall never looſe. TIF bes n ha 
Mar. They may compel my Body; that m 

But till I hear thee (ay thy ſelf, Thou'rt falſe, MM my 
Death ſhall not force my Soul to wed Navarre. ll do't. 

Thug Enter Anjou, and Lignerole. MMlhere 
4A Gui. 111 ſtand the ſhock of this Imperious Duke, ud lay 
This Anjou, that has got a Name in War, Gui. 

I know not how, becauſe his Horſe was ſhot let, if 

At Moncontour : You ſee, by what enſu d, ? 
Nature defign'd him for a Reveller. ig. 

Anj. O Ligneroles, thou Partner of my Soul, iy Bro 

Be ſecret; for if once the King ſhould know be Ac 
What l have told thee through exceſs of Love, To ſeiz. 


3 The World could not redeem thee from the Grave. $o to af 
A Ha! Guiſe! But ſoft, my Soul. My Lord Lorrain, 0, Mot 
2 *Tis ſaid, the Admiral, and Hugonor Princes Yes by}, 
Are ſcarce a League from Pari s. i fercl 
Car. Yes, my Lord, | Trator, 
I hear ſo too: the Duke of Guiſe was going. Lig. 
Anj. I hope he will not move for fear of me. With ni 
Gui. You're right, my Lord; nor will not ſtay for love Then } 
Anj. What, not a Woman's Love! Love ofa Princels Wall nc 
Gui. No, nor a Boy's; your Siſter may do much. | 
Anj. Haſte Ligneroſes, go bear the King this Packet. 
My Lord of Guiſe, tis not impoſſible | Exit Ligneroles 
But Anjos one day may be King of France; 
Mark me, if then I find Valois diſhonour'd, 
1 will not leave a Guiſe to gape at Power. Eri. 
ei. Tis ſo: By all the Myſteries of Empire, 
By eternal Fates, his Mother's Poiſon 
Boils inthe Brains of the young drooping King, 
And ſpeeds him to make way for curs d Anjou. 
Charles has RAligion, which ſhe wonders at, 
- im la 111 18 F 5 5 
Oiualls his Remorſe the Colick of the Mind; © 
His ſtarts and fears, the gripes and checks of Conſcience 


h. Map of paris. 45; 


111197 Butt en Mother, Ligneroles. 

ur ſee, the LY Ferry mark, my mms Lorain? 4 
* how ſhe rempers Kim berwixt her hands: 
le has it in his Veins, the lingring draught 
That moulders him away. Let's tell him of it: 
my Ambition, and my vow'd Reyenge, 


l do' t. Xn 14 016 
Car. Away ; you ſhall not: are you madd. 

Where is your Temper ? Walk a little off, WE 

and lay theſe Fumes. | eim, 


Gui. Lead then the blind aways 5 
let, if L meet him in the dark, Fll cruſh bim. * 
l Ex. Lor. an Sui. 
King. Was ever ſuch an Taſblence? Read chere. 1 
My Brother has Intelffgence from Rochel, 
The Admiral has order'd his Adherents 
c To ſeize on Mons, as he arrives at Paris, 
co aſſure the kindling of a War. 
, 0, Mother, now I feel thy Flames inſpire me; 
Yes bylthe injur'd' Majeſty. of Kings, 
l ferch this ſoaring Rebel from his height: 
Trattor, Imperious, Saucy, Arrogant Slave! 
Liz. Why ſhould your Majefty thus ſhockyourPeace 
With needlefs Fury, Race the time draws oi 
When he, and all thoſe Rebel Hugonote, 
cels Wall never grieve you more? 
h. King. Your Meaning, Sir. 
Lig. When, as your Royal Juſtice has decreed, 


ey ſhall be Maſfacred. | Cz 


3 7 


King, A vain Surmiſe. | 
o, Sir, and bid the Count of Rhers attend me. 4 

Eri. UE Uh 
M. Well, Sir, what think weer 1 

ng. Death, and Deſtruction 21298 


ere all undone; the Secret of the World, © 2 oh 9 
Th'crernal Cate of my contriving Soul, un 
Which has ſo many Moons, with content OE 
Needuc'd me to this ſtate, is blab'd by v 5 ork 


Jivulg'd, and made the Prattieof a Bo. 7 
ence i Q. M. No, no, my Eordy T am e be be tavghe't 
ou, to Op a Secret: Look at home, 


ä 
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Collect, if in your late tempeſtuous Paſſion 
You did not give ſuſpicion of the Truth. 


King. Suſpicion! no, tis more; we are betray'd: wh 
He told me to my Face he knew the matter, Shoul: 
How that the Admiral, and the Hugonors - Gui, 
Should ſtraight be Maflacred. O, I could rave! IM Two\ 
Our Hearts are Rebels to our Boſom-Coyncils. King 
5 | Enter Alberto Gondi. To pu 
But ſee, perhaps this Villain gave it Air. | Then 
Ah, Traitor! ah perfidious falſe Alberro! Beg fo 
Have I not rais'd thee from the dregs of baſencſs, . 
And lodg'd thee in the boſom of thy Maſter ? Alb. 
Nay, riſe, and ſpeak ; where didit thou git the daring Wl ng 
T*unravel the cloſe Web of my ſworn Councils, Give n 
And truſt em to the giddy Ligneroles? o pre 


Confeſs; nay, hide not what thou haſt reveal'd, 
Or Racks, Blood, Blood and Fire, and laſting Torment 
Shall force thee, ſpeak. 9 | 
Alb. Then let the Rack be brought: 
Methinks | long to give a noble proof 
How much I can endure in ſuch a Cauſe. 
King. I know not what to ſay, whom to accuſe, 
Or where to turn my ſelf, Call hither Guife, 
And Cardinal of Lorrain. But fee my Brother. 
8 : Enter Anjou. 
It muſt be fo: tis he, tis he, falſe Man! : Eater A 
1 had forgot! this Boy's his only Minion, 


The very Turn-key of his Cabinet-thoughts. 


But ſpeak, Anjou; how didſt thou dare to truſt Aam. 
So ſtrong a Secret, ſuch Important Counſels, [ ſcarce. 
That from the Book of Fate muſt wipe for ever Cav. '\ 
A hundred thouſand Lives, or quaſh the Throne? Alm. 
O, I'm not able to contain the Tranſport! Upon th 
Why didſt thou truſt a Buſineſs of ſuch weight at the f 
To Ligneroles ? | ſtopt, 3 
Enter Cardinal and Guiſe. Like one 

Anj. "Tis true, my Lord, I did; As if my 


Bur I'll engage my Life he'll neer divulge it. And ask 
King. No, Sir; I paſs my Word he never ſhall. but it m 
King. Speak not, ſtir not hence. EV'nint 
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My Lord oH An your Service. N 
2. M. Think: n tore of him, leſt the violent King, 
Whomryzt Imever ſaw-fo ſtrangely moy'd, 
Should turn his Rage on yu. . 
Gui. My Lord tis done. | | 
Two f my Train there are that bear him grudge, 
King When he's diſpatch'd, let your Friends go to 
To put a little Varniſh on his Blood; [Priſon, a 
Then you, or ſome that have the ſeeming Power, 
Beg for their Pardon, and it ſhall be ſign'd. E || 
2 -n2I80 10 +» Enter Alberto. : | | 1 
Alb. My Lord, the Admiral's arri v'd. | 
galling: O, Madam, 
Give me your Hand, and yours and yours 
To prop me; = . 
Now we muſt ſhew a Maſter- piece indeed, 
Lo meet the Man whom we would make an end of; 
Ev'n at that time when mortal Wars within, 
When the Blood boils and fluſhes to be at him, 
Yet then to ſhew the ſigns of hearticſt Love, | 
To cringe, to fawn, to ſmile, to weep, and ſwear, 
Arc Masks for Women, not for Men to wear. [ Exeunt. [fi 


SCENE in. 


Enter Admiral, 2 F Navarre, the Princes, Com- 
manders, Gentlemen, &c. 


Adm. Cavagnes would'ſt thou think it poſſible, 

l ſcarce have Breath to tell thee I'm not well? 

Cav. ' Why ſhould you fear? 

Adm. Becauſe it goes againſt me. 
Upon the way, my fad preſaging Heart 
At the firſt view of Paris June within me, 
| ſtopt, and ſtart, and anſwer'd without Thought, 
Like one that breaks his Sleep with his own brawl, | 
As if my Genius ſhock'd me with a queſtion, 
And ask'd me, whither 1 was bound for Death? 
ut it muſt be, Cavagnes : nay, what's more 
han Death it ſelf, confeſs my ſelf a Traitor, 

Ev'n in the Theatre of all the Kingdom: I 
, EE De 
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Do Penance for the glorious Wars I made, 
In view of thoſe that have fo bravely back'd me. 
Enter the King, Queen Mother, Anjou, Alberto Gondi, 
' » Cardinal of Lorrain. All zbe Hugonots kneel. 
King Madam,you're welcome this the Prince your Son 
Moſt welcome; this the Prince of Conde, welcome; 
Welcome to Paris, welcome to the Court: | 
The Heart of Charles bids welcome to you all. 
Who's that upon the Eeath! the great Chaſtillon, 
The glorious Admiral, the fam'd Coligni, 
The Scourge of Kingdoms! O, my Father, riſe; 
Or, by the Majeſty of Age, the Reverence 
Due to theſe Hairs, the King himfelf ſhall kneel. 
Adm. O Sir, is't poſſible! can this be real? 
Can you forgive this Out-law; this Offender 
Who has ſo often turn'd your Subjects Arms 


Againſt their Lawful Soveraign; made whole wilds 


Of Populous Towns, and brav'd the Lions Fury! 
Now you have drawn me quite unarm'd to Court, 
Can you fo far be Maſter of your Temper 
As not to hew me in a thouſand pieces? 
Ling. Can you, who had the Power to make me tremble, 
Can you, my awkul Subject, be fa good 
To kneel beſore my Feet, and ask my Pardon, + 
And ſhall I be fo barbarous to refule it! 
No, mighty Warrior, in the hear of Broils, 
When thou fo terribly becam'ſt the Field, 3 
Fad'ſt thou thus ſought me, by thoſe Saints we worſhip, 
1 had receiv'd thee with a Breaſt of Mercy. 
Adm. Forgive me, Sir; my Heart ſo riſes in me, 
I cannot ſpeak. 5 | 
King. Let then the World be witneſs, 
All that is Honeſt, Sacred, Good, and Juſt, . 
Be Witneſles the Powers of Heav'n and Earth, 
With this Embrace I pardon thee thy Errors, 
U bid thee welcome, as my better Angel: = 
Thou ſhalt direct in all my Boſom Councils 
My Genius; O! and while I hold thee thus, 
Methinks 1 preſs my Father in my Arms. [Heart 
Adm. O! Sir, what have you done? you've burſt the 


Of your old Gaſper, with this Flood of f 
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And ſee, it guſhes from my Aged EPO 
King. No more. 

Adm. I muſt; I muſt make way, my Lord, 

For this dear Load that makes me fore within: 

But haſte, employ my Arm; let Fortune raife 

Some Foe that's worthy of Chaſtillows Sword : 

Nay I ſhall quarrel with the Fates themſelves 

Unleſs they rouze me up ſome brave occaſion, 

To fignalize my Loyalty, my Conduct, 

And conſtant Zeal for your Immortal Glory. 

King. Y our Friendſhip to the Queen, who courts No, 

Will more oblige me than your Wars abroad. 

Adm. For all paſt Faults thus low I ask her Pardon. 
oo Riſe, riſe, my Lord: let us forgive each other. 

May I, when dying, miſs the Throne of Mercy, 

If ook 1 faw/the King and you embrace, 

My wounded Heart did not weep Blood for Joy... 
King. Come, come, my Lord, _ you 'reſefigrents 
I — 3 "Sword E yment. Reſt a whi 

Ill find your m eſt a while, 

And then for Flanders, 2525 the Duke of Alus 

Will hold you to't. | 
Adm. l long, my Lord, to try him: 

He who ſo pan. ny: the reform's Religion. | 

| with that, with ſome thouſands l could raiſe 

Of thoſe poor Proteſtants whom he diſdains, 

[could but face him on the duſty Plain, 

Tho' to his Aid he call'd his Catholick Maſter, 

With thouſand Arms held up to thouſand. Saints 

Ev'n with this handful of my old Commanders 

Heading the well truſs'd Body of our Men, 

We'd on, to make the Mytred Armies yicld, 

and drive the trembling; — from the Field. 

| 1 
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Body of Ligneroles held wp ell, loody. nic 203 5191 


Ani. , Traitor Guiſe bot L will haue hy Bier 
| 4 A Gui. Let go your hand; or-by:the Mwcky) 
That governs here, Il ſend you to-youriBajy. :«:: 001 

King. Tear em aſunder. - 15:24 ol gag 


nj. VI. have Satisfaction. e 3s Sy ie 
Ling. Remove the Body. You my Lord of Gulf 

Say how this Murder hapned. 4.10147 MM . 4 

Gui. Thus, my Lord. -_ _ + "4: nooUMUpon th 

Charles Count of Atansfeild, and the Count of Guerchn Strike h 

W hen with this Morning's hunt, the Hills, and Grove, You hav 

The Skies and Fountains ſeem'd one mutual Cy , BW And roll 

Riding in company, with this bold Spirit, My Lor 

On fiery Courſers, chanc'd to diſcompoſe him: Therefo 

He frown'd, they laugh'd, and ſo the beaten road Of the |; 

Ot Quarrels, hot Words roſe, then Blows and Thru Vit bir 

The Youth betwixt 'em fell, I know not how; But ſo as 

| And there's an end of him. Proceed 

Ang. Traitor, thou ly ſt: Thou know'ſt the Cauſe, ¶ Being m 

King. No, Sir, it was my Order. 1 May giv 

Now, as you have reſpect to your own Safety, And for- 

No more of this. Had you not bluſh'd in Blood, Gra, | 

In the Hearr-blood of him you deareſt lov'd; 'Twill eg 

By my dead Father's Soul, by my m— 2 To right 

You ſhould your ſelf have mourn'd fo groſs a failing That ſw: 

©. M. dir, he repents. King. 

Hing. He docs but what he ought. To the 1 

Now to the Buſineſs. Which « 

Since then the Cloud that holds our horrid VengeancWTo the f 

Comes nearer racking o'er the Hugonots Heads; egin o 

Let's help the fall, and ſtir not from this place Ang. | 

Till we have fixt the Plat-form of their Ruin: The Ms: 

Firſt, for the Queen, Fane Albert of Navarre, King. 
Becauſe a Woman, and of Royal Blood, And on f 
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My Mother judg'd that ſhe ſhould die by Poiſon. - 
2. M. Diſparch'd with Sweets. Paſs to the reſt; ſhe's | 
King. Yet not without ſuſpicion of the Princes, 

Who therefore, by my Order, were deſir d 

To ſee her Body open d; which was done 


s 


7 Wl Before the chief of all the Hugonors; 
3 Wl Only her Head was ſpar'd, as | appointed, 
Oo of 4 ſeeming Reverence; bur indeed, 


Leſt that the Poiſon, tho? it paſs d unſeen, 

Like a cloſe Murderer, thiough the Lanes of Life, 
Might yet at laſt be taken where it lodg'd. | 
With this, in part, I ſatisfy d their Murmurs, 

N. M. Therefore you muſt confer more Favours ſtil 
Upon the Admiral, lull him with Honours ; 4 
Strike him but in the Throat of his Ambition, | 
You have him ſure: yet let him play a while, 

And roll at random down the ſtream of Glory. 

My Lord of GQuiſe, you have not yet:convers'd him; 
Therefore, while this Suſpicion on the death | 

Of the late Queen flies warm about his Ears, 

Viſit bim, as commanded by the King; 

But ſo as if enforc'd: and by degrees. 

Proceed to half a Quarrcl, that the King, 

Being made the Judge, as coming there by chance, 
May give it quite againſt you in appearance, 

And force you to ſubmit your ſelf for Pardon. 

Gui, It ſhall beſo: And fear not, I'll provoke him; 
Twill eaſe my Heart a little, with keen words | 
To right my Father's Wrongs, and ſhed the Venom 
That {wells me all within. | 

King. On this proceed | 
To the intended Marriage of Navarre ; 

Which once perform'd, as if that were the Lightning 
To the ſure Peal of Horror that muſt follow, 
Begin our Vengeance with the Admiral's Death. 

Ang. Firſt, Sir, it would be known how Guiſe ap- 
The Marriage of Navarre with Marguerite. | proves 

King. I know the Duke approves what J reſolve; 
And on fo great a puſh, would forfeit both 
WA Ligneroles and Marguerite too. | 
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1 When ſuch a Fate is now u 
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9. A. Come, come, it's monſireusbutito mike «Bay, 
To ſtand on Pets, Intrigues, and fool Baſſas, [pic 
on the 3 tin A 


rd wich pee 1 AY 


As ner perhaps yet Thu 
Since firſt the > World be _ tum OH gal 1 
Gui. My Lord, L yiel Aren HE 28 oba 
And take ares Porcien's "Widow for my: Wife. 119 
King. I ſent the Count of Rhete to bring her hither! 
My Lord Lorrain, pray let me view the Conttadt. 0 
This, by the hand of Guiſe, muſt nn r ir! 
And then preſented her. nua avid HUT 
Gui Excuſe me, Sir. & 22 rg auf 
King. If Prayers or Threats can hired herb Bir, youth 
Bur, if choſe fail, my Lord, without more pe- 
I charge you for your Honour, and my _c wb 
To act as 1 command: or, by my Blood. 
Nor you, nor I ſhall never ſee her more. ſi 
Gui. That's a home thruſt indeed: Sir, 1 obey, f 
And wait your farther Order. | 1» 
King. My Lord Lorrain, Auk 
Attend the Duke while 1 examine Aargnerite, af 
„Wait till 1 ſtamp; and when thy trouble's oer, 
Make to the Admiral; and I will follow. 
Enter Alberto with Marguerite. 
"Uo Marguerite weeping? all in Tears“ | 
Sure then the Count of Rhets miſtook the Meſſage. 
I fent to give thee Joy, to tell my Siſter 
She mult be marry'd. 
Mar. And I come, my Lord, 
To ſhew my Heart before your Majeſt y, | 
To beg your Favour, Mercy, and your Pardon; 
For O, my Lord, I cannot, if 1 wounds 
Be marry'd to Navarre. | 
King. You cannot? Riſe, | 
And tell me why: I'll hear you out with pationec. 
Mar. Ah, Sir, how ſhall I ſpeak your Siſter's Frailty! 
How ſhall I, but thus drown'd with Tears and Bluſhcy 
Conſeſs the fault of Duty 7 [ am marry d, | 
Betroth'd, my Lord. | 
King. To whom? e 11 
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gut I muſt dn the Truth, tho? on your Bro- 
A thouſand Deaths ſat menacing my Soul? 
Yes, Sir, Em marry*dto the Duke of Guiſe, 
King. Not marry'd, Marguerite; but contracted: 
And fo far I'Il forgive thy heedleſs Youth; 
But on Condition that, without more noiſe, 
Thou raze the haughty Guiſe from thy Remembrance; 
Or, by the violation of our Name, ö 
vill not ſpare to drain thy tainted Blood, 
Till I have mounted thee by Death a Victim 
To the great Memory of the wrong'd Valois. [mentors, 
Mar. Call then, my Lord, call forth your fierce Tor- 
Propoſe to Marguerite Flames and Wounds, | 


The Maſſacre of Paris. 


"24> © 
And give me up to thoſe Tormentors Hands 
That wait your Call. OR 

_ King. But if I bring the Duke 

Before thy Face, that Contract in his Hand, 
Which paſt betwixt you, and he tears it here 
Openly, in the Preſence of us all . 


Wilt thou then quit him, with reſolv'd Revenge, 


And wed Navarre? 


Mar. Why ſhould you ask me, Sir? — 


x 
14 


Prove me but half as much, but half that Falſh 


That Impudence, that Treaſon to the Throne 


Of our crown d Loves, and I will wed a Slave: 
There's not a thing fo loath'd upon the Earth, 
But you ſhall bind me to it for my Life, 
To Age, Deformity, to all that's hateful, 


Blaſting, and deadly. Ha! what's this he tears? 


The Contract? O, it is the curled Contract 


Then 111 tear too. Death, Furies, Hell, and Devil 


But call him, Sir, call back the perjur'd Traitor; 


Let your Guards hold him; you ſhall ſee, my Lord, 


How well J hate him: Give me but a Dagger, 


And I will gore his Heart with thouſand Wounds; 


Nay, if 'twere poſſible, I'd ſtab his Soul, 
Fill it ſo ſull, brimfull of Woman's Gall, 


Thhat, tho' he were an Angel, it ſhould damn him; 


But he's a Devil, Devil, Devil, Devil, 


— 
8 — — 


King. Give me your Hand; you ſhall along with me 
To a young Kine, that will be proud to ſerve you. 


Mar. O, Sir, I know not what to ſay, or do, 
But fl:ng this load of Miſery at your Feet: 
| You have my Promiſe; but with all my Blood 
I I would retrieve it; for ſince Guiſe is falſe, 
Whom l belicv'd the worthieſt of the World, 
Since he has prov'd himſelf ſo damn'd a Villain, 
O, give me leave, Sir, give me leave to ſhun, 
To hate, to loath, to curſe all Humane Kind. 


King. I'll have no more delay; I claim your Promiſe: 
Come then; or, by my Crown, I'll have thee drag d. 


W hat hoa? without there. 
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Mar. Mother, piry me. N aa 
Have Patience, Sir, a liteie time, my Lord. 
To vent theſbrbbiſtingiSiphs, and I will go: Id | | 
Let me but ry my Rycs, | hd 1 will go? A 1 I 
This remnant of a wretched Royal Woman, 0G = 
it Wt” 
„HA 


This ſtain to all yDUj,ẽlood, O cruel Heav'n! 
This curs d, forlorn, unhappy Bride, ſhall go 


Thus to the Altar where my Fate's decreedʒ 
hut like a Victim that is doom to bleed. [Eveuni,y 
e: E NE n 2 
A 2 ; ö ef 
Euter Admiral, Antramont, Cavagnes, Langoiran. 1 


Ant, Peiſon dz the Royal dead Navarre was poiſon'd 21 
Tis the firſt Thunder- clap of that vaſt Storm Ly 
Tha ſeems already breaking o'er your Head: : 
- 
i 


Why are you ſenſeleſs then, and deaf to warning; 
Wben, whereſpeer you caſt your Eyes, the Storm 
Looks blacker yet? Why ſtays the Duke of Guiſe? 
Why des he ſummon all his Blood to Court, a 
With Barons, Knights, that hold the Catholick Party, 
Vith Foreign Gentry living on his Penſions, 
And therefore ready upon all occaſions, 
Wich hazard of their Lives to act his Pleaſure? 

Adm. Peace, Antramont. 
Ant. Alas, my Lord, I cannot. 6 
Why ſhould the Viſdam Chartres, Count Mongomery, 
Relolve to lodge themſelves beyond the Sein, 
Unleſs their Minds preſage ſome dreadful Miſchief? 
Tis coming; O, with deeper Policies | 
Phe King and Queen delude your eaſie Soul 
With fatal Praiſes, and undoing Honours : 
O, they have caught you! my Prophetick Soul 
dees the red Tempeſt thunder down in Blood, 
In Blood of you, of me, of all about you. | 

Adm. O, Antramont, you foil me now indeed; 
Yet I ſhall anſwer, if your Paſlion pleaſe: 
Firſt, for the Queen, I ſaw her Body open'd, - ** 

6 The 


I be Parts whereof were ſound, untouch'd by Poiſon, 
| And by eur own Phyſicians tas concluded 
She dy d a natural Death. Then for the Guiſes, 
Some little Satisſaction muſh be given, 1 
As to permit their Preſence at the Marriage; 
But, for the management of State- Affairs, 
Or Favour from the King, they're loſt for ever: 
Nor ſhall it keep my dauntleſs Powers awake, 
Tho? Chartres and Mongomery will not come. 
But, to forbear the Subject, leave me here 
With my Cavagnos. — 
Ant. I am commanded, Sir; 
Yet, for the ſaferyof your innocent Babes, 
Beware. my Lord, be cautious, O prevent. 
Adm. Fear not; Farewel; be gone, I will beware. 
Why ſhould I fear, Cavagnes, when the King 
Inclines his Heart to the Reform'd Religion; 
When the whole Management of Homee-aftairs, 
With ath Confederacies made abroad, 5h 
Are left to me, as Judge and Arbitrator, 
The Genius and the Oracle of France? 
But, if the Will of Heav'n has fer it down, 
That all this Truft is deep Difſimulation, 
That there's no Faith nor Credit to be given 
To the inviolable Royal Word; 
O, my Cavagnes, if tis poſſible, 
If this be fo, I yield, I yield to die: 
I am contented for the Proteſtant Faith 
Here to be hewn into a thouſand pieces, 
And made the Martyr of fo good a Cauſe. 
Lang. My Lord, | take my leave; and am reſolv'd 


\ 


S 
To leave the Court. 


Adm. Cauagnes, 'prethee ſpeax, 15 
It is not worth — But why iran, 
Why doſt thou leave the Maker of thy Fortune? 
ls it not worth the hazard? x0 * 
Lang. No, my Lord. * 
I'm ſorty, Sir, to fee you made ſo much of: 
And ſo farewel. For my part, m content 
To ſave my ſelf with Fools; rather than periſh 
With choſe that are tog wile. 
—＋ bf : 
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Diter à Servant. 
Lord the Duke of Guiſe: 


: 


Serv. My 
Enter Guile. 


And bid you welcome to the Court. 

Adm. The King = 
Still loads me with new Honours ; but none greater 
Than this the, laſt. = 
Gui. There is one „„ 
Your high Commiſſion]for the War with Spain: 
and my Family, are charg'd to ſerve you:; 
and twill be glorious Work. ; 

Adm, If you are there, | 
There muſt be Action. 

Gui/ O, your Pardon, Sir ; t 

Im but a Stripling in the Trade of War: 

But you, whoſe Life is one continu'd Battel, 

What will not your Triumphant Arms accompliſſi ? 

Who, as your (elf confeſs'd, or Fame is falſe, 

Have quite out- gone the Memory of the Ancients, 
f Alexander, and of Julius Ceſar, 

For they in all their Actions had Succeſs; 

but you, in ſpire of your malicious Fortune, 

\fter the loſs of four moſt ſignal Bartels, 

dtill roſe more fierce and dreadful to your Foes: 

ind laſt, when all Men thought you had no way 

o ſaye your Life, but wander through the World; 
ſou forc'd the Ki 
ore proper forA 
hat was oeh me. : 
Aim. Ny more of that, my Lord. 
| Gui, Butz Sir, ſince I muſt make a little one 

this grefFBuſineſs, let me underſtand © + 
Vhat 'tis n mean; and why you put the King 
pon ſo dangerous an Expedition? b 

Adm. Know 

he Greatneſs of all France, whom it imports 
Jo make their Arms their Aim anſb Oechpation: 
er ace then the Genius of the Kingdams rouz'd, 
turn the Feaver of thoſe Civil Boll 


at, 


zeror, than one 
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I [Exeunt Cavag. and Serv. 
Gui. The King, my Lord, commanded me to wait you, \ q 


g to grant your own Conditions, 


intend the Greatneſs of the King, A 


A - hs C Py < | 
Ii The Mahn pafls. 
To wholſome Exerciſe, to Mar witio Se. 401 

Acqui. Stor'd Arſenals, and Armories umd Fiedeof RRbrſe. 
DODndnance, Ammunition, and the Nerve'6ÞWuruoY 
Sound Infantry, not harraſs'd and diſeas den 15! joy 
FBoimeet a Veteran Army, 'ſhould be cheughtof;: :) 
- Nor onght you to rely on Proteſtants, Had 155128 
"Thoſe Mercenaries that muſt come3*for#heindy 1:67 
M bo, thus reſolv'd, depends on ſuch, ſnalbfpread 
His Feathers now; but mew em all to Mevrow, vo! 
Ad. I find, my Lord, the Argument grow Warm, 
Therefore thus much, and I have done, NT,, Kings! 
Intends to ſend an Army into Flanders, 
A powerful one, and under my Command: 
Firſt then, altho' the Wars of latter Ages 15+ 56 10 
Are, in reſpect of former, made i'th* dax; 
Chaftillon will not ſteal a Victory. woe Nou 


5 


| Gui. The Phraſe of Alexander at Arbela} +. 
| Adm. No place of Honour, Office, or Command 
Through the whole Series cf this glorious War, 
For Profit, Favour, or for Intereſt, wi | ana Vf 
| Not of the greateſt, ſhall be bought or ſold ++ |! 
W. hereas too, for th' incouragement of Fighters, 
There are degrees promiſcuoùſly conferr T 
On Souldiers, and no Souldiers; this Man Knighted, 
| —_ he charg'd a Troop before his Dinner, 
And ſculk'd behind a hedge in th' Afternoon 
I will have ſtrict Examination made | 
Betwixt the Meritorious and the Baſe ; 
And, fince | am entruſted as I wiſh, 

Tu ſpoil the Traffick of this Brandy Court, 
And vye Rewards for Merit with old Rome. 
Say. You will, my good Lord Admiral 
\ | e | _ _ in 7 

Dppon the ve ot of Victo 
For Gallant eee 2 
rect their Trophies, Funeral Laudatives, 
And Monuments for thoſe that dy'd in War, 
\ Crowns of Diſtinction, Garland Perſonal, 
All but the Stile of Emperor, which the King 
Of the whole Walverſe did after horrow - 
Tbat for my Mulder : and perhaps for me 


The Triumph of their Oenerala on return. — 
Gui. You have mouthicdir bravely and there is no doubt 


Your deeds would anſwen welbſueh haughty words = 
Yet, let me tell you, Sir, there was a Man 9 _ 
(Curſe on the band chat ped him) that would bettes} © , 
beiter than you, or-alhehe bragging Generals, 1 é 
That when he ſhone in Arms and ſunn'd the Field, T 
That better would become the great Battallion, _ 
Mov'd, ſpoke, and fought, and was himſelf a War“ 


Adm. The Noble Guiſe, your Father, Sir you mean; 
| But yet, my Lord E; © Do 
Gui. No yet, my Lord; no yet: x 


By Arms, I bar you that; | 
For never was his like, nor ſhall again, | 
Till murder'd by Poltrot; curs'd, damn'd Polrror, © 
Whoſe Soul now gluts the Maw of Lucifer. 
Adm. Speak with more Charity. 
Gui. Ha! Charity! | 
Damnation on the Soul that harbours it. 
Were I in Heav'n, and ſaw him ſcorch'd in Flames, 
would not ſpit my Indignation down, 4 x 
Leſt I ſhould cool his Tongue. For Beza too, £ MW 
Thar ſet him on, with the rewards of Heav'n, 1 
To act ſo black, fo deep, ſo damn'd a Murder. 
O why will Charles thus ſheath the Sword of Juſtice, 
Till he has rooted up this Sect of Villains, | 
And collar'd to the Stake that canting Slave, 
That preach'd my God-like Father from the World? 
 Adm.Come, come, my Lord, hear with a little patience, 
And you ſhall find 'tis not the Proteſtant way 
To ſtab, and beat the Brains out in the dark: 
Look home, my Lord, go to the Vatican; 7 
dee if in all thoſe politick Diſcoui ſes, : 
There be not one Red- letter d Page for killing. 
Gui. Ha, Admiral! then dar'ſt thou juſtify . 
The Villain, whom my Vengeance marks for Death? 
Adm. My Lord, I will not Juſtify a Villain 
More than your ſelf : But if you thus proceed, 
If that a great Man's Breath can puff away 
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On every Pet the Lives of free born People; 0 | 
What need that awful General Conyocation, JT 
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44 The*Maſſacre of Paris. 
T' Aſſembly of the States? nay, let me urge, 
If thus you threat the Venerable Beza, 


What may the reſt expect? 
Gui. What, if 1 could, 


They ſhould be certain of, whole Piles of Fire: My L 
Aam. "Tis very well my Lord, I know your Mind, We u 
Which without fear or flatt'ry to your Perfon, Gui. 

| PII tell che King; and then, with his Permiſſion, 'Twas 
Proclaim it for a Warning to our People, Adn 
Qui. Come, you're a Mur&rer your ſelf. | King 
Adm. Away. . 
Gui. You were Com plotter with that Villain bez Now u 
The black Abbeter of my Father's Murder. Villand 
Adm, This wou'd ſound well, my Lord, in Front-Battle, MW In ſuch 
But here upon à Viſit from the og | My So1 
Ir looks not like-the G Cuife. ' = | Therefe 
Gui. My Father's Murder ? bid me not ſtand on point For you 
When that's remember'd ! King. 
But track me to the Foreft with thy Sword, His Ex 
Thus Man to „ bark'd with all thy People, Gui. 
Follow me, ol will oclaim thee Traitor, Coward. Mor. 


Adm, O King, Ki ing ! ſtill let me found thy Name, 


| Left thi#Fook hardy Boy, this knotty Trifler, To take 
This Spawn of Words, this Urchin of the War, Mor, 

Should rajle my Anger paſt the pulling down. 5 ] 

| l; 
Enter King,Queen Mother, Alberto, Anjou, and Mori. 1 
But ſee He's here, I ſcorn to ruin thee: 1 watc 
Therefore go tell him, tell him thy own Story. Adm. 


King. What now, my Lord ofGuiſe? is this your Viſt er poor 
I charge you on your Life, without reſerve, King. | 
Tell me the Truth; how hapned this Diſorder? think, 
Thoſe ruffled hands, red looks; and port of Fury? J yield 
Gui. I told him, Sir, ſince you reſolve to have it, t Fat 

He was the Murderer of my Noble Father; aſs for 


| Therefore a Traitor, Villain and a Coward. Adm, 
__ wKonp. Is't poffible? | | my C. 
Adm. No matter, Sir, no matter; | dere's 
The old Man uz d, and ſhook himſelf, my Lord; l her t 
A few hot words; no more, upon my Life: Ther- 
So, if your Majeſty will do me Honour, ** to 
do beſcech you, let the bulineſs = Auge 1 


ints 


rvik, 


d 


Kit 


The-Maſſsere of Paris. 2% | 
King. Guiſez"g0; ſubmit yourſelf, and ask his Pardon 

Gui: My Lord, I cannot en. | 
King, Where are our Guards? 


Adm. Hold there. Come, Sir, I will interpret forypu. 
My Lord, this cloſe Embrace makes up the breach: 


We will be ſorry, Sir, for one another. 


Gui. You have out-done me, Sir; but you'll er me, 
Twas a great Rack that ſcrew'd me to this Folly. 

Adm; More than enough, we're riveted the falter. 

King. My Lord of Guiſe. 

O. M. My good Lord Admiral, 
Now uſe your Power, and quite oblige the Court: * 
yillandiy has provok'd the King at Play, Rh 
In ſuch a nature, that he's doom'd to die; wo 
My Son refus'd my Interceſſion for him; L 
Therefore, when he has done his Check to Guiſe, 

For your Affront; pray, my good Lord, intreat him. 
King. The Marriage ſtays within; which paſt, ry. 
His Execution ſudden as you Can. | 

Gui. Morvele. 5 
Mor. My Lordꝰ 
Gui, I, by the King's G have Command, 
To take the Admiral's Life. 
Mor, VII ſhoot him. 
Cui. Right: | 
is he returns from Court. 
Mor. From ſome Out-Lodping 
ll watch him, till I execute your Order. 
Adm. T am a Suitor to your "Ry 
or poor Villandry's Life. 
King. Haſte, bring him forth. _ 
think, my Lord, Þ you ſhould ask my Heart, F 
y Yielding Breaſt would open to your Hand. 6. 
t Father, let's away y the Cardinal "4 
ays for Navarre. 15 
Adm, We'll wait your Majeſty. [ Ex. Kingwich Quye, 
my Cavagnes, Where's Langoiran now ? 
here's Antramome? but haſte, and tell her all; 
ell her th? extravagant Kindneſs of the King; 
il her — bur ſtay; why ſuch repeated Oaths? 
at's ro be thought e was bis Aſpect, 
Xe Ff Graves 


as 


a 


| 
= Graves i in his gene Dent in bis bloodleſs Hands, 


O, Antramont! Tit haſte tõ meet thy Eyes: 
The Face of Beauty on theſe riſing Horrors, 


The weeping Mantle of a Fleecy Cloud, 


OS nr ie Mafocre of Par 


Looks like the Midnight Moon upon a Murder: 


It drives the Shades that thicken from the State, 
And gilds the dark defign that's 12 for F ate. [ Exe. 


*** 
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ACT v. SCENE L 
The King riſes from a Conch. 


5 PROM Amber Shrouds I ſee the Morning riſe, 


Her Roſy Hand begins to paint the Skies, 


And now the City Emets leave their Hive, 
nannd rouzing Hinds to chearful Labour drive; 
And Nature (miles upon the Mountains brow ; 


and Rocks are pleaſing Objects now, 


The joyful Birds falute the Sun's Approach; 

The Sun too laughs, and mounts his gaud Coach, 
While from his Car the dropping Gems diſtil, 

And all the Earth, and all the Heav'n does ſmile: 
But Charles, ſtill wrapt in Shades, like Night appears, 
His Sighs the Vapours, and the Dews his Tears. 


\Yet, O Juſt Power, with Pity, O behold 


The Wretch, whoſe fault is in your Book inroll'd; 


= Bchold theſe Streams, with which his Soul aſpires 
2 To flake your Wrath, and quench your angry Fires | 


ater Genius. 
Gen, Thy Genius, lo, from his ſweet Bed of Reſt, 


xt Adotn'd with Jaſſamim, and with Roſes dreſt, 


The Pow'r Divine has rais d to ſtop thy Fare, 
A true Repentance never comes too late: 
Sofoon as born, The made. her ſelf a Shroud, 


And ſwift. as Thought her Airy Journy took, 


Her hand Heav'ns Azure Gate with trembling ook 
The Stars did wich amazement on her look; 


She told thy Story in ſo fad a Tone, 


The An 2 — om Bliſs, and gave 2 8 


But Charles Beware, oh dally not with . n 
For efier * no Pardon * 
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A een Mother, Cardinal of Lorrain, A 
Qu | Alberto Gondi. "on s 
Card, The King upon the Earth? O riſe, my bad 4 
M. He has of late been troubled with ſuch Faint- 5 
And ſee he bleeds at Moutbßb. | [ings5 644 
King. Stand from me all. |  +F 
o, Mother, Mother! whither will you lead me? 
Throug h what a Vault of Monumeatrs;, and Sculls, ; 
And Pr Men's Bones? And you, my Lord Lorrain, 
Muſt I fill journey through this Vale of Death, 
And never reach the Paradiſe you promis'd ? 
| muft not let the Maſſacre go forward: 
2m warn'd from Heav'n, I fwear l think from Heav'n. 
. M. Some Scar- crow of a Dream: So far from Sin, 
Orought that's damnable, is our Defign 
That my Lord Cardinal will tell you, Sir, 
Tis meritgrious; and wheric'er we ftrike, LE 
he Church ſhall bleſs it, as a Blow from Heay'n. 
Card. Therefore, my Lord, I wiſh you to ſuſpect 
V hatever thwarts you in your holy Parpoſe; 
owever veil'd, tho' in an Angel's form, 
nclude it the Suggeſtion of the Devil. 
0. A. 80; now, hope, theſe Qualms are at an end, 
nd we may cloſe purſue the main intention. 
uppoſe the Admiral kill d; on this, the Hruponors 11 
ul on the Houle of Guife; the City riſes dT 
nd cuts em all to pieces: Now imagine, alt oT 
Vbich Jam apt to think, the Hereticks 
re more diſcreet, and only fue for Juſtice, * 
ithout a Tumult; ſhall the buſineſs ſ tand? © x 
Car, No. If we find they do not run to Urans A >6'T =8 
Dur only hope to colour oer their Ruin) 555.91 5uU1T3 At 
oceed to inſtant Slaughter; or they'll findqed +4! 62 
ne means for flight, and kindle u "oy War 5 3 
ore dreadfully than ever. P 2: n- bug 
Anj. Ist determin d bid K 
a, with the reſt, che Princes too fhall bleed? e ? 
0. M. My Judgment is moſt poſitive, in this f 405 ne | 
& not one Soul of all be leſt alive; non m6 2 % 2/1 9 
tis W 0 ewas 1 1 x, 4 ] 
RE i 4 l 
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Pth' midſt of Slaughter, Ruin, Blood, od] I, 
To think of ever being prais'd for Mercy. 

Nor can a Mean be us d; the Duke of GJ. 
Meddles not im it, if a Man eſcape: 

And ſays, in ſuch a deſperate Purge of Humours, 
If any Relick of the great Diſtemper 

/ Be left behind, it runs to a Relapſe 

More dangerous than before. 

King. As l remember, 


Madam, it has been oft your Oracle, N A 
In theſe late Civil Wars, to avoid a Battel; Or! 
That Limbs, tho' ne'er fo foul, ſhould not be lopt Pre { 
Without the utmoſt, laſt N eceſſity; | And 
Becauſe the Body feels too great defect, Gu 
Sharp Pains, and almoſt irrecoverable Weakneſs : Of tl 
And will you now cut the great Arteries, | Requ 
The Princes of the Blood? Moſt horrid Thought! Gran! 


Q. M. Compoſe your ſelf; Navarre and Condg, live. And 


Come, come, you muſt put off this Melancholy); You r 
"Twill breed Suſpicion, Sir, let me intreat you Ma 

To go upon the Inſtant ſtraighr to Tennis, | For ſe 
While AMorvele does his buſineſs. Gut, 
King. O my Heart! This n 

If you would have me fixt, you mult not leave me, A Maſ 

| You muſt talk out to my diſtracted Soul, May 
L eeſt Conſcience drown the Voice of Policy. Gui. 


7 [ Exeunt all but Cardinal. My le: 
© Card This dis to have a Conſcience. — Here comes The M 
Enter Guiſe. [one f been 


1 Sear'd as my ſelf, of my own Family. And, © 
Is he diſpatch'd. 5 | ompel 
| Gui. Not yet; but Morvele waits him, Or thre, 
| His Fuzee cock'd, and * at the Window: And wt 
5 All, all is fiited. | What, 

| Card. What, your Marguerite | : 
Said ſhe was ſick, and 3 not bed the Prince P ermit x 
- \ Laſt night? . | 


Gui. I know not chat; but here 1 ſtay 
To take her as the paſſes to the Gardens. 
How fares the King? 

Card. A little bound 1 in Conſcience: 


2 
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He pukes at Dreams; and as T hear of late. 
Spits Blood. „„ „ 155 

Gui. A fit, a fit, my Lord, o'th' Mother: 

I told you ſo. But ſee; the furious Princeſs? 

Away: Þll clap my Prow upon the Storm; 

And, if a Wrack muſt follow, let it come. | 
= Enter Marguerite. | ; 

Mar. Ha! Villain! Traitor! Devil! Hence, be gone; 
Or I muſt get into my Grave to hide me: n 
've ſworn, I've ſworn to fly thee like a Fury, 
And I am damn'd if e'er I fee thee more. 

Gui. I will obey you. And indeed the Fates 
Of theſe ſad Souls that muſt to day be dol'd 
Require my haſte: I beg you but to hear me: be Be 
Grant me but this, by Hell, and Hell's worſt Horrors, 

And all the Murders of this bloody daß 
You ne'er ſhall ſee me more, 

Mar. What can'ſt thou ſay ? ; 

For ſee, I know not how, thou'ſt charm'd my Rage. 

Gui. Know then, the Lives of every Hugono? 


This moment now are ſentenc'd to the Grave, 
A Maſlacre of all. e 
Mar. A Maſſacre! [Gta ES 
Gui. Madam, I've done. But hark! a Gun went off! 
i]. My leaping Heart cries our, It is the Admiral. 
ics be Marriage of Navgrre was for this end 
ne Deſign'd, to bring the Princes to the Court: 
And, on fo great an Enterpriſe, the King 
Compell'd me to the tearing of the Contract; 
Or threatned the deſtruction of my Houſe, 
And which was worſe, your Death before my Eyes. 
What, hoa! Morvels! He paſs'd the Anti-chamber. 
| J | 
dermit me to conſult him. Ha ! ſpeak out; of 
day, is the Admiral EV 7 Fond 1 
Mor, Not dead, my Lord. a \ 3 il 
think l ſaw ſome of his Fingers fr | 
and part of his left Arm: I'm ſure I hit him. OS 
Gui. Here, take this Key; fly ro my Cloſer, haſte; 
He r bou art purſu'd: Farewell. | x 
> Mor. l'm gone, my Lord. | LExit. 


. 
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uni. 'Twas in this manner juſt, my noble * 
| W Falred from t amg vf all © the World 
y ſuch another Vill 8 and my Soul 
„ with Revenge, that this proud Admiral 
Should, like an Eagle, in his utmoſt flight 
Be topled from the Clouds of all his Glory. 
Madam, fare wel: | hope you will excuſe 
What 1, enforc'd, did act: I love you ſtill; 
And, on this fad. Affair, in which perhaps. | 
Vour Guiſe may periſh, it would warm my Heart 
j To hear you,do-not hate me. 
Ularg. Death and. Horror! 
 Inf:my,, Vengeance, Murder, Maſſacre! | 
Cui. Now by the Life and Heart of our deſign 
Fi *Tis well dalembled; ſtood thy Lord in view, 
I thus wou'd charge thee, bear thee. in my Arms 
From the proud hurry of a claſhing. World, 
To Mabomet's Paradiſe, to Beds of Pleaſure, 
1 W here we ſhall ſpin the Silken Joys for ever, 
* Without a break; lengthning the twinkling Moment 


. 


To an Eternity of Deathleſs. Pleaſure.” © [derer! 


\ 


| 8 Marg. Touch me not for thy Life, thou Traitor! Mur. Tor a 
RNaviſher! Oh thou titled Villain! = - Your 
In Purple dipt to give a gloſs to Miſchief! That 
Hollow the bloody bark of thy. Ambition, | On 
And never {ee Mme more 

| Gui. It cannot be, | M: 
| Unleſs you chain me, drag me in Sunleſs Caves: 1 

| You are my Earthly,Goodnels, all my hope 6 
Of Comfort here: nor wiſh; I more hereafter By 15 
Marg. Hold, hold, Prophager, thou haſt dh 1; 

But this is little to the. Citing follow, hes 

- Thou haſt: berray'dime, afterall my Vows, beg) 


To marry one I hate; for thy Ambition Th 
Mak'ft me the Cauſe of this moſt horrid: Vengeance, 7 


At which the Earth ſhall ſicken, Saints. be ſad, a4 
And none but Furies like your. ſelfſ And 


6. Did not your; Mothes fous-cthe-whols Def rer 

Marg. Whoever, form'd: or helpt in ſuch contriviiphÞ Nas, 
Hell ———— vwalte em; but. for thee, 

Scar d as s thay art, with Cray, b 
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| pity thee, O Guiſe! becauſe I lov'd thee, 5 


And beg thee view thoſe Fiends that gape to ſeize cheek | 4 


Allow at leaft a poſſibility; 
An unknown Country, after you are dead, 
As well as there was one e' er you were born. 5 
Gui. Admit me then once more to ſhare your Breait, 
To taſte thoſe Secrets from thoſe lovely Lips, | 
And; IT in time may be a Proſelite. 1 


Marg. Here look yourlaſt! for from the time Ileave you, 2M 


2 


nt 
rer! mewn | | 
Ju- For all your Delays, your Slights, your thouſand Oaths, 


Your moſt conſiderate Pride in falling out, 

That I might Court you to be-Frienids/agat——— 
Gui. Stop yet: and oh eternal Love ſhall Crown thee. 
Marg. For all my Midnight Groans ö 
Gui, Hold, Marguerite. 2. 

Marg. My Tears; my Watchings, 

The bleeding tokens of the fondeſt Love 
Gui. Take this and ſtrike it tomy Heart; 3 

But ſpeak your Grieſs no more. [Offers a Dagger. 
Marg. By all l've ſaid, 1 | 

I beg you, Sir, to ſpare my Husband's Life. 
Gui. What, Marguerite? ha! Navarre again? 

This was too much. Fa 
Marg. Save him, if poſſible, © cj. 

And fo farewel; thou Ruin of my Glory: | 

Farewel, thou ſtrong Seducer of my Youth. 

Vet I will Eye thee hungerly at laſt: 

Nay, take this Sighito ay Heart, 

My Husband's Life is all that I implores e 

To ſave Navarre, and never ſee me More. [ Exif, 
Gui. She's ganez for cver gone: why, let her go. 

3 Ff 4 1 
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 Henceforth pronounce all Woman - kind thy Foe; And 
Or if thy feeble Soul to Love return, The 

Do not, like Antbony, for Life-time burn: Lang 
But as a Lion, eager of his Prey, : | A 
| Compelld by Thirſt, turns from his purpos'd way, The 
And in ſome Silver Fountain {lakes his Rage, | The 
T ben runs more fiercely on his Foes engage; | be 
| So having qu-nch'd thy Fires with Beauties Charms, My- 
Forget the Pleaſures, and ruſh to Arms. (Ex. DD 
Enter King, Q. Mother, Anjou, Lorrain, Alb. Gondi, Is a 
King. Command that all the City-Gates be ſhut, Ir r 
Except but two, for bringing in Proviſions; | A, 
And theſe my Lord of Rhezz, ſee ſtrictly Guarded, If th 
Leſt that the Murderer eſcape. 8 Fear 
©. M. You bear it bravely! _ | Fare 
Now to the wounded Admiral: be there A 
As you are now, ſeem ſoft and pitiful, „ The! 
Fond him with Tears, cry out with your Impatience WW Wil 
To be reveng'd upon the Murderer. Who 
Ning. Youthat are made of Artifice inſtruct me. | Ex, : - 
N 3 N e1 
SCENE l. Ton 
RYE | em 
Tbe Admiral Dreſſing, with all the Hugonots about bim : me: 
| | hat 
Adm. A Finger and an Arm? what all this Noiſe Thus 
About the ſhattering of a Limb? Away. To b 
And in a Cauſe fo great, ſo glorious too? Yet | 
* Nay, let em burn the other to the Shoulder, Not! 
+ Or let that Badger Queen grind every Bone But r 
Betwixt her Teeth, and grin to hear em crack. 45 
Cav. Let's inſtantly reſolve to bear him forth. O, J. 
Adm. No: with this mangled Fleſh held to Heav'h, Forg 
This horrid maſh of Blood, and Bone, and Marrow, Ther 
Upon my Knees I beg the Power Divine | we 
T'eſtabliſh thus the Proteſtant Religion, At 
'To plant ir in the Blood of loſt Golignt, orc! 
Ik that, al, may fatisfie their Fury. | | At 
Cav. Take Heart, Sir; hope one Day for full Revenge. WW Whe 
| Enter Amtramont, vB To tl 

Aut. Tis well, my Lord! 'tis well, my Caso! well! 


| 78 You call'd thi: Parts Utica ar firſt: 
Tbestar of Grcat Men have a Caſt Divine, A 
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And when they mould with ſecond Thought, the 8 
The Air, the Life, the Golden Vapour's gone, 
Langoviran! O Langoiran) (3 v2 _ 
Adm. Fate, my Martia, . = 1 | 
There is a Providence that over- rules: | 
Therefore ſubmit; haſte, for thy Life, away 
beg thee fly, my Martia, to Geneva: 6 
My little ones ſhall, with Teligny, follow. 
. Ant. What, Sir, is't poſſible! 
„ K Plank in this great Veſſel rived? 
I't neceſſary that a Wreck ſhould follow? _ 
Adm. O, Antramont, there is no going forth; 
If the King be not in th' Aſſaſſination, "4% 
Fear not; I ſhall have Juſtice: If he be, 
Farewel for ever, I Il ne'er {ce thee more, 
Ant. You ſhall, you ſhall: why buſt you not away? 
There are at leaſt ten thouſand, your Adherent | 
* Will clear your Paſſage to Chaſtillom: 
Why do you drag then, when your Fate cries on? 
Er. Adi. Once more I ſay, my Fate is in the King; 
Therefore away: If things go right, you come 
To me again; if nor, there's one preſerv'd 
T'embalm my Bo wels, O my Antramont, 
| mean my Babes, that thus have force to thaw me. 
That Power, whoſe moſt unſearchable Decree + 
Thus dooms our parting, give thee ſtrength to bear it; 
To bear my Death; perhaps thou'lt hear it ſhortly - 
Yet thou ſhalt hear nothing unworthy me, 
Nothing that's faint and flagging at the Goal, - 
But my laſt Gaſp like my firſt ſtart of Glory, . 
Ant. What, leave thee, Gaſpar, e er I kiſs thy Wound? 
O, let me touch the Bait'ry of bis Arm! | 1 
Forgive me; thus far I will be a Roman: | 
There's Virtue here, in this moſt Sacred Relict, | af 
| ſwear I think chere is, to ſave a Soul. 
Adm. Be gone, I ſay; I cannot bear thy Kindneſs: : q 
| Force her away, and bear her to St, Germain. 
| Aut. I go. For thee, this Prayer | leave behind me: | 
enge · WH Whene'er thou dy'ſt, the Arm of Angels waft thee 
To thoſe ſmooth Joys that have no gritty Moments. 
For her that brought thee to this'barbarous end, 
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The Whips of Conſcience drive her to Deſpair; 
| Conſcieneo! Sh' has none: why thenthe ſtings of Pleaſuue 
'' © Sores and Diſeaſes, Diſappointments plague her; 
May all her Life be one continu'd Torment, 
And that more Racking than a Mother's Labour: 
In meeting Death, 3 10 leaft trouble be 
[ai 


| As great, as now my Parting is with thee. 
We. Enter Alberto Gondi. 

Alb. My Lord, his Majefty, the Queen his Mother, 
Approach, to mourn your Chance, and give you Juſtice, 
| Enter King, Queen, Anjou, Lorrain, 

7 King, My Lord, I come to pour the Balm of Tears 
: into your Wound; I come to threaten Death 
To that bold Villain who durſt act this Outrage: 
Aud by my Soul 1 ſwear, my Father ſhall | 
= Have ſuch Revenge, as if King were kill'd. 
Adu. 1 thank your Majeſty, and humbly crave 
Your leave, Sir, ta retire home to Chaſtillon; 
Where, from theſe tumultuous Parifens, 
I may,. my Lord, recover this Misfortune. 
Q. M. W hat, take a Journey, Sir, in this Condition! 
Your Death muſt follow: But, alas, I fear, 8 
I fear the Truth, with Tears I muſt avow it, 
My Lord: you dare not truſt the King and me. 
Adm. O, do not tax me with the leaſt Suſpicion: 
ld muſt believe the Royal Majeſty; 
E But all my fear is for my dear Companions, 5 
And theſe lov'd Princes, whom the Heav'ns defend. 
King. Therefore my Brother ſtreight ſhall draw the 
Within the City, 2 preſent Safety [Guards 
Ii order Monſieur Cos Com 1 
To keep. your Quarters ftom all Nr of Tumult. 
O. Father, Father; do not wound my Soul 
By a Diſtruſt unworthy of us both. 3 
Q. M. Ah, my Lord Admiral, can you imagine 
TNDhat we are paſt all fear, or hope of Mercy, 
That there's no Conſcience, no regard of Vows, 
Ne Grace, no Reverence, fear of Heav'n, nor Hell, 


| 


Nor common Care of Fate, ev*n'in this World? 
| Kings Te Bed; to BAH; Ter we intfear you reſt. 
Q. I NaN all gos my Lord, as 


N 
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Betwixt your Boſom-Friends; Believe me, Sir, 
This is not feign'd;- there are not two alive 


re, That love you more, than thoſe that now ſuſtain you. 
' Adm. Ist poſſible? Why, if it were diſſembled. 
The very Counterfeit. of ſuch a Friendſhip 1 
Were worth a dying for. Alas, my Lord ! 4 ö | 
„o, Madam! Why, why muſt this Trouble be!!! 
. But lead me, lead your poor old Admiral, x 4 We 
as Blind with his Tears, and faint with his Blood: _ | 13 
ce. 1f 1 do well again, I' thank you, Sir, W w 
ru thank you in the Field; O, grant it, Heay'n, _ 
8 That I may end where no Affaſſihs are, 1 
And fall a Victim in the glorious War. Erne. 
Enter Guiſe, Aumale, Elbeuf, Angoleſme, with Pariſians. 
Gui. Look you, my Lords, this is the Royal Order; 
The Dukes ot. Nevernapd Monpenſier 88 A 
on? WM Muſt wait to guard the Perſon of the King l 
155 * ky 2 Arms: . | 
Haſte, far the Hay. ns to wear apaca. | = 
An. El. We To | [Exeunt ambo. H 


Gui. Preſident, Cherton,. Fro voſt de: Merchiand, = 

The Head of the, Pariſians. 1 
Prov. Here, my Lord: | 
Gui, Proyide two thouſand, Men campleatly. arm'd;; 


1 { 


hs Let each particular Man, ,on,his left Arm,  * 
ad Wear a Shirr-ſleeve, and a white, Croſ6.in's Hat, | 


Thar, upon notice given, all may be ready mM 
To execute his Majeſtys Commands: 17 
The Eſchevins of every, ſeveral Ward 
See in juſt Order and preciſely ſet, 
That upon ringing the Palace- Bell, 
Lights may be pur directly on che inſtant 
In every Window all throughout the Towns . 
Prov. It ſhall be done. 3 == 7 
Gui. My Lord, Grand Prior, ; r 
With what Commanders we can raiſe, be ready 
To * Adwiral's Life. Bat. ſe te Queen:! , 
| ney 


4 
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0K | Enter Queen Mother, Cardinal, Anjou. 
9. A. Come, come, my Lords, let's loſe no longer 


R | | » 
460 © aris. 


The Hugonots proceed not to a Tumult, 
But only vent their Fury in high Words: | 
Therefore away. My Lord of Guiſe, your, Father 
Looks from the Clouds, and cries, Revenge, Revenge, 

li think twere better too, while you kill the Admiral, 

- The King's Grand Provoſt ſhould purſue his Wife. 

> Gi. The old gray Sire, the Dam, and little Babes, 


| time; 


I'll rake em all together in the Neſt, 
And paſn 'em till they Sprawl. You and the Cardinal 
HMaaſte to the Louvre; when the Gates are ſnut, 
” Call the chief Hugonots down, and cut their Throats, 
My Lord, the Duke of Anjou, to your Care 
| The King commits the City: So Farcwell: - 


* 


5 ' [Exeunt ſeveralh. 


1 CEN E The City. 


Lights in the Winder, The Prefident marches bis Men 


over the Stage: The Bell of the Palace rings out. 
\ Enter Admiral in his Night-Gown. 


Guns fir'd, and groans of dying Men below; 
=. The King has giv'n his Warrant for my laſt; 
His Vows, his Oaths, and Altar-Obligations 5 
Are loſt: the Wax of all thoſe ſacred Bonds 


1 
U 


They are no more: The Admiral's no more. 


3 Eurer 98 bleeding. 


Fate, in the ſhape 8 , all over Blood. 
I faw your Son-in-Law Teligny die; 

Noura, the Sort of Baron de Arrers, | 
With Colonel Montaumar, Gallant Guerchy, 
Wrapping his Cloak about his Arm, fought on 
Till be was all one Wound, and ſo expir'd: 
But hark, they come: | 


j 


There wants no more but ringing of the Bell. ; 


Ade. The Palace Bell rings out, loud Cries of Murder, 


Runs at the Queen's Revenge, the Fire that melts 'em, 


| 7 Cav. My Lord, God calls us; Death is in the Court: 


Adu. 


And, C 
[tell th 
Spread | 
But ſee, 
With f 
As if he 


Beſn. 
; you 
1 Sol 
2 Sole 
Adm. 
Lyn wi 
Beſn. 


Sheath ; 
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Adm. Why, let em, let em come; 3 4 I 
We ſhall ere long, my Friend, be worth their Enyy - 
To die thus for Religion, O, Cavagnes, J 


t Wl |: puts the Soul in everlaſting Tune, 9 5 r 1 | 
And ſounds already in the Ears of Angels! : 
and, O, what Cauſe had ever ſuch Foundation! . + 7 


| tell thee that the Root ſhall reach the Center, 
Spread to the Poles, and with her Top touch Heaven. 
But ſee, they come: Stand fixt, and look on Death +I 
With ſuch Contempt, ſo maſterly an Eye, 
As if he were thy Slave. N | .. 7,” | | 
Enter Beſnie, Sartabons, Four Soldiers... - -+» MX 
Beſn. See where he ſtands! ha, Slaves, what makes 
 youpaule ? him 
1 Sold. Kill him your ſelf, for my part I'll not touch 
2 Sold. Nor I: Fer my part I am ſorry for what is done w 
An. Cowards indeed! thus to be terrified [already, 1 
ron with the ſhadow of the Admiral. W N 
ly. %. It goes againſt me; yer 1 muſt obey: \ | 2 
beach all your Daggers in the Traitor's Breaſt. © 
m. Young Man, thou oughteſt to reverence theſe. * 


gray Hairs; | 
But I command thee, do as thou art order d, 
hou'lt cut but little from the Line of Life. ¶ Children: 
Beſn. Die then, die both: Now for his Wife and 
| Ic8ctabs both, and Exeunt. 
Adm. Heard'ſt thou, Cavagnes? ſaid they not my 
Children ? „„ | Ps | 
Cav. I know not what you ſay; the ſtroak of Death © ® 
4 ſtunn'd my ſenſe of Hearing. | SE... | 
Adm. Vet let's crawl | 
th all our Wounds into each others Arms, 
nd Hand in Hand go Martyr'd thus to Heav n. 
Cav, I am gone, farewell. x \ [Dies. 53 
Adm. Why doſt thou ſhudder thus, 
nd gaſp upon my Boſom? Tas his laſt; f 
y Soul ſo likes her Houſe, ſhe's loth to part: 
ut, O what Builder can repair the Ruins? 5 
he Lights are choak'd, the Windows are dam'd u, 


be main Beams crack, and the Foundation ſinke; | 
lides, the Lordly Owner warnt ine forth: z | 


— 2 — * * * * 
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I eome, great Maſter of the World and me, 
And, 81 Revenge, revenge thy Peoples Blood. 4 
A hundred thouland Souls for Juſtice call; 
Let not the guiltleſs without Vengeance fall. Dia, 
Enter the Duke of Guiſe and Sonldiers. 
Gui. So, fling him down, down with him to the Court, 
© Expoſe his Carcaſs to the Peoples Merce, 
Drag him away, and hurl him from the Window: 
See all his Baſtards ſtrangled on the Spot; . 
There's Orders for't. The Hoſtel de Cet, * 


= Beraz'd for ever; his Poſterity 
=_— Be made incapable of bearing Office, 

= Orbeing Noble; burn his Statue, haſte: 
There's a Commiſion granted for the dees; 
= Nay, kill, as if cwere Sport to ſee em bleed. ¶ Exem. 


F. 
N 
0 


SCENA ULTIMA. The Louvre. 


=_ _ Queen Mother, Cardinal, Duke of Anjou, Colonel D'Q, 
= _ 2... Here Colonel, bring forth your Prifoners, 
And let me ſee theſe Leaders of the Faction. 
Pe Scene drams, ſbowing ths Commanders ſtanding with their | 
od lebind em betwixe the Souldiers in a rant. 
= Fhe Count de Rochfaucalt, Marquis de Renel, Piles, | 
Fiat, Pardillan, and Lavardin. 1 
Give the Word, Colonel. | a 
rie en- em a.. [ Shove, 
[The Scene draws, and ſhews the Admiral's Body burning. 
Sui. l-faw the Maſter Villain dragg'd along 
To Execution, by the common Peoplfe 
Who from the Shoulders tore the mangled ) 
=_— - Curt oft his Hands, and at Adountfercon hung him, 
Half burning. by one Leg upon the Gallows. 
—* Enter King, Princes, and Alberto Gondi. 
| Moter! Brock horror! O thou cruel Gwife ! ; 


{ \ 
O Mother! Brother! and thou Murd'ring Frieſt! 
Bol chou not bluſh to fail in Seas of Ruin, 
JI 0 hang the Flag of a Damu'd Pyrat forth, 
c ee Bark the Chriſtian Church ? 


$ 
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Ir, tell me, Canſt thou lay the Furies here, 3 
pile Hugonots that haunt me up and down © © ,ha 
Throuzh Chambers, into Cloſets, Beds, and Couches? A 

Or dar ſt thou ſhielg ue, when the Admiral's Ghoſt: 15.) © 


" Caps to my Heart the Dagger of my Word! 1 

t | 9. M. hy are you thus? 1 6 \ 5 | : | 

Lug. The Angel's Words are true, 414 
And Charles is near his End. O Mother! Mother! = 


Hear my laſt Words, and take my dying Counſel, +2 ® 
Stop the vaſt Murder that you have begun; SM 
for know, all Churches by Decree — Doctrine, # 
Kings by their Sword and Balance of their Juſtice, " 
Learning, Chriſtian, Moral, and Prophane, 

$hall by the virtue of their Mercury Rod . þ 

For ever damn to Hell thoſe curs'd defigns ' 
That with Religion's Face to Ruin tend, 8 
And go by Heav n to reachtheblackeſt end. [ Ex. Om 
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„ -.- +  By\Mr. Pawel, 1 65 * 
x1 Hon wiſe are they, that can with Patience bear, 
| And juft Refieftions moderately beer, 


1 > Oy * * E 
* 8 2 . * 2 
1 * # A . a 5 1 2 
8 —_ = 1 2 
n 8 * 


mv d by Paſſion, as unſway'd by Fear? „ 
[o them we Dedicate this Play 1 "Nighe, ' "_ 


e long been Hani d from tbe Light, "ay 


d and Iimpriſon d cloſe, as in the Tow'r, JC... * 

alf preſs'd to Death 9 2 Diſpenfing — 1 * 3 K 

Pe a lawful Tryal for each Fact, 25 5 „ 

it core our by 1b Habeas Corpus Ack. 

ome s Friends, no doubt, ſi 74 there might be ſlumn 

ut ſuch an Entertainment oF bei Ohh... ng 

be Plot, rhe Proteſtants, the Stage, the Dun. wk 

gt. 15 Lr e 1,018 450 O 
E carts are allways better Arm dl. 

” if the Valiant in a little Town 8 OG 200 en 


| | . 8 „ 1 2:4 and oÞ : 
'ter d and Starving, their brave Cauſe dulſ ga, "pp * 


. Wd Peaſants ſcorning Death, can Guard our Walls, 
Aud the mild Prieſthood turn to Generals, 


N * = 


- : 
* 
19. 

* 


Britains ſtand firm, and in ſhort time you'll ſee, v5 
= Tour own and Neighbouring Realms ſerene and free, 
Clear d from the choaking Fogs of Popery. 
Do Maſſacres, nor Revolitions fear; 4 


: Aﬀairs are ſtrangely alter'd ſince laſt Tear, | * 


Infallibility bimfelf does run, AS 


The Gardens weeded, and the Moles are gone. 
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A Tragick Truth ſhown to an honeſt end. 


Not Gold to Lawyers, ro th Ambitious Power, © 

Nor luſty Switzer zo a luſtful Whore, ; Ol 

To Gameſters Luck, to Beauty length of Day, 

Nor to a wrinkled wither'd Widow Praiſe, 

Can give ſuch Foy, as to behold once more 

An Engliſh Army on the Gallick Shore. 

That this will be, the Poets Propheſie, , = 

The Poets all Bere Prophets formerly. 

Pinſpire em then, give ours to Night bis due; | 
Falk is (omewhat bloody, but tis true..Þ _ 7 
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And can the Good or Wiſe of neither Sect offend. EE 


In our Deliv'rance-Tear, let no Tongue tell, 


* 


* 
1 
4 


| 3 
© 


9 N. S firm, that Rome 
| O SW 2 : 


Fancy and Stile, far as the reſt excel, . 4 


Poets the only curſt on whom no Manna fell. 
Plead that they may by Cæſar' f Influence breath, 
And mix a Lawrel with his Oaken Wreath. © 
Then ſhail bis Glory flouriſh to the beight, 
Then every Pen ſhall Panegyrick write. 
This, this was he, who 775 by Sacred Pomy, 
To England its Religion did reſtore, 

o never hurt it more. 


